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PREFACE 
*

MICHAEL 
BOND

Odysseus Departs from the Land of  the Phaeacians (Claude Lorrain, 1646; 
Louvre Museum, public domain)



Inspired by Ulysses
Dialoguing with Harry Triandis across four decades:  

An appreciation of  his exemplary colleagueship 
Michael Harris Bond

Hong Kong Polytechnic University 

"To seek, to strive, to find, and not to yield"
- Tennyson, Ulysses

I call him Ulysses. That is the metaphorical access 
that Harry’s life inspires in this fellow-traveler on 
the oceans of culture; like Ulysses, he is the enter-
prising, energetic and clever explorer, crafting 
through his courage, consideration and compe-
tence a crew of loyal, like-minded shipmates in 
this epic hunt for truth and the methods neces-
sary for wresting social-scientific truth about cul-
ture from the politicians and social ideologues 
who assert their chauvinistic claims. His is a rest-
less, relentless rejection of self-deception, allowing 
no “fooling ourselves,” insisting in his actions on 
objective restraint and an openness to all voices, 
even the beguiling, luring Siren’s song. After more 
than 40 years since we met, and across countless 
exchanges, Harry Triandis is still my hero; he has 
never disappointed me, nor I expect the many 
others whose lives and careers he has touched in 
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his way, while on his way.
Let me explain. In doing so, I will sample from my bank of 
memories that footnote our relationship over these last 40-
plus years, since for me the memories that stick are the memo-
ries that matter. Speak then memory. Here with my commen-
tary is some of what surfaces…
I attended my first academic conference as a presenter of my 
own work in Tokyo at the International Congress of Psychol-
ogy, held in Tokyo, 1972. I was an innocent in the domain of cul-
ture, a parvenu to its academic study, having survived a gradu-
ate education and post-doctoral year never hearing the con-
cept discussed. But, I was confronting culture’s legacy in my 
daily rounds as a newly arrived resident in Japan, and was strug-
gling to find a point of intellectual entry for the research I was 
then conducting with my Japanese hosts using Japanese “sub-
jects,” as research participants were then known.
I selected a session to attend that was listed as being chaired 
by Iraj Ayman and Harry Triandis. I had met neither, but 
wanted to chat with Dr. Ayman, at that time a fellow Baha’i. 
Upon arriving, I was unsure who was seated in the single chair 
seated at the front of the seminar room. Incorrectly assuming 
it to be Dr. Ayman, I addressed a note to him requesting his 
listed paper and a chat after the session; I hand-delivered the 
note to the unsuspecting Dr. Triandis during another speaker’s 
presentation, hoping to ensure an audience. He read my note 
addressed to Dr,. Ayman, looked up puzzled but nodded that 
we could talk later. During the seminar, Harry presented his pa-
per on modernity, and checking the seminar schedule, I sud-

denly realized that I had delivered my note to the wrong per-
son; egads, how embarrassing! As I wrestled with my discomfi-
ture, I became fascinated with Dr. Triandis’ presentation – his 
topic, the psychology of modernity, was intriguing; his delivery 
straightforward and clear ; his manner modest and welcoming. 
This introduction to the man set the standard for me to emu-
late in presenting at all my subsequent international confer-
ences. Of course, I could not do so as well, being me, with my 
personality and cultural background, but I needed a standard 
to aspire towards early in my career, and still do. Harry sets 
my standard.
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Video 1.
Harry interviewed by Michael Bond in Bremen, Germany 
2008. International Association for Cross-Cultural Psychology

The full video is online in higher resolution, click here.
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Nor did Dr. Triandis tease me for my misidentifying him; he 
was then, and has always been, gracious and generous in our 
exchanges; positive and helpful, never harsh, even when being 
critical, as a discussant or reviewer. He promised to send me a 
copy of his paper, and did so, signing his note simply, as “Harry.” 
He continued to do so up to the present, even though it took 
me some time not to address him as “Dr. Triandis.” Harry gains 
respect effortlessly…
I have never heard a critical word about Harry’s way with peo-
ple; even his extensive and wide-ranging academic work com-
mands universal appreciation, despite our sub-culture of too-
often invidious hostility. I have never missed attending a presen-
tation by Harry at any conference we were jointly attending, 
and have read his written work more than the work of any 
other scholar in our chosen field of study.
But more about “Harry’s way,” because his innate modesty will 
prevent mention of such affecting examples from appearing in 
his autobiography:
1. Over the years, I ask this busy man to write forwards to ed-
ited collections, like The Oxford handbook of Chinese psychology 
(1996) or Psychological aspects of social axioms (2009); like 
chapters in The cross-cultural challenge to social psychology 
(1988) or Working at the interface of cultures: 18 lives in social 
science (1997); like reviews of manuscripts submitted to the 
Journal of Cross-cultural Psychology when I was Associate Editor 
in the late 1980’s - early 1990’s; or of my book with Peter B. 
Smith, Social psychology across cultures, a competitor to Harry’s 

earlier book, Culture and social psychology (1994). He never re-
fuses, and always delivers his work before the given timeline!
2. Harry and his wife, Pola’s, easy hospitality (plus cheerful talk 
and yummy food!) at collegial gatherings from their home on 
the lake at Champagne-Urbana to restaurants on the island of 
Corfu in the mid-90’s and another beneath the Parthenon at 
night in the early 2000’s. (here my memory fails me, for there 
are many other times these two persons have included me in 
their gentle cheer and warm interest; sorry) 
3. Harry traveling from Athens home through Hong Kong, ask-
ing me beforehand if there was anything he could bring me. I 
replied, “a kilo of baklava” – what cheek! A tinfoil covered tray 
of honey-layered baklava arrived a week later, with Harry 
apologizing for two holes through the foil, explaining that, “the 
finger in the baklava was that of a soldier at the airport in Am-
man, Jordan,” presumable checking our intrepid world traveler 
for contraband. Can you imagine hand-carrying a kilo of ba-
klava on a 12-hour, trans-continental flight in the 1990’s?
4. Me introducing Harry for a keynote speech at the IACCP 
(or was it the IAAP?) conference in Athens, 1998. Wanting to 
offer something more personal than the usual litany of his 
achievements, I pointed out that, “Harry always answered his 
mail within a week and can work professionally in five lan-
guages.” To me, that information seemed as much a measure of 
the man as did his lengthy and extensive c.v. 
5. Hearing Harry begin his keynote talk at IAAP in Singapore, 
2002, by declaring, “We are all ethnocentric.” Being a self-
considered open-minded, liberal citizen of the world, I ob-
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jected. Slowly, I have come to agree with him, however, and 
now use the idea of “innocent ethnocentrism” in my lecturing. 
I have come to realize that our job as social scientists is to 
“bracket” our inevitable ethnocentrism with a vigorous pursuit 
of alternative cultural voices and to incorporate our discover-
ies into our theories and our measures. Thank you for lifting 
this veil, Harry!
6. It is 6 a.m. outside a beachfront hotel in Acapulco, Mexico 
during an ICP conference in 1984, and Harry is already in the 
sea water, taking his morning swim. Many attendees are “on va-
cation from exercising” during conferences, but HCT knows 
that there are no vacations for a man who relishes his work 
and endorses the ancient Greek maxim, Mens sana in corpore 
sano. His force of quiet example continues to inspire me to 
keep, at conferences or not.
7. Harry reviews many of my submissions to JCCP over my 
20th century attempts at breaching its publication barrier. I be-
gin to recognize his reviews despite their anonymity because 
of the distinctive typeface on his old typewriter! His reviews 
are short, to the heart of the intellectual issue at stake, posi-
tive in spirit, and not over-fussed about statistical niceties. 
Given some other reviews, his are a relief and a support!
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THE TRAVELER
*

POLA 
TRIANDIS

Athens Archeological Museum, 2006



Like his countryman, Ulysses, Harry was a traveler. Harry went 
around the world 4 times (his favorite movie is Around the 
World in Eighty Days) and mile for mile, he could match many 
a flight attendant. 
 As a boy, Harry loved geography and old maps and had 
dreams of exploration, but back then his trips were limited to 
taking ferry boats and caiques (small boats) from the Greek 
mainland to the island of Corfu. It was those early boat trips 
that developed a very strong sense of punctuality in Harry. 
Once he and his mother missed a boat that only sailed twice a 
week. For the rest of his travels, Harry was always at least 
three hours ahead of the scheduled time of departure, be it 
ship, train, or plane. This often created a certain amount of con-
flict with his traveling companions (especially his wife and 
daughter), who failed to see the point of spending hours in air-
ports and train stations. This obsessive punctuality extended to 
most engagements, as well. Not only was Harry always on 
time, but he was often early. I tried to persuade him that no 
hostess wants to be caught without her make-up (or her 
clothes).
When Harry set out for Canada to study at McGill, he learned 
another valuable travel lesson: pack light. On his first flight to 
the New World he was charged the outrageous sum of $50 

for excess luggage (real money back then). So, for the rest of 
his traveling life, Harry had a well-worn list: ”items to pack” 
(both summer and winter versions). I once asked what I 
should take. The reply was “A suit and two shirts, one short-
sleeved, one long.” I figured I’d better make up my own list, 
which I lost long ago. That first trans-Atlantic trip also im-
pressed upon him the importance of checking the climate at 
the destination. Harry had arrived in mid-February in Montreal 
without a hat.
Harry always had (1) a hat and (2) a bathing suit in his suit-
case. Just in case.
When Harry joined the faculty at the University of Illinois, a 
whole new world of travel opportunities opened up for him: a 
world of grants and international conferences. Harry became a 
traveler in earnest. As a colleague of his once remarked, 
“Harry never met a conference he didn’t like.” And indeed it 
was thanks to these conferences (all are listed in the autobiog-
raphy!) that so much of this travel was possible. Luckily, I was 
able to go along on many of them. 
One I did miss was held in Nigeria just days after we were 
married in 1966. Harry took off on what should have been 
our honeymoon to be with a bunch of psychologists! He did 
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make up for it with a wonderful month-long trip to Greece 
and Europe the following summer.
Travel reveals much about people, and while I knew a great 
deal about Harry (from the famous Greek ladies, Sappho and 
Dadine who introduced us), that summer I discovered many 
facets of Harry. He was, to put it kindly, frugal. On Corfu, we 
stayed in a little bungalow in the middle of a vineyard right on 
the beach, $3.00 per night included coffee and bread for break-
fast. The shower was a hose rigged up in the garden, but the 
beach was breathtaking—and that was what counted. The 
rental car, a small French model that overheated regularly and 
had trouble going uphill, was the cheapest on the lot. But it got 
us to all of Harry’s favorite places on his favorite island. He 
knew the best beaches, the most interesting historic spots, the 
most spectacular views, and the cheapest restaurants. 
Harry’s love for Corfu was like Ulysses’ love for Ithaca. In fact, 
he went to Greece almost every year until the knees gave out. 
It was like a shot of Red Bull, it was his personal “Remem-
brances of Things Past.” Harry was not an ordinary traveler. 
Like everything he did, he did it thoughtfully, thoroughly, and 
joyfully. The world was his bucket list. For Harry, travel was 
more than a trip; it was a cross-cultural experience.
During our first trip together, I realized that when you travel 
with Harry, you have to be prepared for just about anything. 
After our daughter, Louisa, was born and we were getting 
ready to take her to Greece and Europe for the first time, 
Harry thought we should “practice” traveling with her. So we 
put a little life preserver on her and took her in a row boat to 

see how she would do on a ferry (she loved the ride); then 
we took her up a mountain to see how the change in pres-
sure would affect her ears on the plane (it did, and she cried). 
If you are a Triandis, you have to be flexible and you’d better 
not get seasick, either. But she did splendidly on the trip, ob-
serving everything from the Acropolis to the mosaics of Ra-
venna perched in a carrier on Harry’s back 
In time, the lodgings improved dramatically, but, of course, 
Harry could usually get a deal (the hotel had just opened, it 
was still under construction, the owner was a friend of the fam-
ily or a relative). The cars got bigger and better (the rental 
agency owner was a high school friend). The restaurants be-
came more elegant, and had table cloths. (But it was many 
years before he would finally take me to the Hilton.)
Unlike so many Americans, Harry the Traveler never went 
shopping. He saw it as a waste of time. Ladies on Harry’s 
“tours” had to persuade him for a little time off. “You have 
twenty-five minutes!” But then on trip to Greece, Harry’s 
shoes (size 13) gave out. We hit every shoe store in Athens 
without luck. Finally, when we got to Slovenia (and big Slavic 
feet) we found a pair. And while on one trip to Hong Kong, his 
friend and colleague, Michael Bond, persuaded him to splurge 
on a bespoke silk suit. Twenty years later, he still wears it. 
 As our travels expanded, we went in search of what we called 
places “nobody ever went to.” Some conferences were held in 
delightful out-of-the-way locations such as Debrecen, Hungary, 
or the island of Cyprus. 
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Sometimes, we wound up in such spots quite by accident, but, 
ever the optimist, Harry always found something good about 
them. He was sure of discovering a decent restaurant just 
around the next corner. There was Gurk, a charming Austrian 
village where we stopped during a holiday (the banks were 
closed and we had just enough to pay the hotel); Andritsena in 
the mountains, whose almost deserted hotel had breathtaking 
views of the valley below; and Abano Terme, a spa famous for 
its sulfuric waters. We had gone to Venice without a reserva-
tion in June (what were we thinking!). We had tried every 
small town near Venice when Harry’s mother, who was with 
us, remembered that her cousins went to Abano for their ar-
thritis. We found beds, but the smell was not soon forgotten. 
In Vienna, while others went to Schönbrunn, Harry organized 
an expedition (three buses and a taxi) to a chapel built on the 
grounds of a psychiatric hospital. Even my Viennese cousins 
had never been there. Like Ulysses, Harry was an explorer.
Wherever we went, Harry was determined to see everything, 
to taste all the local specialties, and to listen to as much music 
as was on offer. Harry wasn’t just passing through. This was “to-
tal immersion travel,” made possible by a knowledge of lan-
guages (at least in Europe). Being gregarious, he enjoyed talk-
ing to the locals and, whether on foot or by car, he loved ex-
ploring. It helps if you can ask for directions.
We loved sharing our travel adventures with friends and rela-
tives through slides and videos, and many would ask for sugges-
tions and advice on where to go. Of course, Harry was de-
lighted to oblige with the name of the best restaurant on 

Corfu, how to maximize five days in Sicily, or whether to 
choose: Xian or Guilin? We had accumulated boxes of maps, 
brochures and guide books. Our “library” included ferryboat 
schedules and the latest Cook’s train timetables. Harry loved 
being a tour guide! At his 75th birthday celebration, he was 
presented with a tee shirt printed with “Triandis Titanic Tours.” 
(Take it anyway you like!).
Several friends and relatives even asked to have Harry as their 
tour guide, especially to Greece. We made many memorable 
trips, not just to Greece but to Mexico as well. Not only was 
Harry a reassuring presence, but he was always there if help 
was needed. Sometimes these tours had odd configurations: 
Harry, our daughter and her two girl friends; Harry, three la-
dies and their children. I remember once a waiter patting him 
on the shoulder and exclaiming, “Oh, you lucky man!”
Perhaps Harry’s favorite “turn” as tour guide was the trip he 
organized to Corfu in 1995 for a group of psychologists plus 
some young friends of our daughter’s. We all stayed at Harry’s 
cousin’s little Hotel Marida in Ay Yannis, a short drive from 
Corfu town. Breakfast was served on the terrace (fresh eggs 
from the hens), ate dinner in the village square, and made the 
best of the sometimes recalcitrant plumbing (the house was 
built in 1825). Every day, Harry would organize tours A and B. 
The young folks would usually go to the beach on tour B 
while the psychologists would have Harry lead them through a 
monastery or museum. Like any seasoned tour guide, Harry 
was patient with complaints whether it was lack of towels or 
wasps in the bedrooms. He even had to deal with a maritime 
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strike and the problem of getting about 25 people from Corfu 
to Athens when the ferries from Italy to Patras were not sail-
ing! He managed to get everyone there.
A few years later, we held Louisa’s engagement party at Ay Yan-
nis. Friends and relatives gathered from Austria, Switzerland, 
and Greece for a memorable event. It was stress-free and re-
laxed, even though the groom-to-be, Jim, missed several air-
plane connections and finally arrived by bus.
After our grandsons, Alex and Nico, were born a whole new 
opportunity for tours emerged. Harry was anxious to intro-
duce the boys to Greece and Europe. The boys had already 
been to Mexico, but this was a big adventure with their “Papu.” 
They turned out to be resilient travelers who adapted well to 
new surroundings and unfamiliar food—provided pizza was al-
ways an option. They seem to have inherited the Triandis Travel-
ing Gene, just as their mother did. Harry did his best to teach 
them some history as we traveled, but they were interested in 
beaches and playgrounds. And when their interest waned, 
Papu was quick to bribe them with gelato.
During almost 40 decades of travel, and thanks to Harry, I 
have had a grand time going to places both on and off my 
own bucket list. We covered thousands of miles, and despite 
occasional wrong turns, bad beds, and dubious meals, we had a 
wonderful time. The journey should be shared. And the best 
way to do it is on a Triandis Titanic Tour™.
In the words of the French poet Joachim DuBellay: Heureux 
qui, comme Ulysse a fait UN beau voyage. (Happy is the one 
who, like Ulysses, has made a beautiful journey.)
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Chapter 1

BEFORE ME

On the Temple of  Apollo in Delphi there were two 
inscriptions: 

“know thyself ” and “nothing in excess.” Over my long 
life, I had many opportunities to confirm these two pieces 
of  wisdom. I learned a lot about myself  while writing 

this autobiography.
My wife, Pola, did “heavy editing” and identified events 
I had forgotten, so I added them. Her memory is better 

than mine. We were both tested to make sure we can con-
tinue driving at our advanced ages. We can. On the mem-
ory test she scored in the 100 percentile of  her age group; 

I scored in the 80th percentile for 87 year olds. One 
keeps learning to the end. 



I was born in Patras, Greece, in the house of  my grandfa-
ther, Charalambos (b.1848, d. 1928), on Maisonos Street No. 
52 at 10 p.m. on October 16, 1926. Patras was mentioned by 
Herodotus as Patreis (Book 1 of  his History). Andrew, one of  
the twelve apostles of  Christ, was martyred in that city and 
by that time it was called Patrae. In 2005, it was designated 
“The Cultural Capital of  Europe” by the European Union. I 
rushed to participate in the celebrations, and was disap-
pointed. I spent a week in a hotel that had a nice roof  pool, 
where I observed the next generation of  Patras youth frolick-
ing in the water. The hotel told me where to find “tradi-
tional” Greek food and I thought the food was terrific. How-
ever, the cultural part of  the celebrations was disappointing. I 
heard one string quartet that was OK, and the main event 
was the performance of  a composition that was done with 
the ships of  the harbor using their whistles. The composition 
was certainly original, but it did not make me feel proud of  
the city of  my birth. 

My grandfather’s household included children, grandchil-
dren, two nurses, and three governesses for the grand chil-
dren, three servants, a gardener, a chauffeur, and miscellane-
ous employees from his factory. Thus at lunch there were of-
ten 40 people, so his china, which I have inherited, had 
enough plates for a restaurant. Although many plates were 
broken over the years, what remains is more than enough for 
my daughter’s (Louisa) household and ours. The house had a 
large garden. One section included 50 or so hens so the fam-
ily could have fresh eggs. Another section had a fountain and 
a place to take walks.

My grandfather had a flour mill, two ships that brought 
wheat from Russia, and two houses—one in Patras and the 
other in Mitilogli, some 10 miles from Patras, which was 
right on the sea. Behind it was the railway line from Athens 
to Kalamata, but there were only 3 or 4 trains per day. The 
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wheat was milled into flour and was shipped throughout 
Western Greece. Western Greece includes the Ionian Islands; 
at their most Northern point is Corfu, my mother’s island. 
My 26-year-old father became interested in marble, a build-
ing material, and went to Carrara, in Italy, and then spent 
some time on Corfu looking at local marble. It is there that 
he met my mother. They were married on June 21, 1925, 
with the Bishop of  Corfu officiating. He later became Athena-
goras, Archbishop of  Constantinople and Ecumenical Patri-
arch. At the time my father was 28 and my mother 25.They 
told me that their wedding day was extremely hot, the wed-
ding took place in the house of  my maternal grandfather, 

and I can imagine how uncomfortable they must have been 
in a small, non-air-conditioned space.

My parents spent their honeymoon at the Villa Kalavren-
zou, 3 miles from Corfu town, on the way to Kanoni, which 
has one of  the most beautiful views in the world—the Island 
of  the Dead, painted by many artists and the inspiration for 
Rachmaninov’s tone poem by the same name. I believe that 
Rachmaninov was not in Corfu; he just saw a painting of  the 
island, which the Greeks call Pontikonissi, Island of  Rats!
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A recent picture of  my grandfather’s house.

My grandfather’s factory as seen from the harbor of  Patras.



Great Grandfather
My great grandfather, George (b. 1800, d. 1879), was a 

prosperous businessman in Amfissa, a small town near Del-
phi. Amfissa is not far from a village called Triandeika, where 
everybody is called Triandis. Triandis means 30. It might be 
30 people, goats, or sheep. Who knows? 

Great-grandfather owned a large house that is now the 
Regional Museum. He married Evgenia Kouloumvatou in 
1829. She was unusually tall for a woman, probably 6 feet 
tall. Most of  her descendants were very tall. When I was 
young I was 6’ 4”, but now at age 87 I have shrunk to 6’. 
Many of  my Triandis relatives are more than 6 feet tall. I 
have two sketches of  great grandfather’s house in Amfissa, 
given to me by my uncle Hercules. I visited the house in the 
1970s with my mother and Aunt Jenny and later with Pola 
and Louisa. We mystified the locals by taking so many pic-
tures of  the house. 

Great grandfather George moved to Patras around 1830. 
Patras was in the part of  Greece that had been liberated 
from the Turks in 1821, and was a good place to do business. 
Amfissa was not as good because it was still under the Otto-
mans. So, he sold his house and put his treasure in his boots, 
and walked to Patras where he started a small flour mill. 

Great grandfather George had many children: Nicholaos, 
George, Spiridon, Elias, Panajiotis, Demitrios, and Charalam-
bos (my grandfather), as well as Euthemia and Despina. I list 
them the way Greek villagers talked about their children at 

that time. When asked if  they had children they mentioned 
only the boys! If  pressed, they mentioned the girls, who were 
second class. Nicholaos was born in Amfissa in 1830; he died 
in Patras in 1892. He went to primary school in Amfissa and 
high school on the island of  Syros. Syros also provided the first 
two years of  university at that time. After Syros, Nicholas went 
to Patras and arranged to bring the rest of  his family there. He 
was like a father to his brothers, including my grandfather. 
This is indicated by the fact that he did not leave a will, but 
only wrote a letter to them, asking them to live frugally and 
moderately, without strong opinions, to prefer to lose some-
thing rather than go to a court of  law, and to never cheat. Of  
course, it was understood that they would take good care of  his 
widow and children. 

In Patras, my great grandfather bought a large house 
that is now a branch of  the Bank of  Greece. Patras, accord-
ing to my Aunt Jenny, had a considerable cultural life (con-
certs, opera) when she was growing up. It also had many mer-
chants from England and France, allowing the Greek upper 
class to mix with the foreigners. For example, witness the mar-
riage of  my Aunt Sonia to Miltos Messinezis, a merchant 
from Cyprus who was a British subject; the marriage of  my 
Aunt Nina to Andre Benoit, who was Swiss; and the mar-
riage of  my Aunt Elly to Fred Barry, who was a French sub-
ject.	

My grandfather’s brother, George, had three sons. Nicho-
laos (1916-2000), Stefanos (1918-2003), and Dimitrakis 
(1920-1996). Nicholaos was taller than I, an architect, and a 
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communist. In 1948 I was an interpreter for an American 
colonel who was a member of  the international observers of  
the referendum that brought back the King. When we visited 
the Governor of  Argos, he looked at me and said: “Triandis 
and tall, you must be a communist.” Stereotypes never die! 
Similarly, at a reception given on the occasion of  the 150th 
anniversary of  the University of  Athens in the yacht club, 
hosted by Melina Mercuri (of  Never on Sunday fame), to which 

I was invited, Prime Minister Papandreu met me and said: 
“You must be a Triandis.” Papandreu was a close friend of  
my cousin Stefanos, whom I resemble.

Stefanos was a distinguished economist (M. A. from Cam-
bridge), and was a professor at the University of  Toronto un-
til 1986. He wrote a book stating that Greece should not en-
ter the European Union. Many Greeks today, due to the fi-
nancial crisis, regret that Greece entered the EU. He married 
Danae, a lawyer from Athens, who adjusted well to Canada. 
They had two sons: George Triantis currently holds a Chair 
at Stanford Law School, and Alexandros is Dean of  the Busi-
ness School at the University of  Maryland. George at one 
time was on the faculties of  the Universities of  Virginia, Chi-
cago, and Harvard and finally settled on Stanford. 

Demitrakis had a business career in Africa and then be-
came a civil servant of  the Ontario Government. He loved 
classical music and spent much time listening to it.

Spiridion, my grandfather’s brother, begot Evgenia, who 
married Xanthopoulos, and George. When I was a teenager, 
Evgenia visited my grandmother Maria (1870-1952) so fre-
quently that I used to think of  her as a member of  the house-
hold. At that time we lived with my grandmother on Haritos 
St. 9 in Athens. Evgenia had two children: Taki, who married 
a German lady and was pro Hitler, and Ndola. Ndola was 8 
years older than I but we played together a lot—especially 
ping pong. In collectivist Greece, Ndola was supposed to play 
with relatives rather than friends. So she put up with me. 
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Standing (left-to-right): George, Ilias, Hercules, Nicos, Pavlos, Nina.
Seated: Andrew, grandfather, grandmother, Jenny, Christos
Front row: Sonia, Ellie, Kostas



George married Alexandra, sister of  Kostas Kotzias, the 
Mayor of  Athens, when I was a child. Alexandra Triandis 
was a Liedersängerin, specializing in songs by Franz Schu-
bert and Hugo Wolf, and was very famous in Germany. In re-
tirement, she was very active in collecting money for the Me-
garon Mousikis, the Center for Performing Arts of  Athens. 
Her name is on the wall of  the foyer and one of  the halls is 
named after her. In 2006, the International Association of  
Applied Psychology attempted to hold its conference in the 
Megaron Mousikis. But the fee of  $100,000 was too high so 
we ended up at the Hilton. It would have been nice if  I could 
have given my paper in the Alexandra Triandis hall, but it 
was not to be. But Pola and I saw Boris Godunov (sang in 
Russian with Greek subtitles) in that hall a few years later. 

In the cemetery of  Patras, there is statue of  Theodor Tri-
andis who was a first cousin of  my grandfather, b. 1843, d. 
1913. He founded the Triandis School in Patras (in Greek: 
the Triandios Schole). The school trains electricians, plumb-
ers, and other useful specialists. The statue was erected by the 
city of  Patras to honor one of  its leading citizens. Inciden-
tally, when I was baptized, I was given the names Charalam-
bos and Theodore. The same names are recycled by the fam-
ily! However, it was not in honor of  Uncle Theodor. My 
mother wanted it because she loved the little church of  St. 
Theodor, across from the Vila Kalavrenzou, where my par-
ents had their honeymoon. 

A book on the History of  Patras devotes many pages to 
the Triandis family. My grandfather married Marina, the 

daughter of  a prominent merchant, in 1887. They had three 
children: George, Elias, and Andrew. In 1891, Marina died 
and grandfather married my grandmother, Maria (1870-
1952). She was born Maria Vrychoropoulou and was from Pi-
raeus, the port of  Athens. Maria’s mother was a granddaugh-
ter of  a Medici from Florence, who had left his hometown af-
ter quarreling with his brothers and moved to Greece.

My grandmother had two sisters: Politimi and Elpis. Poli-
timy had two daughters. I remember that they visited us 
when I was about age 10, and one of  them used the word 
“snob.” When I asked for a definition, she said “people who 
think that they are upper class even when they are not.” Elpis 
had no children and was enormously fond of  me. I spent two 
or three days at her house every so often. She was extremely 
religious. In her house almost every room had an icon or a 
shrine. When the calendar changed in Greece from the Jul-
ian, which is still in use in Russia and Serbia, to the Gregor-
ian, Elpis thought that the Julian was “God’s time” and did 
not change. My grandmother, who was also religious–I re-
member that she prayed for my grandfather’s soul every 
night–changed calendars. That resulted in major conflict and 
the two sisters never spoke again to each other. In 1969, 
when we took Louisa to Greece for the first time, Pola, Lou-
isa and I visited Aunt Elpis at a convent near Athens. She 
gave Louisa some fresh eggs wrapped in the London Times. 
She died soon after. 

The History of  Patras claims that the Triandis family be-
came prominent in 1878, because after that date the society 
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pages of  the local newspaper mentioned them frequently. But 
when I asked for my birth certificate in 1950 no one in the 
registry office recognized the name! One may be of  a promi-
nent family, but 75 years later the name has been forgotten. 

The History of  Patras mentioned that Nicholaos (the oldest 
son of  my great-grandfather) Triandis established the Trian-
dis and Sons Company. Incidentally, I have some shares of  
that company issued by my grandfather, and they are in Fren-
ch—and the name is spelled Triandis. However, my cousin 
Stephen spelled his name Triantis. The way the name is writ-
ten in Greek is with nt. But nt is pronounced d so both spell-
ings are okay, depending on if  one wants to follow the Greek 
spelling or the Greek pronunciation. 

I noticed that two-thirds of  the men in my family mar-
ried women of  prominent families, but only after they 
reached age 40. Presumably, one could not make an advanta-
geous marriage without first establishing a good career. In my 
lifetime, Patras has declined in importance. It still has about 
200,000 inhabitants and a university, but Athens, which had 
half  a million when I was a child, now has close to five mil-
lion. There is no doubt that the action is now in Athens. 

Before my Birth
	My mother moved to Patras after her honeymoon, and 

was somewhat bewildered by the large number of  brothers 
and sisters of  my father. Here is a list:

The Children of Charalambos Triandis:

George, born August 6, 1888. Married Anna Stevens; no 
children. He died on 9th of  December, 1967. 

Helias, born 1889, died March 15, 1917 (from drinking 
non-pasteurized milk).

Andrew, born August 3, 1890. Married Lilika Kremidi 
on January 8, 1925. Had a son, Helias, born March 1, 1933. 
Andrew died on March 15, 1953. (Helias died in 2009.)

Nicholaos, born January 15, 1896. Died August 8, 1972. 
Married Nitza Antonopoulou in 1930. The Antonopoulos 
family owned Achaia Claus, the wine company. They had a 
daughter, Irene, born June 12, 1934. Irene is now in Vancou-
ver, Canada. She had three children and now many grand-
children; and even a great granddaughter.

Christos (my father), born July 29, 1897. He died on De-
cember 1, 1980. He married Louisa Nikokavouras (my 
mother) on June 21, 1925. Had one son, Charalambos, on 
Oct. 16, 1926 (at 10 p.m.) He Married Pola Fotitch on De-
cember 23, 1966. They had a daughter, Louisa, born on 
March 15, 1968. She married Jim Giolitto on November 7, 
1998. She had two boys: Alexander, born on April 29, 2002, 
and Nicholas, born on October 13, 2004.

Heracles, born 26 of  September 1898. Married Ismini 
Charalambi on April 25, 1925. Had Maria in 1925, who 
died of  meningitis on June 2, 1935. I played with Maria and 
remember her well. Her tomb is in Patras and has an inscrip-
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tion in German that she will be loved forever. I am in tears 
when I visit Maria’s tomb.

Eugenia (called Jenny by the family), born December 6, 
1899. Married Constantine Sfakianos. No children. They 
lived in Alexandria, Egypt, where Sfakianos played the cot-
ton market and lost his money, her dowry, and her jewels 
without telling her. They divorced and she died in 1993.

Constantinos, born on January 22, 1901. Married Maria 
Zarkali in 1943. No children. Died March 5, 1970. 

Sofia, called Sonia by the family, born May 29, 1902. 
Married Miltos Messinezis on July 19, 1921. Had Aris on Oc-
tober 21, 1922, and Diana on December 31, 1924. Diana 
died of  meningitis on December 31, 1935. Sofia died in 
2002. Aris married Maria; they had one son, Miltos in 1975.

Marina (called Nina by the family), born April 30, 1904. 
Married Andre Benoit, a Swiss citizen who owned the Hotel 
des Alpes in Glion sur Montreux. He died of  typhus on July 
14, 1934. She tried to keep the hotel, with Aunt Jenny’s help, 
but the job was too large and she sold it and invested the 
funds in Swiss bonds. They had one daughter, Irene (no date 
given). (Irene had sons George and Andrew.)

Pavlos (Paul), born July 18, 1905. Died September 15, 
1936 of  pneumonia. 

Elly, born December 25, 1910. Married Fred Barry July 
14, 1934. Died December 8, 1962. Had Frank on September 
23, 1938 and Albert on January 29, 1948. Frank died in July 
2013.

My mother reported that eating at my grandfather’s 
household was chaotic because most participants ate quickly 
but my grandfather and she ate slowly. Maybe the reaction to 
the chaos resulted in most of  my uncles and aunts having one 
child or no children. Only two aunts had two children.

My Mother’s Line
	The story I heard about my great-grandfather is that he 

was a sharp lawyer, who took advantage of  the illiterate peas-
ants in Corfu and acquired much land at the North East cor-
ner of  Corfu. My grandfather, John, was a country physician 
(graduated from the University of  Pisa, a very good medical 
school). He went on horseback all over the northeast corner 
of  Corfu helping the peasants. At one point, he fell from a 
horse and he did limp for the rest of  his life. He was very gre-
garious and fun loving, and very fond of  me. In the 1990s, I 
drove by Sfakera, the village where he lived, and one of  the 
locals told me that my grandfather had given his father some 
medicine with instructions to take one spoonful per day. But 
this man drank the whole bottle and got very drunk. My 
grandfather apparently used a placebo, cheap wine with 
some powder to make it look like medicine. He was loved by 
the locals and greatly mourned when he died. 

	My grandfather had two brothers. George was the 
oldest and the family superego. He was a successful mer-
chant. No important decision could be taken without his ap-
proval. None of  my mother’s siblings or cousins dared to get 
married without his approval. He was supposed to be very 
wealthy. After he died, we found in his safe a large quantity 
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of  worthless Greek bonds. He died in his 90s during the 1943 
German attack on Corfu. The other brother, Thanasis, was 
an agricultural engineer (studied in Montpelier, France). 

Great Uncle George lived a measured life. Everything 
had to be on time. Lunch was at 1 p.m., which was a problem 
when I went swimming since I had to stop swimming at noon 
to catch the bus back to town. At about 6 p.m., he went to 
the Liston, the place full of  cafes, to have coffee with his 
friends. One of  them was George Kalavrenzos, whose villa 
my parents rented for their honeymoon. In Greece, the cus-
tom is to send cakes to people whose name is the name of  the 
Saint of  that day. On St. George’s day, great uncle George re-
ceived a cake from George Kalavrenzos, and by mistake sent 
the same cake back to him. That became a story of  great 
amusement around the city. Great Uncle George went to Ven-
ice every year. He also went to London and Nice with some 
frequency. No one knows what he did on those trips, but the 
rumor had it that he had girlfriends there! 

	One of  grandfather’s sisters married Count Varlam de 
Petreti, (the titles were given by the Venetians during the 300 
years when the islands were under the control of  Venice; they 
are not valid in Greece but people use them anyway), who 
had a wonderful house in Ai Jiannis, outside the city. My 
grandfather’s sister had four girls: Marina, Lizabeta, Dorina, 
and Ida. Marina died tragically because a pharmacist made a 
mistake, and she took the wrong medicine. None of  the re-
maining sisters had children. Ida was married to Major Kom-
bolitis, who had a brother with numerous children. She 

adopted Vassilis, one of  the children of  the Major’s brother. 
The three sisters sent him to university, and he inherited their 
property, which is considerable. It included a huge house. 
This house has become the Hotel Marida (the name remem-
bers Marina and Ida), where we stayed many times, including 
during our 2009 trip with Louisa, Jim, Alex, and Nico. Over 
the years, Vassilis has been a wonderful organizer. He was the 
host of  a group of  psychologists in 1995 (see below), and he 
organized Louisa’s European betrothal celebration in 1998 
(see below). 
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My grandmother was a Metalinou. Her brother owned 
one of  the apartments on the Liston, the copy of  the Rue de 
Rivoli in Paris, at the center of  Corfu. This was the most pres-
tigious address in town. It was inherited by my Uncle Spyros. 
Spyros, his wife Helen, and daughter Christiana lived in it un-
til Helen died around 2003. I spent much time in that apart-
ment, both overnight and for dinner. My Aunt Helen made 
the best crème au chocolat in the world!

My Grandmother did not speak much and did her duty, 
but was not especially loving. Nevertheless, I remember that 
every time we came from Athens to Corfu she was excited 
and she welcomed us with open arms.

It is understandable that my mother was bewildered 
when she went to Patras, since she only had three brothers 
and no sisters. Brother Tassos (b. 1896, d. 1970) married 
Abigail, daughter of  Count Lounzi of  Zakinthos. In 2013, I 
visited the Hellenic Museum in Chicago, which featured an 
exhibit about World War II. From that exhibit I learned that 
Count Lunzis was the Mayor of  Zakinthos during the Ger-
man occupation. The Germans demanded the names of  the 
Jews of  the Island. The Mayor gave only his name and the 
name of  the Bishop of  Zakinthos. The museum item did not 
indicate what the reaction of  the Germans was. Tassos was a 
violinist, and for a time head of  the Corfu Conservatory. He 
studied in Paris. During WWI he was traveling from Mar-
seille to Corfu when the boat was attacked by a German U 
Boat. He managed to save his violin. They had one son, John 

(b.1936), who became a monk and changed his name to Dio-
nysios. He is probably on Mount Athos (Ajion Oros). 

Aunt Abigail was well read in many languages, but very 
religious. At one point, “God talked to her” and told her to 
stop talking. She did not talk. So, Uncle Tasso took her to a 
psychiatrist, who arranged for God to tell her that “she now 
should talk.” That solved that problem! They did not have 
John until 10 years into their marriage, so when he arrived he 
was a precious entity. They took too good care of  him. For in-
stance, for his first exposure to the sun they timed it to 20 sec-
onds, for the second exposure to 30 seconds, and so on. 
When he went for a walk in his stroller, a servant went with 
them holding an umbrella to shield him from the sun. He 
was shielded from the stresses of  school work, so he had a lot 
of  trouble completing high school. They finally took him to 
the remote village of  Kalavrita to pass his exam and get has 
his high school diploma. Then he attended theology school, 
became a priest, had trouble finding a congregation who 
would accept him, and finally ended in the Holy Mountain. 

Spyros (b. 1898, d. 1971). He first married Christina 
Nikolaidi, a pianist, who was my piano teacher. Christina Ni-
colaidi graduated from the Paris Conservatory, and her final 
exam consisted of  playing the very difficult Saint Saens Pi-
ano Concerto No. 2. After their divorce Uncle Spyros mar-
ried Helen Kaliga (b.1917, d. 2003). They had a daughter 
Christiana (b. 1943). Christiana graduated magna cum laude 
from Harvard in comparative literature and published a book 
on the influence of  Jung on Nobel Prize winner poet Elytis. 
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Uncle Spyros was my mother’s favorite brother. He was her 
chaperon everywhere she went before her marriage. When I 
was less than age 12, he came for lunch at our house once or 
twice a week. He always brought a toy or book for me. Spy-
ros told me the story of  Madame Butterfly. When I heard the 
opera over the radio, I cried when the little boy’s mother com-
mitted suicide after his father abandoned her. My love of  op-
era may have started just then.

Louisa (b.1900, d. 1989) my mother.
Alfred (b. 1903, d. 1990). He married Irene Vlachopou-

los, the daughter of  a general attached to the Greek Royal 
Family. She grew up in Switzerland when the royal family 
was in exile, so she played with King Constantine. King Con-
stantine’s daughter is now the Queen of  Spain. Aunt Irene’s 
sister Lily married Charles Arliotis, who was the Governor of  
the Bank of  Greece in the 1940s-1950s. Neither Aunt Irene 
or her sister had any children. Aunt Irene spoke impeccable 
French and wrote poetry in French.
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Chapter 2

CHILDHOOD

A/ribuGon:	  The	  History	  Department	  of	  the	  United	  States	  
Military	  Academy.White	  Shadows	  at	  en.wikipedia	  [Public	  
domain],	  from	  Wikimedia	  Commons



1926-1928
I was baptized Charalambos Theodor. The first name 

continued a tradition that goes back to Plato that the first 
born male should have the name of  his grandfather. The 
Greek Orthodox Church has much power in Greece, and 
they managed to pass a law that only names of  saints can be 
used in Orthodox baptisms. There is a Saint Charalambos, 
whose name day is February 10, so that conformed to that 
law. The second name was proposed by my mother, because 
she liked the chapel of  Saint Theodor across the street from 
the villa where my parents had 
their honeymoon. My mother ac-
cepted Charalambos, but because 
she did not like long names asked 
the family to call me Harry. In 
my passport I appear as Harry 
Charalambos. Harry sounds very 
Anglo-Saxon, but actually it is an 
ancient Greek name. There was a 
general of  Alexander the Great 
whose name was Harris the Athe-
nian. My mother always abbrevi-
ated names. For instance, we had 
a servant for many years whose 
name was Evangelia. We called 
her Lia. 

I do not remember much about this period, but photo-
graphs show that I was the center of  attention of  the family. 

Since I had my grandfather’s name, 
my grandmother was enormously 
fond of  me. The family expectation 
was that I would someday run the 
flour mill. My grandmother and I are 
in many photos, especially in Mitilo-
gli.
My grandfather died in 1928. His 
sons attempted to run the business. 
Andrew and George were in charge, 
being the oldest. They made bad deci-
sions; they invested in new equipment 
for the mill just as the global financial 
crisis of  1929 unfolded. The business 
survived to 1936, and then the bank 
took it over. This is just as well, since 
my life as an academic was much 
more interesting than it would have 
been running a flour mill. The old si-
los still stand in the harbor of  Patras 
and can be seen from the ferry boat 
to Corfu. 

My father, who had disagreed with Andrew, left Patras 
and took a job in Thessaloniki. My father graduated from the 
Polytechnion in Mechanical Engineering. This is the techni-
cal university of  Greece, and is very difficult to enter. Its 
graduates are unusually successful. Some 25 professors at 
MIT graduated from it, after doing their graduate work in 
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the States. Linda Taheti, who was the Provost at the Univer-
sity of  Illinois and is now the President of  the University of  
California at Davis, also graduated from the Polytechnic. 

In 1928, my father’s first job was with the Greek Rail-
ways. Thus we moved to Thessaloniki in 1928. In 1936, my 
father started working for the Ministry of  Transportation, 
and eventually, during the 1940-45 war, was in charge of  dis-
tributing oil (for transportation and heating) throughout the 
country. In 1945, he started working as a consulting engineer. 
He designed the heating and ventilating systems of  large 
buildings, such as the Polytechnion itself, where he designed 
the systems for the physics and chemistry laboratories.

1928-1932
I remember the large house we rented on the main ave-

nue of  Thessaloniki. During that period, I had two play-
mates: Izakinikos and Thanassakis. Izakinikos was part of  the 
large Jewish colony of  Thessaloniki which came from Spain 
in the 15th century when the Spanish told their Jews that 
they must convert to Christianity or leave. At that time, the 
Ottomans occupied the Balkans and they accepted the Span-
ish Jews. The sultan told the Spaniards “it is your loss and my 
gain.” He was so right! I do not know what happened to Izak-
inikos, but I suspect that he was a victim of  the Nazis. Tha-
nassakis was the son of  the owner of  a private school, and he 
took it over after graduation from university. In the 1970s, his 
daughter came to Northern Illinois University and we visited 
her there. His parents divorced. His mother, Nafsika, was a 
very close friend of  my mother, and in fact lived in the apart-

ment next to hers in Athens. Nafsika was a heavy smoker and 
did not live as long as my mother. 

My mother smoked until 1938. In 1938, she had a terri-
ble asthma attack. I decided then and there not to smoke. I 
only smoked a pipe at seminars at Cornell because that was 
the fashion. I gave it up after I graduated from Cornell. 
Many of  my colleagues at Illinois who smoked are now dead. 

I also remember Thessaloniki because I had a French gov-
erness, who at one time went to a ball dressed in an evening 
dress. My parents went to the local hotel a lot, and they par-
ticipated in dance marathons, winning one of  them. In Thes-
saloniki they were close friends of  Dadine Mavridis and her 
husband Aristidis. Dadine was the sister of  Sappho Diaman-
topoulos whose husband was to the Greek Ambassador to the 
United States until the mid-1940s. Around 1938, Diamanto-
poulos was the Greek Ambassador to Bulgaria. Sappho did 
not like Sofia. so she came to Athens and stayed with us. I re-
member that she gave some gowns she no longer wanted to 
my mother.

As a very young girl, Sappho was married to a wealthy 
Istanbul Armenian merchant named Pekmezian. They had 
an elegant household on the Bosporus in which they enter-
tained important visitors to the city. The world-famous pian-
ist Arthur Rubinstein was one of  the visitors and, although 
he complained about all the cats in the villa, he did give Sap-
pho his autographed photograph. We inherited this photo af-
ter Sappho’s death. Subsequently, Sappho fell in love with Ki-
mon Diamantopoulos. Pekmezian let her go, presumably un-
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derstanding that, as an old man, he could not compete with 
the dashing Greek diplomat. He was also generous enough to 
leave some property to her. 

Sappho and Dadine introduced Pola to me after my 1966 
divorce. Dadine knew me since I was 4 years old, and Sap-
pho knew Pola since she was 8 years old. The Greek and 
Yugoslav embassies were next to each other on Massachusetts 
Ave. in Washington, so Sappho watched Pola catch the 
school bus in the morning. Sappho and Pola’s mother were 
very good friends for life. Thus Sappho and Dadine had 
enough information about Pola and me to determine that we 
would be happy together.

One of  the memories of  Thessaloniki was a period when 
we had earthquakes. We moved into a tent in the local park. I 
also remember the well-built apartment we had on Morgen-
tau Street, where we stood 
under the door frames when 
there was an earthquake. At 
the end of  1932, I was diag-
nosed with “adenopathia.” 
This is weakness of  the 
lungs. The doctor recom-
mended a dry climate. As 
Thessalonki is rather humid, 
we moved to Halandry, at 
the outskirts of  Athens. My 
father flew from Thessalo-
niki to Athens every week-

end for a year or so, until he took the job in the Ministry of  
Transportation. Dadine stayed with us in Halandry a few 
times, and then Aristidis, who was a lawyer in Thessaloniki, 
did fly with my father for the weekend. I remember taking 
long walks with Dadine and my mother in Chalandri.

1932-36
In Chalandri we rented the villa of  Frau Schultz. I had a 

German governess named Frau Vriebe. Frau Vriebe was a dis-
ciplinarian who made me get up at 6 in the morning to do 
gymnastics on the terrace. The local children came to see the 
spectacle. I grew tomatoes in the garden. Frau Vribe com-
plained about the food “immer dieses öl” (she did not like ol-
ive oil). She claimed that a Turkish pasha had left her a tziflik 
(large estate) when she was young, and on her free days she 
went to see her lawyer to get it back. This may have been a 
fantasy, but who knows? In any case she beat me too often 
and my mother dismissed her.

My main toys at that time were Bausteine— wood blocks 
that can be used to construct different things. My governesses 
required that I put them back into their bag after finishing 
playing, and I had to put the bag in a corner. That may have 
resulted in my being inclined toward neatness.

	The next governess was very sweet: Fraulein Schumann. 
She had wonderful maps of  Europe and got me interested in 
geography. Normally, I should have gone to school, but be-
cause I had amoebic dysentery (probably from eating Egyp-
tian vegetables), I was considered too ill to go. I was home 
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schooled by my governess. I did not go to school until 1936 
when we moved to an apartment in Athens. My governess 
came from Dresden, which she described as the most wonder-
ful place on earth. The railway station had 10 tracks! Very im-
pressive to an 8-year-old. I went to Dresden in 1980 and was 
sad to see so much destruction. I understand that it has now 
been rebuilt.

	I have a memory from that period. Our servant had an 
admirer who attempted to enter her room. The room was lo-
cated in the basement and had its own door on the garden. 
She shouted for help and my father took his army gun and 
went to see what the matter was. The young man jumped 
over the fence and disappeared. 

1936-1938
In 1936 there was no more money from Patras. There-

fore, we moved to a small apartment on Mimnermou 11, in 
Kolonaki, the aristocratic and fashionable district of  Athens, 
one block from the Palace. I had no more governesses, and I 
went to school for the first time. The apartment was about a 
10 minute walk from the National Garden. I loved that gar-
den and visited it every time I went to Athens during the fol-
lowing 70 years. My school was private; it was called Makris. 
I was not a good student, which is unsurprising since I had 
not been to school for four years. I was large for my age, so in 
the school yard I fought with the other children, sometimes 
with too much success. On one occasion, I pushed John The-
otokis, the son of  the Greek Prime Minister, on to the water 
fountain, breaking a front tooth. Punishment consisted of  

many lashes. Later in life, 
John was killed in an auto-
mobile accident in Switzer-
land. I met his sister in 
Corfu some years later 
when she was the wife of  a 
high school friend of  mine, 
Spyros Pojagos. She was 
very friendly. Maybe she 
did not know that I broke 
her brother’s tooth, and I 
said nothing about it.
I liked mathematics and ge-
ography, but otherwise I 
was not too good in school. 

My best friend at Makris was the son of  the Greek Ambassa-
dor to China who had been to China and had great stories 
about the China-Japan war. I envied all his travel. In fact, I 
felt ashamed that I had not travelled much. At that point, I 
must have developed a strong motivation for travel. I cer-
tainly did travel during my life, includ-
ing four times around the world!

I remember two pranks from that 
period. We were on the second floor, 
and on the first floor was the apart-
ment of  Mrs. Helen Vlachou, the 
Editor/owner of  the major Greek 
newspaper “Kathimerini” (this is still 

30

Harry C. Triandis AUTOBIOGRAPHY

Mother on Mykonos, 1930s

Mother, 1930s



the equivalent of  the New York Times of  Greece). I called the 
local pattisserie, and ordered an expensive torte to go to her 
apartment. I enjoyed hearing what happened when the torte 
arrived and Mrs. Vlachou said that she had not ordered it. 
The second prank consisted of  spying on the neighbors, the 
Embirikou family of  ship owners, who lived across the street, 
while they were playing bridge. I used some good binoculars 
and saw what was in the hand of  the person who had his 
back toward the window. Then I called his partner and told 
him what was in the hand of  the other guy. Of  course, they 
complained to my parents and my father put a lock on the 
phone so I could not pull such pranks.

	One of  the pupils in the Makri School was Ed Jahiel. 
When I first arrived in Champaign in 1958, I was introduced 
to him by my colleague, Don Dulany, as a fellow Greek. 
When we talked we discovered that we had been in the same 
school, though he was a few years older. He died a few years 
ago. Lenrose, his wife, was Louisa’s piano teacher for many 
years. Is it not a small world?

	A fond memory around that time was a total eclipse of  
the sun we observed in Sounion, where there is a Temple of  
Poseidon. It was one of  the most magical sights in the world. 
Seeing this temple during a total eclipse was something unfor-
gettable. Just wonderful! Incidentally, that temple has suffered 
much disfigurement from individuals who wrote their name 
on it, including Lord Byron. 

	On August 4, 1936, General Metaxas overthrew the 
Greek government and became dictator of  Greece. He estab-

lished a regime that mirrored the Nazi and fascist regimes. It 
included the establishment of  a youth organization; member-
ship in the so called “Neolea” was compulsory. I disliked com-
pulsion, but I had to do it. My Uncle Mitsos (son of  my ma-
ternal grandfather’s sister) was a high official of  the Neolea. 
During some athletic games, he arranged for me to be the 
usher at the royal booth. I escorted King Pavlos and Queen 
Frederica to their seats. They looked quite ordinary to me. I 
never believed in the nonsense about God anointing kings. I 
was a republican even at that age. 

1938-40 
	At age 12, I had to go to high school. The family de-

bated at length whether it should be to an English, French, or 
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German school, since the Greek schools were considered in-
adequate. It was decided that I should go to the French 
school. At that time, French was the international language, 
the way English is now. In these international schools they 
start with two hours per day of  the foreign language and in-
crease the hours so that by the end of  high school all subjects 
are in that language and one can go directly to a university in 
that country. However, by law these schools had to have two 
hours of  Greek per day and one hour of  Greek Orthodox re-
ligion per week. The French School was run by the Freres 
Maristes (Marist Brothers). They developed a grading system 
that worked well for me: they gave blue cards for B grades 
and red cards for A grades. The cards could be used at the 
end of  the term to get books and other valuables. This sys-
tem of  rewards worked for me and I moved to the top of  the 
class. They also required that I memorize the Mirroir du Bon 
Eleve, which described the good behavior of  students. 

During the 1938-40 period, I had four friends. My 
mother’s friend, Helen Argyropoulos, had two sons, Leon 
and Taki. My Aunt Abigail’s sister, Vana, had two sons: Lu-
kas and Tasso. Leon and Taki ended up at McGill (see below) 
and graduated in Mechanical Engineering and Economics, 
respectively. Leon went back to Greece after McGill, where 
he worked as an engineer up to 1998. I saw him last in 2001, 
at his house in Kolonaki with a great view of  the Acropolis. 
Taki became an executive of  British Petroleum and worked 
in England. Lukas became a lawyer and was a member of  
the Greek Parliament in the 1970s. Tassos became a success-
ful businessman in New York.

In 1939, we changed from the apartment we rented on 
Skoufa Street to an apartment in Pano Patissia. That was a 
convenient way for me to get out of  the Neolea. I said good 
bye to the branch near Skoufa Street and never reported to 
the one in Patissia. I suppose the Neolea would have found 
out eventually about my “illegal” action, but with the war 
starting in 1940, it was forgotten. 

In 1940, the Italians invaded Greece and the schools 
closed. On October 28, 1940, Mussolini gave an ultimatum 
to Metaxas, the dictator of  Greece. Metaxas replied with a 
resounding “Ochi (No)”.This event is now celebrated as 
“Ochi Day” and there are parades and other celebrations. 

The Italians attacked through Albania, and the Greeks 
had to retreat about 100 miles, but then the Greeks counter-
attacked and drove the Italians one third of  the way into Al-
bania. The two armies spent a miserable winter in the moun-
tains. Lakis, the son of  my Great Uncle Thanassis, brother of  
my maternal grandfather, was in these mountains and devel-
oped frostbite in his leg. As an invalid, he received a pension 
from the Greek Government for the rest of  his life. My uncle 
Spyros was on that front also, acting as an interpreter (Italian 
to Greek). It was only in March of  1941, when the Germans 
attacked Greece, that the country was occupied by the Axis 
powers.

1941
	In March, 1941, Hitler attacked Yugoslavia and Greece. 

Hitler could not afford to have a front in the Balkans while 
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attacking Russia. He hoped for a quick victory, so he dropped 
22,000 parachutists on Crete (the largest drop in history). But 
the Greeks on Crete, with the help of  soldiers from Australia 
and New Zealand, kept Hitler busy to the end of  April. 
Many experts believe that Hitler lost the war because he did 
not attack Russia before June 21, 1941, which was already 
too late. Like Napoleon, his troops got stuck in the snow.

After the Germans occupied Athens in 1941, they requisi-
tioned most of  the food and there were severe shortages. I re-
member walking on Themistokleus Street by a restaurant 
that advertised steaks (presumably from the black market) 
and feeling very hungry. Some 300,000 people died in Ath-
ens. To survive, we moved to Corfu, where my grandfather’s 
properties provided oil, vegetables, and fruit. We also traded 
oil for meat on a few occasions. 

Thus, my formal French schooling stopped after two 
years, but it was continued with Mlle Ponzetta, a French-
Swiss lady on Corfu. In Corfu, I kept up with French and 
German with private tutors. In 1943, when it became obvi-
ous that the Allies would win the war, I began studying Eng-
lish. I also took some Italian lessons in 1942. 

I remember seeing the Germans coming into Athens 
with their tanks and personnel carriers. They did not bomb 
Athens, because of  the archaeological sites, so we were able 
to see the bombing of  the surrounding countryside from our 
terrace. 

	In order to go to Corfu from Athens, we first had to take 
a bus. Today you can drive from Athens to Patras in three 

hours, but it took us two days to do that trip. We saw much 
military equipment on the way. The first day we managed to 
get to Aegion, where we slept on the tables of  a local restau-
rant. The next day, we arrived in Patras and from there we 
took a “kaiki,”a small diesel powered boat that could take 20 
people. We stopped in Lefkada, the island in which my mater-
nal grandfather’s sister was living, and visited some of  the is-
lands near Lefkada. There are several islands nearby, includ-
ing Skorpios, the island that Onassis bought to escape from 
the paparazzi and became one of  the great attractions to Jac-
queline Kennedy. It is possible that she married him to es-
cape the press. 

During that visit, we heard an interesting story about the 
island next to Skorpios. The German archaeologist Doerfeld 
worked there, hoping to discover an island mentioned in the 
Odyssey. Doerfeld was visited by the teller of  this story, who 
lived in still another island in that neighborhood. When he 
visited the archaeologist, he found him terminally ill, but still 
alive. When he returned to his own island (about an hour 
away), he turned on the radio and heard on German radio 
that Doerfeld had died. He concluded that Mrs. Doerfeld 
must have had a radio transmitter. He told the authorities, 
who raided the Doerfeld home and found the transmitter. 
Mrs. Doerfeld was sent back to Germany. 

	The harsh austerity of  the war period had one good 
result. I developed an attitude that I could do with less. Later 
in life, I approved of  those who said “a person who has few 
needs cannot have a greater good.” I believe that overcon-
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sumption is one of  the serious defects of  capitalism. It de-
stroys the environment.

 1941-45
	These four years were spent on Corfu. In my opinion, it 

is one of  the most beautiful places on earth, though in recent 
years it has been overrun by tourists. It is not surprising that 
both British and Greek royalty chose Corfu as the place to 
spend their summers. The Empress of  Austria had a palace 
there, the Achilleion, that was later purchased by the Kaiser 
of  Germany. King Edward of  Britain regularly came to 
Corfu in his yacht. King George of  Greece spent his sum-
mers before WWII on Corfu. 

Considering that it was in the middle of  WWII, this was 
not a bad period for me. The Italians occupied that island, 
and since they wanted to annex the Ionian Island to Italy af-
ter their “victory,” they behaved well. They built a nice beach 
for Corfu City, with cabins, a restaurant, and good shower fa-
cilities; they built roads; they gave advice to the farmers. 
They also installed a high fidelity system on the Upper 
Square in Corfu and played classical music. This is where I 
heard Beethoven’s Kreutzer Sonata for the first time, and it 
was love at first hearing. Both sides of  my family loved classi-
cal music. My Great Aunt Alexandra Triandis was a noted 
singer, and Cousin Dimitrakis (see above) spent most of  his 
free time listening to it. On my mother’s side, Uncle Tasso 
was a professional musician. Uncle Spyros liked classical mu-
sic so much that he left his wife, who was not fond of  it, a cou-

ple of  times each week to visit a friend who owned a good 
high fidelity system. 

	In Corfu, I went to the Lyceum instead of  the regular 
Greek high school because I liked mathematics and physics, 
and did not want to study ancient Greek for 13 hours per 
week, which was a requirement in high schools. I was very 
good in math, especially geometry. The teacher was a gradu-
ate in mathematics from the University of  Athens and was su-
perb. He covered not only algebra, trigonometry, and geome-
try, but even the theory of  numbers, and introduced us to cal-
culus (differentiation and integration). One of  the classes re-
quired by law was religion. On the final exam, the question 
was “Give three proofs of  the existence of  God.” I provided 
the proofs, and then I showed that they did not do the job! 
The grading system was 0 to 20. The teacher gave me a 10. 
He said that I knew the proofs but by questioning their valid-
ity I had lost half  the grade.

	Already at that point I was a skeptic about religion. I 
noted that there were some proverbs in Greek culture, such 
as “On Wednesday and Friday do not cut your nails; on Sun-
day do not wash your hair, if  you want to be successful.” So I 
did exactly the opposite and watched my grades. They did 
not change at all! 

An undesirable event of  the Italian occupation was that, 
in 1942, they sent the Greek teachers to the mainland and 
brought in Italian teachers. We went on strike. For one year I 
did not go to school. But I learned more this year than in any 
other year. I explored the world by reading the 24 volume en-
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cyclopedia I found in my room. It was fun studying physics, 
psychology, politics, astronomy, and many other subjects. I 
liked psychology especially, but I did not think that I could 
make a living in that field. At the same time, my mother 
hired tutors. I had a tutor for mathematics, another for Latin 
and Greek, another for French, another for German, another 
for Italian, and after 1943, one for English.

	I studied English with my mother’s English teacher, who 
after 25 years was still going strong. She was so good that, 
within six months, I spoke and wrote English reasonably well. 
But I needed to practice speaking. So, my mother found a 75 
year old in the local mental hospital who had totally recov-
ered (this is a medical phenomenon called spontaneous remis-
sion). Since he had no home, the mental hospital kept him 
for life, but he needed some pocket money. For very little 
money he and I held long conversations in English. He was a 
Greek citizen with an English mother who had lived in Swit-
zerland before his illness. When he became mentally ill, the 
Swiss deported him to Greece. His English was native, since 
his parents spoke English to him.

	My summer routine during those years was to work with 
one or two tutors in the morning, then I went for a swim. At 
noon I took the bus back to town, lunch was at 1 p.m., a nap 
after lunch was de rigeure, and in the late afternoon more work 
with tutors. In between, I read. I also took long walks with 
Tina Vassila, who was a piano teacher living in our apart-
ment building on the floor above. I found that I learned 
much more talking to an older person than talking to my fel-

low students, though I had four friends with whom I spent a 
good deal of  time. They were John Lavranos, who was either 
No. 1 or 2 in class when I was either No. 2 or 1; Nikos Ajiov-
lassitis, Spyros Pojagos, and Spyros Skevofylakas. I took walks 
with Sonia Skevofylaka (Spyros’ sister) and Dorita Vlachopou-
lolou, though the relationships were platonic. They were a 
year or two older than I and had their own sentimental at-
tachments. Dorita was in love with one of  the Manessis boys, 
who later had the Avis agency on Corfu, and from whom I 
did rent cars in the 1960s. 

John Lavranos emigrated to South Africa after the war 
(he had an uncle there), and became an eminent botanist. He 
even had some plants named Lavranos in his honor. Nikos be-
came a survey engineer,and had a career that included work 
in several Middle Eastern countries surveying before cities or 
roads were constructed. He made quite a lot of  money. I saw 
Niko every time I went to Greece, and now that I am too old 
to go there I do call him once a month. Spyros Pojagos be-
came a physician and lived in Corfu. He was the personal 
physician of  Tina Vassila (see above) in her old age. Around 
1998, at the time I developed cancer of  the prostate, Spyros 
also developed that disease. I chose to use 176 radioactive 
particles, placed directly on the prostate, to kill it. He chose 
to wait and see. Sadly, he died. Spyros Skevofylakas was very 
clever with electronics and would have been an eminent elec-
trical engineer, but he died at age 17 from a malaria virus 
that was unusually serious, reputed to have been brought 
over from Africa by the Italian troops.
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In 1942, I had my first romantic attachment with Elly 
Vassila, niece of  Tina. At that time in Greece one was not 
supposed to have dates before age 18 or so. Boys and girls did 
meet at the apartments of  one of  the group and danced, with 
a hand-wounded gramophone providing the music, under 
the supervision of  a parent. Thus, at age 16 (she was 13), the 
meeting had to be secret. We met on the stairway of  our 
apartment house and kissed! I would use a stick to beat the 
ceiling of  my room and she knew that I would be in the 
stairs, and we met there for a few minutes or until someone 
else was using the stairs. The apartment house was on Kotar-
dou Street No 14. It had four levels. At the bottom was a lady 
whose son was in Africa. My grandfather’s apartment was on 
the second floor. The Vassila apartment was on the third 
floor, and people whose name I forget lived on the fourth 
floor. It was customary for neighbors to visit. My grand-
mother, who was not especially sociable, dreaded the visit of  
the people from the 4th floor, which occurred every month or 
so. However, we visited the Vassila household daily, and I 
played chess with Elly’s cousin Dinos almost every day. 

My grandfather’s apartment had 7 rooms and a section 
for the servants. My grandmother and my mother had one 
room—it probably was 20 by 25 feet. My uncle Spyros had 
another room, which I occupied when he was not there. My 
uncle Tasso, his wife, and son had the next room. It was also 
very large. Great uncle George had the next room. It was 
probably 20 by 20. Next was a study, which I occupied most 
of  the time. Next was a salon, about 15 by 15, that was used 
only when we had visitors. Finally, there was the dining room 

that was probably 15 by 10. The common bathroom was 
probably 10 by 6, and was next to the kitchen. The servant’s 
room was 10 by 10 next to the kitchen. In Corfu we usually 
had two or three servants; in Athens we had only one. 

	The most traumatic event of  1943 was the fire-bombing 
of  Corfu by the Germans. The Italians decided to get out of  
the war, and the Germans did not want them to do that. So 
they attacked the Italians, and in the process burned half  the 
city. On September 14, 1943, my mother and I saw fires all 
around us and decided we had to leave the city. Regretfully, 
we left my grandmother and great uncle George in the house 
because they were too old to come with us, and explicitly said 
to us: “Save yourselves.” My mother and I walked the 9 kilo-
meters to the house of  her cousins, Lizabeta, Dorina, and 
Ida, in Ai Jiannis. On our walk, we saw the bodies of  those 
who had died in the bombing. We hid from the airplanes that 
used their machine guns on anything that moved, and ar-
rived in Ai Jiannis exhausted and in shock. The first day we 
took positions in a trench fearing that we would be bombed. 
When we found out that we were not being bombed, we 
moved to the house. My mother’s cousins were most welcom-
ing and cheerful and restored us to sanity. Many other friends 
of  theirs came from the city. Eventually we were some 25 
refugees from the city. I slept in the huge living room with 
some dozen or so children. We actually had a good time. I de-
veloped a love affair with Sofia Groliou, whose brother, 
Kostas, was my Ancient Greek and Latin teacher. Kostas Gro-
lios eventually graduated from Cambridge, England, and be-
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came Professor of  Classics at the University of  Thessaloniki. 
Sofia became a physician, specializing in radiology.

	A few days after we moved to Ai Jiannis, we went back 
to the city and found that my grand-
mother and Uncle George had sur-
vived. We rented a cart and moved 
them to Ai Jiannis. But the shock of  
seeing Corfu destroyed was too much 
for Uncle George and he died at age 
92. My grandmother lived three more 
years.

	Pianist Athos Vassilakis was 
about 50 years old and a friend of  my 
mother’s family in Corfu. He was so 
wealthy that he was able to rent con-
cert halls, like the Salle Playel in Paris, 
all over France, and invite several hundred people to come 
hear him. In the 1940s, he lived in an elegant building across 
from the Governor’s Palace in Corfu, and invited a few dozen 
people for cocktails, after which he played a one and a half  
hour program. Debussy was his favorite composer. He invited 
me a couple of  times to his apartment, and played just for 
me. My mother was worried because he was homosexual, but 
nothing happened. The most notable fact is that Athos saved 
his building from the fire of  1943 by getting on the roof  of  
the building and kicking the German incendiary bombs onto 
the street, where they burned without causing a fire at the 
building. 

	The Germans occupied Corfu. At one point they 
wanted to requisition the house of  the Petsalis family to in-
stall some women who their soldiers could have sex with. The 
daughter of  the Petsalis family was Mrs. Johala, and she was 
the first cousin of  Tina Vassila (see above). I visited the house 
frequently, and that day they were greatly distressed because 
they were told that they had to leave their house. A German 
medical officer came to see if  the house was suitable. I spoke 
to him in German and showed him around. At one point we 
stopped at the bedroom of  Mr. Petsalis, probably age 80, who 
was ill in bed. I told the medical officer “Bitte denken Sie an 
Ihren Vater.” (Please think of  your father). I saw a tear in his 
eye. The next day they said that the house was found “unsuit-
able for the purpose that was planned.”

My Uncle Spyros, whose German was excellent (he be-
came the Honorary Consul of  Germany in Corfu in 1950), 
told me the following story: He was visited by two German 
officers who might have wanted to requisition his house in 
Kavalouri. He received them very politely and said that his 
wife regretted not to be able “to receive them” because she 
has typhoid fever. The German officers lost all interest in that 
house. 

	After some months in Ai Jiannis, we moved to the house 
of  my grandfather in Sfakera. The house had a terrace with 
a superb view of  the fields, the sea, and the mountains of  Al-
bania. There we observed the end of  the fighting between 
the Germans and Italians. Eventually, the Germans evacu-
ated the Balkans and we returned to the city. 
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My grandfather’s house in Sfakera had three levels. The 
first floor was a factory to convert olives to oil. Level two had 
an entrance hall, the kitchen, a living-dining room, a 
restroom, and four bedrooms. Level three had a ballroom 
and the terrace with the superb view. At that time, the house 
had neither running water nor electricity. Water was ob-
tained by the servants carrying large pots on their heads from 
a natural spring that was 10 minutes away from the house. 
This water was delicious and was used for drinking and cook-
ing. For bathing, the water came from a well in the garden of  
the house. To bathe, a rubber bathtub was brought into the 
bedroom and hot and cold water was poured by hand on the 
person bathing. My mother usually provided the water when 
I bathed. Kerosene lamps were used for illumination. They 
were not good for reading, so we usually listened to classical 
music from a phonograph that we wound by hand. Uncle 
Tasso had a good collection of  records. Even today when I 
hear the Mendelssohn violin concerto it takes me instantly 
back to Sfakera.

	Life in Sfakera was interesting. The village had about 
300 inhabitants. Of  them, only my family, the Bastas family, 
the priest, and the school teacher had completed high school. 
One villager was known as “the American” because he had 
been to the States and returned. The age distribution of  the 
population was skewed toward the young. I did interact with 
the American and two or three of  the other villagers. One 
boy my age came to the house to play. My mother and I went 
frequently to Kavalouri, the village where my Uncle Spyros 
lived with Aunt Helen and Cousin Christiana. It was 90 min-

utes on foot from Sfakera, and the walk was very pleasant, 
through olive groves and wild flowers. Longer walks were un-
dertaken to Ay Douli, where there was another family of  “ar-
chontes,” that is, people with large landholdings who had 
gone to high school, spoke foreign languages, and behaved in 
Western European ways. In Kavalouiri, we met other archon-
tes from the village of  Karoussades, a family who were de-
scendants of  a Byzantine Emperor and had a coat of  arms in 
their living room. 

My Aunt Helen had great talent for the theater. In fact, 
she was planning a career in the theater which was inter-
rupted when she married Uncle Spyros. She organized a 
group to perform plays. I was given a role. However, I was so 
stunned by how good Helen was in her performance that I 
forgot my lines and laughed hysterically. That convinced me 
that the theater was not for me. 

After the Germans evacuated the Balkans, the schools 
opened and I took the final exam to receive my high school 
certificate. The British fleet came and there was a dance at 
Mon Repos, the palace where Prince Philip, husband of  
Queen Elizabeth, was born. I took Sofia to that dance and 
we danced the Lambeth Walk, after receiving instruction 
from some British officers. By then, both of  us spoke English 
fluently and we made friends with the officers. Sofia’s grand-
mother, Mrs. Margarity, was the daughter of  the Greek Con-
sul in Manchester. She was raised in England and spoke na-
tive English. She taught Sofia to speak English. 
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	In 1945, the Greek Communists attacked the George 
Papandreou Government (he was the father of  Andreas Pa-
pandreou, who was Prime Minister in the 1960s and 1970s) 
in Athens and attempted to take over the country. The Brit-
ish helped the government and drove them out. There was 
an armistice at Varkiza, but it did not last long. With the help 
of  the communists from Yugoslavia, the communists engaged 
the Greek government in a civil war. Thanks to the Truman 
Doctrine they did not prevail, though the fighting lasted until 
1948.

1946-1947
	With the end of  the communist threat, we returned to 

Athens and lived with my grandmother, father, Uncle Nikos, 
and Aunt Jenny on Haritos 9, in Kolonaki. We had extensive 
discussions about what I should study. My parents favored en-
gineering—my mother thought I would be able to use my fa-
ther’s books! I considered medicine, but a physician friend 
mentioned that he disliked seeing blood, and I realized that I 
also disliked that. Finally, it was decided that engineering was 
the correct course. To enter the Polytechnic required a very 
rigorous examination. Most people studied for a year or two 
to prepare for it. I had the summer of  1946, but I worked 
hard and at the end I just made the cutoff. That meant that I 
was at the bottom of  the class again, and unhappy. The Poly-
technic was in disarray because of  the war. The professors 
were excellent, e.g., Hatzopoulos produced multicolor images 
on the black board while lecturing on geometry; the professor 
of  mathematics introduced mathematical terms in Greek and 

in parenthesis their equivalent terms in English, French, and 
German. But the lecture hall had 600 students, sitting any-
where they could. It was decided that I must go abroad. I 
competed for some Canadian Scholarships and was able to 
get one.

At the Polytechnic, I had three friends: George Androni-
dis, Harakis Friderikos, and George Hatzopoulos. Andronidis 
was from Alexandria, was extremely bright, spoke excellent 
French, English, Spanish, and Greek, and was an actor as 
well as an extremely good in mathematics. We moved to 
McGill at the same time. At McGill I remember him in an Ib-
sen play done in arena style. He was superb. We both gradu-
ated in engineering in 1951, and then he became a sales engi-
neer for a company based in Quincy, Illinois, that sold drill-
ing equipment in Africa. I saw him in Champaign in 1959 
and in Brussels/Bruges in 1962, and then I lost track of  him. 
I have no idea what happened to him in Africa. Friderikos 
was an excellent companion for walks all over town, and after 
graduating from the Polytechnic went to Nigeria where he 
opened a pasta factory, did very well and invested his profits 
in real estate in Greece. I saw him for the last time in Corfu 
in 1980. Hatzopoulos had an uncle in Boston who financed 
his studies at MIT. I saw him for the last time when I was a 
graduate student at Cornell and he was a graduate student at 
MIT. He invented a photoelectric device that made millions 
for him and after that I lost track of  him.

During the years at the Polytechnic, I took piano lessons 
with Katina Nicolaidi, my Uncle Spyros’ first wife. She did 
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not charge for them. I thought it was a lot of  fun. I got to the 
point where I played the easiest of  
Schumann’s “Scenes from Child-
hood.” However, when I went to Can-
ada, there was no piano and I 
stopped practicing. Nevertheless, clas-
sical music has been a very important 
part of  my life. I listen to at least one 
major work every day. I attended con-
certs in Athens before going abroad 
and continued to do so in Canada, 
Ithaca (where I did graduate work), 
and in Urbana, Illinois. In Canada, 
music provided a link with something 
familiar that I had always enjoyed, 
and that was very important while I was adjusting to another 
culture. In fact, when I was studying at night at McGill, the 
French Montreal station played an hour of  classical music 
starting with the opening theme of  the second movement of  
Grieg’s piano concerto. I loved that concerto since I first 
heard it in Athens, with Gina Bachauer at the piano and 
Dimitri Mitropoulos conducting the orchestra. I have been 
especially fond of  Bach, Beethoven, Mozart, and Wagner, but 
I am rather open to a wide range of  music, including Chi-
nese and Indian classical music. When I was in New Delhi, I 
went to a classical Indian concert and found the music repeti-
tious. It went on and on, so after three hours I left. Obviously 
one needs to learn to listen to subtle variations and develop 
an ear for them, which I did not do. 

1948
	In January 1948, I boarded a British Overseas Airways 

flight for Canada. But they charged me $45 for being over-
weight! That was a small fortune, since at that time I could 
eat in Montreal for 50 cents. The first stop was Rome. A 
friend of  my father, who was the professor of  city planning at 
the Polytechnic, was on the same airplane and we walked all 
over Rome. We walked on the Via del Corso, we ascended 
the Spanish steps and the Campidolio. We had a wonderful 
time. Next came London. I spent two weeks in London ex-
ploring the town, the Tower, and the museums. I attended a 
concert at the Royal Albert Hall (where I heard Honegger for 
the first time and did not like it). I stayed at a modest Greek 
hotel in Kensington, and walked all over town with a map I 
inherited from great Uncle George. A cousin of  my father’s 
(Sofia Destouni), who was married to a ship owner (Elias Xan-
thakos), invited me for lunch at the Ritz. I was impressed by 
the service, but the amount of  food was minimal. Britain was 
still on wartime rations, the soup was colored water, and the 
steak was no larger than the tip of  my finger. 

	From London, still on British Air, I flew to Montreal. At 
that time, propeller planes had to make several refueling 
stops. We stopped first in Shannon, Ireland, then in Iceland, 
then in Gander, Newfoundland, and finally in Montreal. Air 
travel was still precarious at that time. The very week I 
crossed the Atlantic there were three airplane crashes in dif-
ferent parts of  the world. On the way, I became friends with 
a French businessman. It helps to know languages! I told him 
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that I was not sure if  I had enough money for Montreal, be-
cause of  the $45 overweight I paid in Athens. Without hesita-
tion he lent me $50. I returned it to him after I opened my 
account at the Royal Bank of  Canada. My parents gave me 
$3,000, the proceeds of  the sale of  some property my mother 
had inherited in Ay Douli, on Corfu. From that I had to pay 
the McGill fees for three years, room and board, and that left 
me about $5 per week for clothes, entertainment, and other 
minor expenses. 

	It was January, and in Athens it was 50 degrees while 
minus 10 in Montreal. But the weather did not bother me be-
cause the excitement of  being in a new environment over-
whelmed me. I enrolled at McGill University, but because of  
the influx of  veterans after WWII, there was not enough 
room in the city of  Montreal. McGill set up a campus called 
Dawson College in Saint Jean, about 20 miles from the cen-
ter. This place had been an Air Force base during the war, 
and we lived in dormitories. The first day I was there I met 
the Principal of  Dawson College. We spent five minutes chat-
ting and he welcomed me to the college. The next morning I 
saw a man walking though our dormitory who I thought it 
was the Principal. I got out of  bed and bowed respectfully. 
Since none of  the other guys in the dorm showed any respect 
I inquired why they did not greet the Principal. I was told: 
“This was not the Principal; it is the janitor.” That endeared 
me to the janitor, who always took good care of  me during 
the next year and a half. A Greek proverb says: “Do what is 
good and through it into the sea.” 

	My main problem at that time was walking in the snow. 
I did not know how to do that, and fell one or two times a 
day until I developed the necessary skills. Also, I walked with-
out a hat and a black man told me that I must absolutely 
wear a hat. I ate at the cafeteria of  Dawson College and after 
the austerity of  Europe it was paradise. For breakfast all you 
could eat: grapefruit (first time I saw it), eggs, bacon, toast, 
and much else. We had a choice of  several dishes for lunch 
and dinner. Such abundance I had not seen since before 
WWII.

	St. Jean was a small town so, to go to Montreal, I took 
the bus. Sometimes, I went to a concert in Montreal and re-
turned when it was dark. I remember walking from the bus 
station to the college one night when I walked by the local 
cemetery. I saw some strange shadows moving about the 
cemetery. It was a bit frightening, but since I was not supersti-
tious it was not a big deal.

	I did very well at Dawson College. In fact, I offered help 
to fellow students in math and physics. At Dawson, there was 
a Music Appreciation Club, where I met Earle Lomon, with 
whom I became good friends. Earle invited me to spend my 
first Canadian Christmas at his home in Montreal. We both 
loved Bach, and that was much more important than the fact 
that he was Jewish and I was nominally Christian. In fact, nei-
ther of  us was religious. He graduated in physics first from 
McGill and then from MIT, and became a professor at MIT. 
At one point, he was in charge of  the physics section of  the 
National Science Foundation. His wife, Ruth, was a com-
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poser and had some of  her compositions played in Europe. 
We saw each other a few times when we were graduate 
students, and then on Corfu in 1966, when he was there with 
his three children. I remember carrying his little girl on my 
back for the half  hour walk to the lovely beach called Myr-
tiotissa—the one that Lawrence Durrell, in Prospero’s Cell, 
called the loveliest beach in the world. The shore configura-
tion makes pools of  sea water of  different temperatures, and 
one can soak in the water that is most agreeable. 

	At Dawson College, most of  the students were male. 
Engineering was the most common discipline. The college ar-
ranged for girls to come for dances. In one of  those dances, I 
met Gladys. She was a teacher, we danced well together, and 
it was clear that these girls came to the college to “catch” a 
husband. It was too soon for me to think of  that, but we did 
develop a relationship which lasted until 1952. It was just 
heavy petting, not sex. She made every effort to impress my 
mother’s friends, Sappho and Dadine, when I took her to 
Washington, D. C., as well as my mother when she visited me 
in 1952. But my visit to her parents was a disaster. Clearly 
they were not at all cosmopolitan, which is an important as-
pect of  my identity. In Hamilton in 1951-54, I dated Connie 
Bazos, Connie Petallo, and had a more or less platonic rela-
tionship with Kyra Sibakin (see below), and so gradually the 
relationship with Gladys disappeared. 

1949-51 
After 18 months at Dawson College, I moved to the cen-

ter of  Montreal at McGill. I lived in the Presbyterian College 

and roomed first with George Andronidis and then with a stu-
dent of  architecture whose name I do not remember. I gradu-
ated in 1951 with honors in Mechanical Engineering. The 
1951 McGill Yearbook includes four pictures of  me. On p. 
64, I appear as St. Claus at the Christmas party of  the Cos-
mos Club; I was a member of  that club from 1949 to 1951. 
On pp. 117-118, three pictures of  me at the Cosmos Club 
masquerade ball appear. A picture of  the leaders of  the Hel-
lenic club sitting at a table appears. A graduation picture and 
a short biography appear on p. 289. I was also a member of  
the Debating Society of  Dawson College from 1948-49 and 
the Societe Francaise from 1949-1951. 

I was President of  the McGill Hellenic Club from 1949-
51. That club organized lectures about Greece. One of  them 
included a lecture by the daughter of  the Canadian ambassa-
dor to Greece. When I introduced her I said that “she brings 
to us a breath of  grease!” My English was not good at that 
time. Another activity was a black tie dinner at the Ritz-
Carlton Hotel, for which we charged a lot of  money. But it 
was well attended by the local Greek community, who loved 
to support us and to get dressed up for black tie events. We 
had enough funds to pay for the entrance of  our own mem-
bers and of  some of  our professors. At times we had serious 
worries about selling enough tickets to break even, but it was 
a successful event. 

One weekend I decided to go to New York. I took the 
bus, and in New York I stayed at the YMCA. I was walking 
on Fifth Ave. when I suddenly met my uncle Fred Barry. 
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What a small world! Fred was on his way to visit his sister 
Raymond, who married a Texas millionaire. I always thought 
that Raymond could have been a Hollywood star. I am not 
sure if  the marriage lasted. Fred invited me to do the bars of  
New York. I did not drink at the time, but I went along. I dis-
covered Vermouth, which was sweet enough to be agreeable. 

	The New York Opera Company came to Montreal and 
asked for extras at McGill. I offered to become an extra, for 
$1. The opera was Verdi’s Aida. When the Director saw me, 
he immediately decided that I should be the Captain of  the 
Guard. I was fully dressed up and instructed to chase Rada-
mez across the stage. My friends came to the opera to see me 
and reported that during the parade scene I was standing be-
fore Aida and, being much larger than she, they could not see 
her well! I was not aware that I stood in front of  her. The ex-
perience was a lot of  fun. I love opera, anyway, and that was 
a nice way to hear that opera.

	As a member of  the French circle at McGill, I was 
invited by French speaking students to various events. I took 
an 18-year old Greek girl, who was studying dance in Mont-
real, to a party. In attendance at the party was the famous 
composer, Francis Poulenc, who at that time was about 50 
years old. He made a nuisance of  himself  making advances 
to my date, who did not know who he was and asked me to 
take her home, which I did to Poulenc’s annoyance. I did not 
feel it necessary to tell my date that he was a famous com-
poser.

	In Montreal, I spent some time with Gordon Weber, an 
Art Instructor at McGill. He had written to me when I was 
still in Greece, welcoming me to McGill. As soon as I got to 
Montreal I went to see him. He was in his late 30s, very 
short, and he limped. Furthermore, he was homosexual. But 
I am tolerant and that did not bother me. We had nice discus-
sions about the arts, and he introduced me to his friends who 
were also intellectual. His friends were artists, writers, and 
one of  them, a woman, was an arbitrator in management-
union relations. I remember going to dinner with some of  his 
friends and hearing them say that we were “obviously” a gay 
couple. Misidentification is very common and I found it just 
amusing. Gordon remained a good friend. He travelled to Ith-
aca, New York to attend my first wedding, and then I saw 
him in Greece a couple of  times. Finally, I learned that he 
had died. I remember discussing planning for retirement with 
him, and he said that he did not set aside any money for re-
tirement. I found that strange, since I always thought that 
one should do that. But maybe he planned to die young.

	  I enjoyed Montreal. I went to concerts, and frequently 
climbed Mount Royal. There were some Greeks at McGill. 
Many were sons of  ship owners and received fabulous sums 
like $400 per month in pocket money, so they were not in my 
class with my $20 per month. One of  them even had a chauf-
feur driven car! He did take me to an excursion. However, 
others were in my category. We formed the McGill Hellenic 
club and I became its President. The Greek community of  
Montreal invited us to parade on March 25, Greek Independ-
ence Day, but many of  the members of  the club did not want 
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to do that. There was a social class gap. The locals came 
mostly from Greek villages; the students came from the cities. 
I had to negotiate and make sure that no feelings were hurt. 
One of  the locals had graduated in engineering from McGill. 
He was very friendly and he invited our club to his house 
once or twice. 

	My friends, in addition to the Greeks, came from other 
parts of  Europe—Czechoslovakia, Holland, France, Poland. 
My French friend invited a group of  us for a party to the 
house of  his aunt. The aunt was the daughter of  a Canadian 
industrialist, and was married to the Marquis de Perecave, 
who was said to be a descendent of  French kings. The house 
was fabulous, with a large room for the party, while the Mar-
quis and his wife sat on the top of  a stairway making sure 
that we behaved properly. The walls had paintings by Picasso 
and some famous impressionists. My impression of  the Mar-
quis was that his I.Q. must have been subnormal, but his 
wife’s was very high. 

	A friend of  my family in both Corfu and Athens, and 
my parent’s lawyer, was Spyros Gerakaris. He had been a 
close friend in Paris of  a Montreal lawyer, M. Nadeaux. He 
gave me his name and address and I went to see him. But he 
was obviously very busy and nothing developed from that 
visit. 

	During summers, all of  us less prosperous Greek 
students at McGill worked at the Steel Company of  Canada, 
in Hamilton, Ontario. That company offered many summer 
jobs when its 2000 employees took their summer vacations. 

My 1948 job was inspector of  the steel coming out of  a ma-
chine. All it required was random sampling and the measure-
ment of  the thickness of  the steel. My boss was the chief  in-
spector, and he told me to spend my time reading the Globe 
and Mail, the main newspaper from Toronto. I did what I was 
told and he did that, too.

	The plant was on a three shift schedule. Of  course, steel 
has to be produced continuously, because starting and stop-
ping the furnaces is a major job. During the night shift, I was 
instructed to play bridge. I did what I was told, so I learned 
to play bridge, which turned out to be useful later when I 
worked at Procter and Gamble. I liked the night shift because 
I did not like to change shifts. It was better to have a steady 
schedule. So, I worked from 11 p.m. to 7 a.m., and then I 
went to the “Staff  House” of  the steel company, where I had 
my room and a shower, and went to sleep until 5 or so. This 
way, I could take evening courses at McMaster University. I 
took a course in theater, which did improve my English, 
though I never was good enough to perform. I took a litera-
ture course in French so I would not lose that language. 
There I met a girl who was very bright, though not pretty. I 
dated her, but her parents told her she could not date a 
Greek! My friend, Nikos Makrakis, and I did go to dances in 
Hamilton on the weekends, where we pretended to be Swiss. 
Since we both spoke French that was believable, we were ac-
cepted much more readily as Swiss than as Greeks. Hamilton 
had a very good library. One of  the pleasures of  living there 
was to borrow books from that library.
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My 1949 and 1950 summer jobs were as assistant to a 
pipe fitter. This pipe fitter was an expert in joking and telling 
stories, as he moved from the main shop to the place where a 
pipe fitting job had to be done. He would take a good hour to 
get to the next job. Then he inspected the situation and in-
structed me on what tools to get from the main shop. It took 
me 10 minutes to get to the shop and I was back with the 
tools in about half  an hour, while in the meantime he contin-
ued telling jokes to whatever workers happened to be on the 
job site. Then he did the job so expertly and quickly that he 
was done in a few minutes. We then returned to the main 
shop very slowly, while he greeted every one of  the workers 
and joked all along the way. As a time and motion man I 
would leniently estimate his productivity at 10%.

	After I graduated I received an offer for a job at Procter 
& Gamble (P&G) in Hamilton. It was a company with a good 
reputation and I accepted. Then, I received a research offer 
from Ottawa. I went to my professor and asked for advice. 
He told me that once I accepted a job offer it was like “swear-
ing on a stack of  bibles,” and I had to go to P&G. Besides, 
P&G offered $250 / month and the research job offered 
$225. Thus, I went to Hamilton.

 1951-54
	At P&G the job was easy. My boss was Earnest Nevitt, 

and we became lifelong friends. Earnest was a real intellec-
tual, had studied history in Vienna and married Thilde, a Vi-
ennese. The 1929 depression interrupted his studies, and he 
returned to Canada without his doctorate and got a job at 

P&G. They had two children, a son and a daughter a bit 
younger than I. Earnest loved classical music and played the 
piano well. Even today, when I hear the Mozart clarinet quin-
tet, it takes me instantly back to the Nevitt drawing room. 

I spent many evenings in his house, and we even formed 
a little club where we discussed the 
life of  composers with two Russian 
refugees, Kyra Sibakin and her hus-
band, a metallurgical engineer who 
worked at the Steel Company of  
Canada. Kyra was a biologist and 
taught at McMasters University.

Another member of  the club, 
also from the Steel Company, was 
John Orton, with whom I lived for a 
year in a local “rooms” establish-
ment. John had a girlfriend in To-
ronto who wrote plays that were not 
performed. Kyra was about 15 years 
older than I; she was unhappy in her 
marriage. They had a 20-year old daughter I never met. 
They were clearly upper middle class and took advantage of  
the German invasion to escape communism, but they were 
not matched to each other. He was highly cerebral, and she 
was highly emotional. Over the years, Kyra and I developed 
a secret platonic relationship that lasted for about two years, 
mostly holding hands. 
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	The Nevitts were high on the cosmopolitan dimension 
that I consider part of  my identity. When my mother visited 
me in Hamilton in 1952, she spoke German with the Nevitts. 
Earnest’s brother was an executive of  the Ericsson Co. of  
Sweden, and the group that discussed classical music was het-
erogeneous, with two Russians and a Czech (John Orton). I 
made a presentation to the club about Gustav Mahler. I en-
joyed it so much that it gave me the idea that perhaps I 
should be a professor. 

	Since the P&G job was easy, I decided to take a Master 
of  Commerce degree at the University of  Toronto. That was 
similar to the Executive MBA that is currently offered in the 
States. I talked two other P&G colleagues, John Bodtker, who 
had also graduated from McGill in engineering, and Brian 
Everest, who graduated in chemical engineering from Lon-
don, Ontario, into doing the same. We drove to Toronto to-
gether. We went to Toronto one evening per week, and all 
day Saturday, for three years and got our degrees. The M. 
Com was later converted to an MBA at Toronto, but at the 
time I took it the MBA existed only in the U. S.

	One of  the courses I took was called “Human Relations 
in Industry.” It was transformative for me. It was given by psy-
chologist Bob Joyner. He had his Ph.D. from Chicago with 
Carl Rogers. Rogers’ view of  education was that students 
should generate their own curriculum. There were six of  us 
in the course, and when we arrived in class, Joyner told us: 
“The University thinks that I am the instructor, but you are 
going to decide what to study and how to study it.” After 

some negotiation, we asked for a reading list. He came up 
with 200 books—anthropology, human relations in industry, 
psychology, sociology. We read books and presented summa-
ries in class. Joyner made comments, but he was definitely 
“non-directive” in the classroom. For me, this was an excel-
lent course because I had the time to read and I sampled 
widely. But the others, who had more demanding jobs, did 
not learn very much. 

At the end of  the course, Joyner told us that we had to 
grade each other. The class gave me an A and they gave each 
other Bs. I tried this course format in Illinois, and again there 
were two students who learned a great deal and the rest 
learned very little. Given my experience reading the encyclo-
pedia and this course, I think that Rogers was right, except 
that it works only for those who are highly motivated and do 
not have competing courses or jobs. But in any case, that was 
the course that changed my life. I suddenly realized that one 
could make a living as a professor of  psychology.

I wrote to Lillian Gilbreth, of  Cheaper by the Dozen fame, 
who was a psychologist married to an engineer, and asked if  
it made sense for me to try to get a PhD in psychology, and 
she encouraged me to do that. 

In 1952, my mother visited me in Hamilton for two 
months. She took the Queen Mary to New York, visited 
Sappho-Dadine in Washington, and then came to Hamilton 
for an emotional reunion after four years of  separation. I had 
a two week’s vacation at P&G and I took her to Toronto, Ot-
tawa, Montreal, and Quebec City. Having worked for a year 
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at P&G, and gotten some raises, I felt financially sound, so we 
stayed in good hotels. In Toronto, we met Cousin Steven, 
who was not yet married to Danae. In Ottawa, we stayed at 
the Chateau Laurier, and met the widow of  a Greek restaura-
teur whose daughter was introduced to me as a possible wife. 
We had one date and it did not go well. She was pretty, but 
short. She drove a Lincoln Continental and was clearly inter-
ested in money, while I aspired to little money as a professor. 
In addition, she was religious and I was not. Next, we went to 
Montreal, where we met my mother’s close friend, Helen Ar-
gyropoulos, who was visiting her sons. We all went for a long 
week-end in Ste Adele, where we stayed at the Chanteclaire 
Hotel on the lake. In Quebec City, we visited the Isle d’Or-
lean. Gladys came to Hamilton to meet my mother, but by 
then the relationship was weakening, and the meeting was un-
productive. My mother spent much time with Tilde Nevitt, 
speaking German. She explored Hamilton while I was work-
ing. But with the cold weather approaching, she returned to 
Greece.

At P & G they could not understand why I did not buy a 
car. Of  course, I was saving and a car is expensive. I had in 
the back of  my mind that perhaps I would do more graduate 
work and needed the money. Besides, I managed without a 
car. The bus system in Hamilton was good and I participated 
in car pools.
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Chapter 3

THE 1950S: 
INTO 

PSYCHOLOGY



By 1953, I had decided to do graduate work in psychol-
ogy, but I had no psychology courses in my academic record, 
and to get into a PhD program I needed to have them. Thus, 
in 1954, I resigned from P&G and went back to McGill, this 
time in the Department of  Psychology. At P & G they did not 
understand my resignation. They thought I had a great fu-
ture there, would probably be a manager soon, and with my 
languages I would take over some factory in some exotic 
place, so why did I resign? Only Ernest Nevitt understood 
and fully supported my decision. 

At McGill, for one year I studied the undergraduate 
courses needed to go to graduate school—experimental psy-
chology, statistics, history of  psychology, social psychology, 
and the like. The department was most supportive of  my 
plan to go to graduate school. Don Hebb, world famous 
physiological psychologist, suggested that I take a course in 
physiology. Ed Weber, who taught industrial psychology, ar-
ranged for me to teach an evening course on industrial engi-
neering (since I had three years experience at P&G doing 
that). Ferguson gave the most wonderful statistics course. 

Wally Lambert taught me social psychology. I helped 
Wally with his research. At that, time he investigated lan-
guage stereotypes. He had the same individual read a text in 
English and French, and students were asked to rate the 
voices on attributes such as competent and likeable. I pro-
vided the Parisian French and English voices. He had other 
voices read the same text in local French and English, which 
were presented in counter-balanced order. The results 

showed a higher evaluation of  the English voices. At that 
time, English was dominant in Montreal. I suspect that the 
results might be different today. I asked him if  I could take 
my PhD with him and he said “No” because he had just fin-
ished his degree and he did not feel ready to direct me, but 
he suggested that I should study with his brother, William, at 
Cornell. 

The social psychology course used Otto Kleinberg’s 1954 
text, which had a lot of  cross-cultural material. A few years 
later, Otto and I became good friends. Otto was two years 
younger than my father, so he was definitely of  a senior gen-
eration, but he was so youthful in his outlook that I felt we 
had a lot in common. He had both his Bachelor’s and Medi-
cal degrees from McGill. We were both past presidents of  the 
Society for the Psychological Study of  Social Issues, and the 
Interamerican Society of  Psychology. We both promoted in-
ternational psychology. I visited him in Paris at the time he 
was teaching at the University of  Paris. After his retirement, 
when I happened to be in New York, he came to my hotel. 
When he was in Champaign, he came to dinner at 1 Lake 
Park. We met at the conferences in Ibadan and in Lagonissi 
(see below) where the work on the analysis of  subjective cul-
ture was critiqued. Wally Lambert, Otto Klineberg, and I 
were Francophones and Francophiles. On January 24, 2014, 
I had a dream that Otto was sitting in a room, and I passed 
by going somewhere and said hallo to him both going and 
coming back!
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While I was doing my Master’s at the University of  To-
ronto, I developed a strong attraction to Connie Bazos. Con-
nie was six years younger than I and a student of  philosophy 
at the University of  Toronto. The Bazos family were second 
generation Greeks and owned an ice cream factory that dis-
tributed Avon Products in Ontario. The father was very wor-
ried that I would have sex with his daughter before marriage. 
I was very attracted to Connie, but she was not especially at-
tracted to me. In the summer of  1953, I went to Banff, where 
she had a summer job as a maid at the Banff  Springs Hotel. 
The hotel had hundreds of  rooms, and employed students in 
the summer. When I got to Banff, she announced that she 
was attracted to a black football player, and suggested I date 
her friend Connie Petallo. Connie Petallo was a student of  
history at the University of  Toronto. 

To get to Banff, I took the train across Canada. Crossing 
the Rockies was a great experience, seeing these wonderful 
waterfalls and wild mountains. I even got to Vancouver, and 
took the ferry across to Victoria, where I saw a Chinese op-
era and visited the Butchard Gardens.

The relationship with Connie Petallo was quite impor-
tant. She was a virgin when we met, and we developed an ex-
cellent sexual relationship. However, I was not as much in 
love with her as she was with me. She came to Montreal sev-
eral times when I was there for my one year of  catching up 
with psychology. I seriously considered marriage. But I 
learned that her mother had been in a mental hospital for 
some time, and I suspected that she had been schizophrenic. 

I knew that schizophrenia has as much of  a genetic compo-
nent as does intelligence, so that was a serious consideration 
for marriage. Her mother had received electric shock therapy 
but was out of  the hospital the one time that I met her. The 
meeting did not go well. She was very cool, and Connie later 
reported that she criticized me for offering my hand for a 
handshake before she had offered her hand. Anybody who 
pays so much attention to such details would be difficult to 
get along with. So, when I moved to Cornell, it was a good 
time to end that relationship. 

In retrospect, I note that the two women I married had 
mothers with whom I got along very well. Emma Minturn, 
mother of  Leigh Minturn, and I had a lot in common, espe-
cially in our love for classical music. Pola’s mother was an aca-
demic and we had a lot in common as well. While my sample 
is small, considering Gladys, Connie, Leigh and Pola, it looks 
like the relationship with mothers was an important factor in 
my decision to marry.

1954-58
Cornell hesitated about admitting me. Did I know 

enough English to hold an assistantship? Wally Lambert was 
on the phone with Robbie McLeod, who did the admissions, 
and convinced him that I could hold an assistantship. 
McLeod was Canadian and had much influence on Cana-
dian psychology. At one point, when I was about to graduate 
with my PhD, he asked me if  I wanted to be considered for 
Head of  the Department of  Psychology at the University of  
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British Colombia, and I said “No”; I really wanted to do re-
search, not administration. 

I had saved $6,000 during the three years at P&G (no 
car; see above), so I had some funds for my graduate work. 
At Cornell, all graduate students had assistantships, and that 
paid their tuition and a monthly stipend. Cornell was an ex-
cellent choice for me. The student’s graduate study is guided 
by three professors who supervise course selection and all 
work, including the dissertation. The chair of  my committee 
was Bill Lambert, and the other two were William Foot 
Whyte, of  Street Corner Society fame, a book I had read in Bob 
Joyner’s course, and Art Ryan, who taught statistics and indus-
trial psychology. They suggested that I study anthropology as 
well as psychology, and take an experimental course on the 
methods of  the social sciences that was offered because Cor-
nell had recently received a grant from the Social Science Re-
search Council. It was a wonderful full year course that 
trained students in all the methods of  the social sci-
ences—ethnography, systematic observations, content analy-
sis, experiments, survey methods, test construction, and the 
use of  the Human Relations Area Files. The student had the 
opportunity to use each of  these methods under the supervi-
sion of  a graduate student who had some experience with 
that method. Thus, the idea of  doing multi-method research, 
and looking for convergence across methods, was established 
in that course, and I tried to do that whenever it was possible.

When I entered Cornell, I took a diagnostic test to see 
what deficiencies I had in psychology. I passed all the parts 

except the part on comparative (animals) psychology. So, I 
read a book on that subject and passed the exam. I passed 
the language exams in French and German with ease. They 
gave me credit for some of  the courses I had taken in To-
ronto. As a result, I completed the PhD in three years. 

When I started graduate work at Cornell, I had unrealis-
tic, very ambitious hopes for my role in psychology. I hoped 
to take advantage of  my mathematical training in engineer-
ing in order to develop equations that would predict human 
behavior. However, as I got into the field more and more I re-
alized that these hopes were unrealistic. Nevertheless, I did 
publish one paper (Triandis, 1959) that made liberal use of  
calculus, though I was unable to get experimental support for 
my theory. Eventually, I did develop a theory that provided 
equations for the prediction of  social behavior, as reflected in 
my book (Triandis, 1977). However, while the book received 
excellent reviews, it sold very little and it has not been influen-
tial. Was it too early for the Zeitgeist?

In my first year in graduate school, I was exposed to 
Charles Osgood’s Experimental Psychology. I also read his The 
Measurement of  Meaning. I got in touch with Osgood and sug-
gested that it would be a good idea to replicate his study of  
the structure of  affective meaning (evaluation, potency and 
activity) in another culture, using monolingual participants. 
He was enthusiastic, and we applied to the National Institute 
of  Public Health. We obtained a $5,000 grant that enabled 
me to go to Greece to collect the data that Osgood analyzed. 
I wrote the first draft, we met in New York City and revised 
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it, he did the last draft, and we published it (Triandis & Os-
good, 1958). While I was in Greece for the summer, I also col-
lected data for a replication of  Schlosberg’s theory of  emo-
tion with a peasant sample that had not seen any movies. 
The idea was that individuals who had not been exposed to 
movies would not have stereotypic views about how emotions 
should be expressed and rated, and thus might not provide 
the same structure of  emotional perception as did Ameri-
cans. The structure of  emotions that emerged (Triandis & 
Lambert, 1958) was the same as the one in the USA, and 
that finding started Ekman and others in their study of  the 
universality of  some emotions. Thus, the data collection after 
my first year in graduate school resulted in two cross-cultural 
publications in the best social psychology journal.

The summer after my first year in graduate school I re-
turned to Europe on a ship that sailed from Quebec City to 
Le Havre. The trip took nine days and was most agreeable. I 
spent some time talking with Jerry Bruner, whom I had met 
at Harvard when I visited there with Richard Walker, one of  
my Cornell professors. The ship had mostly students, and we 
spent much time learning the history of  European art and dis-
cussing European languages. 

From Le Havre, I took the train to Paris, where I stayed 
for two weeks to really see the town. I stayed at the Hotel St. 
Anne, on the Rue St Anne, five minutes from the opera. I 
walked all over town, saw the main museums, went to the op-
era, and to the Comedie Francaise where I saw a play by Mo-
liere. The French actors spoke such wonderful French that it 

was a joy listening to them. From Paris, I went by train to Ko-
blenz, Germany, where I took a boat to do the “Reingau.” 
The weather was perfect and I saw all the famous places, 
such as the Lorelei and the University of  Heidelberg. I 
stopped in Freiburg, near the Black Forest, and in Basel, Lu-
cerne and sailed on the Vierwaldstättersee (Lake Lucerne). 
Finally, I visited my Aunt Nina and Cousin Irene in Lau-
sanne. Irene and I went to Bern for the day. Nina suggested I 
take the bus over the Alps to Lugano. It was a most spectacu-
lar trip. Seeing the glaciers, the village of  Ariolo from the top 
of  the mountain, and the mountains from the bottom of  the 
valleys was unforgettable. In Lugano, I met the Bazos girls, 
who were “doing Europe,” and we spent a good deal of  time 
discussing what we had seen in Europe. 

The next stop was in Italy. I spent three days in Venice, 
where a priest at St. Marks made homosexual advances to 
me. I thought that the Piazza San Marco, in front of  St. 
Marks, is the most beautiful space I have ever seen. I went to 
the Lido, which I thought was something of  a disappoint-
ment. I then took a “tour” with an Italian bus company. The 
bus stopped in Bologna where I had my first lasagna verde, 
which I loved, and then Florence. I spent several days in Flor-
ence at the villa of  Maria Comberti, which my Hamilton 
friend Frank Rosten had recommended. Maria had been the 
mistress of  an English lord, who left the villa to her and she 
converted it into a Bed and Breakfast, which also offered din-
ner. I liked it so much that I went back there three times in 
subsequent years, until she died. She recommended wonder-
ful, inexpensive places for lunch, told us what to see, and at 
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night with dinner the various clients exchanged notes about 
Florence while consuming large quantities of  Chianti. 

Next stop was in Rome, where I stayed a week. I visited 
most of  the famous sites, the major museums, even the Castel 
Gandolfo. The Vatican was especially exciting with the works 
of  Michelangelo. I learned that one should go to the Sistine 
Chapel first, before the tourists arrive, and then see the rest 
of  the museum. In 1967, Pola and I did just that and it 
worked really well. I strongly recommend: when in Rome 
drink the tap water; it is very tasty. There are fountains for 
that purpose in most public places, but perhaps the best wa-
ter was on the Campidolio. 

Naples was too dirty for my taste. The Italian saying “Ve-
dere Napoli e poi morire” (see Naples and die) might have ap-
plied in the 19th century but is no longer true. However, 
around Naples there are many wonders. I loved the Blue 
Grotto in Capri and the Amalfi drive. How life was led in a 
Roman city was provided by Pompeii. Then I took the train 
to Brindisi and the boat to Corfu. 

I had not seen my parents for six years (except that my 
mother came to Hamilton in 1952). We exchanged letters 
every week, but during that time I was not able to speak to 
them. Telephone calls were $13 for 3 minutes, and my $5 per 
week budget for incidentals made a call outside my range. 
Thus, I felt very emotional at the thought of  meeting them 
again. 

The reception at the Corfu harbor was as warm as could 
be. Beside my mother were my Uncles Tasso and Spyros, 

Aunts Abigail and Helen, and my Cousin Christiana. Then 
we visited the cousins of  my mother, Dorina and Ida, and 
there were more celebrations. I walked through the town and 
saw the house on Kotardou St. 14 where my grandparents 
had lived and where I lived for most of  1941-1945.

I spent some time in Sfakera at my grandfather’s house, 
which at the time was inhabited by Uncle Alfred and Aunt 
Irene. I was able to find people who had never been to a 
movie, so I collected the data that replicated the structure of  
emotions generated by Schlosberg. Then I moved to Athens, 
and another emotional reunion, when I met my father and 
his second wife, Maro. 	

Maro was a very good person, and took excellent care of  
my father, but later developed cancer and had a painful 
death. I remember asking her physician if  it was necessary to 
keep her alive when she suffered so much, and he said that it 
was his duty to do so. I am in favor of  euthanasia when the 
person is suffering. Her first marriage was to an Australian, 
and she had lived in Australia, so she spoke good English, 
which facilitated her interaction with Pola. She was very 
good to Pola. 

My parents divorced in 1951, after I received my McGill 
degree. They had not gotten along for years: my mother was 
very sociable and my father very interested in his work. 
When they first married, my father was sociable, but after the 
money from Patras dried out, he had to work very hard to 
maintain the high standard of  living the family was used to. 
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I stayed at my father’s apartment and collected the data 
for the Osgood cross-cultural study of  the three-dimensions 
of  meaning. My father, Maro, and I took a cruise that in-
cluded my McGill friend, George Andronidis. We started in 
Milos. This is the island where the famous Venus de Milo was 
found. During the Peloponnesian War, the Athenians had 
been very nasty to the Milians. Next we stopped in Mykonos, 
which at that time had not yet developed its international fla-
vor with gays and the jet set. In 1954, the island was still very 
poor. I went swimming and someone stole my towel. We took 
a side trip to Delos, which was very interesting. You can walk 
through the ancient city and see some well-preserved houses. 
One house had not been finished. The archeologists found 
that the owner had gone bankrupt. Later, French underwater 
archeologists, working south of  Marseilles, found the boat of  
this merchant loaded with wine and oil. Since it sank, the 
owner went bankrupt and so could not complete his house. It 
is rare to find such links across archeological sites. 

Then we stopped in Thera (Santorini), but because the 
volcano had recently erupted, we were not allowed to see the 
island interior. Crete was next, where we visited Knossos and 
Malia, two of  the major Minoan sites. Finally, the last stop 
was Rhodes, where we toured the Castle of  the Knights of  
St. John, the archaeological site of  Lyndos, and the valley of  
the butterflies, which must have had millions of  them. The 
harbor of  Rhodes has the spot where the Colossus of  Rhodes 
stood. That was one of  the seven wonders of  the ancient 
world. Upon returning to Piraeus, my father developed symp-
toms of  a heart attack. It was a very anxious moment when 

we put him in an ambulance, and I rode with him to the hos-
pital. He had eaten a lot of  butter on the cruise and that 
clogged one crucial artery. Fortunately, the heart attack did 
not last long, and he recovered quite well.

Saying goodbye to my parents, especially after the heart 
attack episode, was very difficult. But I had to get back to 
Cornell. I took the boat from Greece to Naples. My friend, 
Andronidis, asked me to take one of  his suitcases to North 
America. However, it was too much to carry. So, in Naples I 
arranged to have it shipped to Paris. I paid extra for the early 
shipping. But in Naples they cheated me by shipping it the 
slow way. It took a week to get to Paris, but fortunately I had 
the time to wait for it, retrieved it, and took it to Canada. 

The train trip to Paris was memorable. I did not have res-
ervations, and I had to use one of  the jump seats in the corri-
dor. I was very sleepy, so every time someone had to pass I 
got up, then went back to sleep. Finally, around Torino, there 
was a seat in the regular compartment, and I was able to 
sleep undisturbed. 

In Paris, I purchased some Grand Marnier. However, 
when I got to Quebec, I was told that I could not pass 
through Canada with liquor so customs confiscated it. They 
said they would destroy it, but I hope they did drink it. 

My first paper at a scientific meeting, during the second 
year of  graduate work, was in New York at the meetings of  
the Eastern Psychological Association. I gave a paper on the 
replication of  Schlosberg’s theory of  emotion in Greece. 
Schlosberg was in the audience and he stood up and compli-
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mented me. It is difficult to describe how important that was. 
Schlosberg at the time was Mr. Psychology, because he was 
the author of  the experimental psychology text that all gradu-
ate students had to master. To get a positive comment from 
him was instant imprinting to go to conferences! When I re-
tired at age 71, Walter Lonner, who came to Illinois for the 
event, commented: “Harry has never seen a conference that 
he did not like.” My advice to young academics is to go to 
conferences. It is stimulating and provides the opportunity for 
establishing important links to the profession. As we will see 
later, at the 1960 meeting in Bonn, Germany, I met Earle 
Davis, with whom I collaborated for years. This was the first 
of  many collaborations formed at such meetings. 
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Chapter 4

THE 1960S:
 INTO THE 
ACADEMY



When I was about to graduate, Osgood went to Lyle La-
nier, then Head of  the Department of  Psychology at Illinois, 
and told him that I was “a catch.” Lanier offered me the job 
sight unseen. It was a fantastic offer of  $6,800 per year, 
which the Cornell professors told me to accept without hesita-
tion. That year also General Electric started a psychology 
group, with Leon Festinger as the consultant. The idea was to 
do psychological experiments in a “real” setting. I was 
tempted. However, I found Illinois more attractive. Osgood 
wrote to me and advised me to take the Illinois job. L. L. Fer-
guson, the head of  the General Electric program, wrote that 
he could not advise me “in good conscience” to forgo an ap-
pointment to such an excellent department as Illinois was. La-
nier wrote that though the university has a nepotism rule, the 
President of  the University can set it aside and he will do so 
for Leigh. Thus I had no doubt that Illinois was the right 
choice. 

Thus, in 1958 I started at Illinois, in a department that 
already had several former Presidents of  the American Psy-
chological Association (e.g., Lee Cronbach, Joe Hunt, Hobart 
Mowrer). Over the years I had offers from other places, but 
the university always matched the offer and thus it was impos-
sible to leave.

One can trace intellectual traditions by examining who 
got his doctorate with whom. Lambert got it at Harvard with 
Richard Solomon (1918-1995), who got his doctorate at 
Brown with Harold Schlosberg (1904-1964), who got his doc-
torate at Princeton with Herbert Langfield (1879-1958), who 

got his doctorate in Berlin with Carl Stumpf  (1848-1936). 
Stumpf  had an interest in music as well as psychology, and 
collected primitive musical sounds from many cultures. Thus 
my intellectual great, great, great grandfather was a kind of  
cross-cultural psychologist! Schlosberg was my intellectual 
great grandfather. How many people have been compli-
mented by their great grand-father? 

When Lambert died in 2005, I published the obituary in 
the accompanying sidebar.

Leigh Minturn was a Research Associate of  Bill Lam-
bert. She was very tall and beautiful. At one time, when we 
were in San Francisco, a total stranger on the street said: 
“This is the most beautiful woman I have ever seen!” She 
looked a lot like Jackie Kennedy. She had her PhD from Har-
vard in social relations, like Bill Lambert. In 1956, I started 
seeing her and we became lovers. At one point she went to 
the Center of  Advanced Studies at Stanford, and there was a 
question whether she would come back at midyear or not. I 
had serious doubts about getting married, yet I proposed and 
she accepted and we were married in December 1956. 

Leigh had only one relative, her mother Emma. Emma 
had eloped with a charming salesman named Minturn, and 
her family cut all relations with her. Minturn later aban-
doned Emma and she had to raise Leigh as a single mother. I 
got along very well with Emma. We shared a love for classical 
music. I found many of  my favored operas, such as Wagner’s 
“Die Walkuere,” in her record collection. When I married 
Leigh she was living in the Maryland School for the Blind 
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WILLIAM LAMBERT
One of  the great polymaths of  our field passed away on February 26, 
2005. He was a walking encyclopedia of  the social sciences. When I 
was a student at Cornell, and later as a writer and editor, I had many 
occasions to ask him: “What has been published on X?” He usually 
produced an amazingly complete list of  publications from anthropol-
ogy, psychology, sociology and so on about X. He accepted any piece 
of  information that was corroborated by other sources. He was a joy 
to talk to because he would bring together bits of  information from a 
myriad of  sources and complete one puzzle after another.

Bill Lambert was born in Amherst, Nova Scotia, Canada on May 10, 
1919. After undergraduate work at Brown, he did graduate work at 
Nebraska and Harvard (Ph.D. 1950)). He studied in the Department 
of  Social Relations, where he absorbed the philosophy that the social 
sciences should not be divided. Thus, social psychology was closely 
linked to anthropology, sociology and clinical psychology. He is the 
only person I know who has chaired the departments of  anthropol-
ogy, psychology, and sociology, at different times in his career. He 
later became Dean of  the Graduate School at Cornell University 
(1974-80) in Ithaca, N.Y.

His supervisor at Harvard was Richard Solomon, a rigorous experi-
mentalist, who emphasized learning theory. Thus, Lambert was an 
influential reviewer of  learning theories in the 1954 and 1968 social 
psychology handbooks. He also co-edited (with Ed Borgatta) a hand-
book on Personality: Theory and Research, and contributed chapters on 
the relationship of  social psychology to the other behavioral sciences 
in S. Koch’s monumental study “Psychology as a Science,” and a 
chapter on interpersonal behavior in Mussen’s famous developmental 
handbook.

Because Lambert had such an encyclopedic knowledge of  the field I 
asked him to be a co-editor of  the first volume of  the Handbook of  
Cross-Cultural Psychology (1980). He was most helpful in suggesting how 
that six-volume handbook should be shaped.

His research was in cross-cultural psychology, stress and cognition, 
game theory and aggression. He was a member of  the six-cultures 
team of  John and Beatrice Whiting, and Irving Child . With Leigh 
Minturn he published Mothers of  Six-Cultures which was one of  the 
publications of  that project. Among his other books is Social Psychol-
ogy (with his brother, Wally) which was translated into 8 languages. 
He also published many articles on the cultural bases of  aggression. 
A cross-cultural study of  his I often quote examined the relationship 
between child training and the kinds of  gods that were found in a 
particular culture. It examined data from 62 cultures on which there 
was enough information about child-rearing (punitive or nurturing), 
and the kinds of  gods they had (malevolent or benevolent). There 
was an association, such that when the child-reading was punitive, 
the gods were aggressive, while when the child-rearing was nurturing 
the gods were benevolent. An examination of  numerous theories has 
suggested that the best explanation of  this relationship is that when 
parents are punitive, the children expect punishment, are anxious, 
and see the world as threatening. Thus aggressive gods “make sense.” 
On the other hand, when the parents are nurturing, the children ex-
pect the gods to be benevolent.

In other studies he found that, cross-culturally, households where 
grand-parents are living with the other two generations are character-
ized by less interpersonal aggression than other kinds of  households. 
Presumably, the presence of  older persons results in suppression of  
aggressive tendencies.

His research on stress and cognition was done mostly in Sweden, 
where there was a longitudinal data bank that linked numerous vari-
ables to stress and cognition. One of  his last publications (Kim, M., 
Lambert, W. W., Stattin, H. & Klackenberg-Larsson, I ,1994, Stabil-
ity of  inhibition in a Swedish longitudinal sample. Child Development, 
65, 136-146) was from that project.



where her job consisted of  visiting the parents of  blind chil-
dren and helping them prepare the children to come to that 
school. That job required driving all over the state in all 
kinds of  weather. On one occasion she hit a deer. I admired 
Emma for being able to send Leigh to Mt. Holyoke College 
and to Harvard. But I found the absence of  relatives very 
strange, since I had so many of  my own. Emma, however, 
had friends, and at one point we visited Rosa Ponselle, the fa-
mous opera singer who lived in Baltimore. She received us 
very graciously, and we had a very nice chat about music in 
general and opera in particular.

 	Marrying Leigh was one of  my 
mistakes. On the one hand we had 
much in common: we were both criti-
cal of  religions and extremely liberal. 
We both supported the Democratic 
Party and were quite concerned 
about discrimination against minori-
ties. We also had social psychology in 
common and published some papers 
together. On the other hand, she did 
not have the interest in classical music 
that I have. She was aggressive in social relationships in 
which she did not approve. I am more likely to be moderate. 
Before going to India for fieldwork, she saw a psychiatrist be-
cause she was insecure. The largest problem, however, was 
that she remembered every negative event forever. For in-
stance, at one time we invited our friends the Dulanys for din-
ner and they forgot to come. She remembered that event 
years later. As in most marriages, there were tensions and dis-
agreements. Leigh never forgot the disagreements. I admit 
that I probably devoted too much time to my career and not 
enough to her. We did not manage to have any children, and 
that was disappointing to both of  us and made Leigh very bit-
ter. Finally, after nine years and a long full year trip around 
the world, which should have been a very pleasant experi-
ence, we gave up and divorced in the spring of  1966.

The divorce was amicable. In subsequent years, when we 
met at conferences and meetings, we greeted each other 
warmly, and when she died in 1999 in the tragic crash of  
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His career at Cornell started in 1951. During his 50 plus years at Cor-
nell, Lambert took many leaves of  absence, for example, at the Cen-
ter for Advanced Studies in the Behavioral Sciences at Stanford, Ful-
bright Professor in Oslo, Norway, NIMH Fellow at the University of  
Stockholm, Sweden, Rockefeller Professor at the University of  the 
Philippines, Guggenheim Fellow at the London School of  Econom-
ics, Scholar at the Villa Serbeloni, in Bellagio, Italy, Contract Profes-
sor at the University of  Padua (where incidentally Galileo taught!), 
and so on. He was a President of  the Society for Cross-Cultural Re-
search, a member of  the National Research Board Graduate Record 
Examination, and had many other national appointments.

His wife Beth passed away before he did, but his daughters Hilary 
and Holly survived (Hilary is now Dr. Lambert!), as did his brother 
Wally who some say started sociolinguistics, and had a brilliant career 
at the Department of  Psychology at McGill, Montreal, Canada. I 
took my first course in social psychology from Wally, and he had such 
high standards that he gave me only a B. He then sent me to study 
with his brother Bill and that was a wonderful experience. Bill will be 
greatly missed by many in our field.

With Leigh when we 
were married

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/EgyptAir_Flight_990
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EgyptAir flight 990 from Los Angeles to Cairo, Egypt, I par-
ticipated at her memorial at the Society for Cross-Cultural 
Research as a kind of  relative, since she had no others. In 
fact, when EgyptAir tried to notify her relatives, the only per-
son they were able to find was my daughter, Louisa. Pola and 
I were in Lyons, France, where Louisa was able to contact us 
and tell us that Leigh had died. Though saddened, there was 
nothing I could do at that point, and we simply continued 
our trip to Geneva, where I was scheduled to give a collo-
quium at the University of  Geneva. I strongly suspect that 
the crash of  the EgyptAir flight was terrorism. Fifty Egyptian 
officers were on that plane. Probably, the pilot committed sui-
cide, an attack against the Mumbarak regime and in the be-
lief  that he would go to heaven and meet 70 virgins! But this 
is only a hypothesis. 

I did my dissertation with a grant I received from the 
Foundation for Human Behavior, located at the University of  
Michigan in Ann Arbor. Rensis Likert was in charge of  the 
foundation. I went to Ann Arbor to present my research 
plan, and they gave me $9,000. I wrote a 500 page disserta-
tion because I reviewed all relevant literature. The focus was 
on communication. The hypothesis was that the more two 
people categorize events and rate experiences the same way, 
the more successful they will be in their communication. 

The method included the presentation of  three words at 
a time, and the respondent was supposed to tell which of  the 
three was most different from the other two, and why. This 
was a method I lifted from George Kelly, of  Ohio State Uni-

versity. The why produced a quality, e.g., brave, and the re-
spondent was then required to rate various stimulus persons, 
like “my boss,” on these qualities. By administering this proce-
dure to both supervisors and subordinates, I could measure 
how similar they were in their thinking. In addition, I as-
sessed how well the two of  them got along. I did both an ex-
periment and a field study testing the hypothesis–multi-
method procedure! In the experiment, Cornell students per-
formed these judgments, and the similarity in their ratings 
was assessed. The effectiveness of  their communication was 
assessed by asking the students to indicate what pictures they 
believed were in the hands of  their partner, and checking if  
they objectively picked the correct pictures. The field study 
was done at the company plant in a small New York commu-
nity. The company let me test their personnel in return for 
my finding out how the community felt about a plan to con-
struct a by-pass road around the community. I identified a 
sample of  community leaders and interviewed them in some 
detail, and reported the results to the company. 

The hypothesis of  the dissertation was supported by both 
the experiment and the field study. So, my multi-method les-
sons, mentioned earlier, were put to good use. The data I col-
lected provided material for three articles in the Journal of  Ap-
plied Psychology and in Human Relations.

1958-59
In the summer of  1958, Leigh and I set out for Illinois in 

an Isetta. This was a two seater produced by BMW in Ger-
many. On the way we broke down in Zanesville, Ohio. The 
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locals were fascinated by this strange car but did not know 
how to deal with it. In Columbus, Ohio, there was a represen-
tative of  BMW who could fix it. We were towed the 50 miles 
to Columbus, and then we continued to Illinois by bus. After 
they repaired the car they shipped it to us by Railway Ex-
press. However, the car never started easily and so we sold it 
to a mechanic from Monticello, IL. We then bought a VW. 

We rented Fred Fiedler’s house on Hessel Street and 
walked to the campus. We had an office in Gregory Hall, 
next to the office of  Bill McGuire. We usually had lunch with 
Bill in the cafeteria of  the Newman Foundation. The depart-
ment was full of  famous psychologists at the time, including 
Ray Cattell, Lee Cronbach, Lloyd Humpreys, Joe Hunt, and 
Hobart Mowrer. Soon after we settled at the Fiedler rental, 
we received a call from Mrs. Cronbach: “Would you be able 
to come to dinner at such and such a time?” We accepted. 
When we reached the Cronbachs we noticed some agitation, 
as Mrs. Cronbach added seats at the table. After some conver-
sation. it was revealed that we were staying at the Fiedlers, 
who were on sabbatical in Holland. The Cronbachs were un-
aware that the Fiedlers were not in town and that they had 
extended the invitation to the Fielder’s “tenants” instead. 

In any case, the social life of  the department was great. 
We were invited by the Humphreys many times, including 
New Year’s Eve. We saw the McGuires a lot, and they came 
to our place. The department was extraordinarily collegial, 
and that was an important attraction for me, so I stayed there 
for 40 years. 

Illinois had a nepotism rule that did not allow the depart-
ment to make an offer to Leigh. It was ridiculous not to ap-
point a person with a PhD from Harvard who had many pub-
lications. We challenged the rule and won. She got an ap-
pointment in 1959. I taught courses in industrial, social, and 
attitudes and attitude change. Leigh taught cross-cultural psy-
chology. In the summer of  1959, we went to Greece where I 
collected data for a study on social distance. Leigh and I pub-
lished it with emphasis on child rearing, which was her exper-
tise. 

We bought a house on 2511 Lawndale Street. We tried to 
have a child but had no luck. We saw a physician who found 
nothing wrong. We did not insist, since tensions were develop-
ing on the horizon. I was invited for a conference in Denver, 
Colorado that paid all my expenses, and she wanted to come 
with me. But our funds were limited and we argued about it. 
I finally went alone and had a great time, visiting Colorado 
Springs and seeing the Garden of  the Gods rock formation. I 
had more and more invitations to do this or that while she 
did not. This might have been the result of  bias in favor of  
males that existed at that time.

I started teaching undergraduate courses: social psychol-
ogy, industrial psychology, and attitudes and attitude change. 
I enjoyed teaching. I made 3 by 5 inch cards with notes so 
that I had a coherent sequence of  topics to talk about. I 
avoided reading notes, since that is boring for the students. 
The most boring course I ever took was at McGill on Electri-
cal Engineering. The professor had written an excellent text-
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book on the subject and simply read it to us. It was after 
lunch and I usually slept through it. At the end, I read the 
text carefully and I got an A.

The only times I read a talk at a conference was when it 
was in German or Spanish. In those cases, I wrote the text in 
English and a friend translated it, then I read it. My accent is 
very good because I learned German and Italian as a child. 
My German and Spanish audiences often thought that I was 
really fluent in their languages, which is not true. My Ger-
man is that of  a child; my Spanish turns into my speaking 
Italian and understanding the Spanish. 

 I lectured in English, French, and Greek, just with skele-
ton notes. Similarly, at conferences, I used PowerPoint presen-
tations listing key topics, on which I expanded freely. Some 
people say that I am a ham. My experience acting and learn-
ing about the theater has had some influence on my teaching. 

My graduate courses were in seminar form. I selected 
critical readings and had each student lecture on a reading. I 
encouraged them to come up with a few hypotheses from 
their reading. When the hypotheses were promising, we dis-
cussed the methodology for testing them. I lectured only dur-
ing the first two or three weeks, so the students had the time 
to read and prepare their talks. In these lectures I usually pro-
vided a framework for thinking about the topic. During the 
seminar I commented on the contributions of  the students, 
who thus practiced teaching. I praised a lot in public, and pro-
vided constructive criticism only in private sessions

In 1959, I was asked by 
the Institute of  Labor and 
Industrial Relations of  the 
University of  Illinois if  I 
would like a one third ap-
pointment at the institute. 
This institute is interdiscipli-
nary with economists, politi-
cal scientists, psychologists, 
and sociologists. At that 
time, they had lost their psy-
chologist, Ross Stagner, who 
had become Head of  the De-
partment at Wayne State in 
Detroit. The arrangement 
was advantageous. It pro-
vided for two months sum-
mer pay, plus the services of  
a research assistant. I ac-
cepted, and retained my 
two-thirds appointment in psychology for the next 38 years.

I participated in the research of  Milton Derber, who had 
a sample of  Illinois unions. His data required a factor analy-
sis, which I performed. He included my name in the book 
that he published. He was always a warm and supportive col-
league. The Institute colleagues were politically more active 
than the psychology colleagues. For instance, Ron Peters 
stood for political office in the county. They wrote letters to 
the Editor, which I did also, especially after I retired. The psy-
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chology colleagues were much more devoted to their scien-
tific work. Pola also thought that the Institute colleagues were 
nicer than the psychologists, but I did not see the difference. 
Over the years, I directed three dissertations at the institute: 
Dharm Bhawuk, Lois Kurowski, and Arzu Wasti. In the last 
years of  my appointment, I taught a training course while 
teaching two courses in the psychology department.

1960-61
Below you will find a list of  my professional activities, 

such as colloquia, invited addresses, conferences, and the like 
by year. This may be useful data from the point of  view of  
the sociology of  science. The numbers are per year. If  you 

are not interested in 
such lists, just skip 
them.
The table presents a 
summary of  the data 
that will be described 
below.
It is clear that the 
data show an inverted 
U. That is, there are 
few activities in the be-
ginning and the end, 
and the maximum is 
between 1990 and 
1994 (age 64-68). 

Now I turn to a detail of  these activities. In the summer 
of  1960, Leigh and I attended the International Congress of  
Scientific Psychology in Bonn, Germany. It was held at the 
Beethoven Halle, and there I saw many famous psychologists, 
like Piaget. We took a trip on the Rhine, saw charming 
towns, and even participated in a local festival. Michael Ar-
gyle and his wife were with us. We enjoyed their company. At 
that conference, I met Earl Davis, an American who had 
taken his doctorate at the University of  Munich. In my talk 
on social distance I suggested that it would be nice to repli-
cate the study in other cultures. Earl offered to collect the 
German data. He did that and eventually came to Illinois 
where he was my Research Associate for some years. After 
that he had jobs in New York and eventually became the Di-
rector of  the Irish Social Science Center in Dublin, but died 
a few years later. 

After the conference we went to Bayreuth. We stayed at a 
modest hotel, and I remember my surprise that the maid 
smelled “unwashed.” Dreck macht Fett is a German expression 
I remembered from my childhood. It showed the undepend-
ability of  the stereotype German=clean. We saw the Flying 
Dutchman, which I enjoyed a lot. Most interesting was the din-
ner arrangement. There was a one hour intermission; dinner 
was ordered before the show. During the intermission we ate 
at a table for 10 persons. I overheard some older German la-
dies talking about a past performance of  Wagner they had 
seen a long time ago. I was able to follow, but Leigh only had 
the kind of  German one needs to pass the language exam at 
Harvard, which is minimal. 
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YEAR
DOMES-

TIC
INTERNA-

TIONAL

1960-65 0.2 2.4

1966-69 1.4 0.6

1970-74 1.0 2.2

1975-70 3.0 2.0

1980-84 4.6 4.4

1985-89 5.6 5.8

1990-94 7.4 6.0

1995-98* 1.4 2.2

*I retired in 1997*I retired in 1997*I retired in 1997



We also visited Greece, where Leigh met my parents. 
They agreed that she was very beautiful, but communication 
was not good, since their English was minimal and she only 
spoke English and Hindi. This visit was in contrast with my 
first visit with Pola in 1967, when she spoke German with my 
father and French with my mother. All my relatives spoke one 
foreign language well. My father’s German was good and my 
mother’s French was fluent. They were comfortable when 
speaking it. 

In the summer of  1961, the Congress of  the Interna-
tional Association of  Applied Psychology was held in Copen-
hagen, Denmark. Here was another tax deductible opportu-
nity for travel. First I went to Greece alone, and then later 
met Leigh in Copenhagen. On the way to Copenhagen, I 
stopped in Vienna, just to see it. My family had many links 
with Vienna, including the fact that my grandparents went 
there for their honeymoon. When I was in Vienna, the Berlin 
wall went up, and there was much anxiety about travel in 
Europe. But my flight from Vienna to Copenhagen was un-
eventful, except that in Copenhagen I took the wrong suit-
case from baggage claim. My bag was very distinct and I had 
not checked the name. When I opened it at the hotel I was 
shocked to see that it was not mine. I had the hotel call the 
airport and they arranged to take it there and exchange it for 
the bag of  a gentleman who also had this distinct bag. 

In Copenhagen, I witnessed an automobile crash. The 
drivers were not injured, but their cars suffered considerable 
damage. I was amazed by the politeness of  their encounter. 

They got out of  their cars and shook hands, bowed and ex-
changed some papers. I could imagine that a similar episode 
in southern Europe would have been much more vocal. 

The conference delegates were invited to a splendid re-
ception given by the Mayor of  Copenhagen, which featured 
the open faced sandwiches for which Denmark is so famous. 
We also enjoyed the hospitality of  Danish colleagues who in-
vited us to their homes, which were very small by American 
standards. Leigh needed an injection (I forgot for what) and 
we told the conference organizers. Next thing we knew an 
ambulance came and she was taken to a clinic where she got 
the injection and the charge was zero! In Denmark we pur-
chased our furniture. A wonderful desk and large chair I still 
have, a full dining room set, sofas, chairs, armchairs. They 
were shipped to Illinois and arrived in good shape. The din-
ing room table, which can expand from 4 to 12, is now in 
Louisa’s house in California. It was used for Christmas 2013, 
when Louisa had 25 people for dinner—mostly Jim’s rela-
tives. 

One of  the highlights of  Copenhagen is a visit to Tivoli 
Gardens. You pay an entrance fee and then all events are 
free. There is every conceivable kind of  entertain-
ment—plays, concerts, magicians, animal shows, haunted 
houses. One can spend the whole day.

After Denmark, we flew to Norway, and spent some time 
in Oslo, where we saw the city hall, and a park that featured 
the ironwork of  a Norwegian sculptor, whose name I no 
longer remember. We then flew to Bergen. I was much 
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moved by a visit to the home of  Edvar Grieg. His piano con-
certo is one of  my favorites. I saw the desk where he worked 
with a marvelous view of  the fjord. When I visited again 40 
years later, it was not possible to see as much, since they now 
have a visitor’s center and have restricted access to parts of  
the house. I remember some wonderful breakfasts in Bergen 
in 1961, with cheese and fish, but the other meals were not 
particularly good because there were few vegetables. When I 
went again to Norway 40 years later, the meals were much 
better and included a lot of  fresh fruit as well as vegetables, 
thanks to the European Union.

In 1961, I was given tenure at Illinois. Leigh unfortu-
nately did not get tenure, even though her PhD was from 
1954 and mine from 1958. I was receiving invitations to go 
here and there and she was not. All this only led to more fric-
tion. We went to the University of  Pittsburgh and received of-
fers from there, but I did not want to go since Illinois was a 
much better department at that time. Leigh, however, wanted 
to go, causing further arguments. In retrospect, it may be that 
the bias in favor of  men was part of  the cause of  these diffi-
culties.

1962-64 
One of  my graduate students at Illinois was Josie Nai-

doo, from Durban, South Africa. On September 19, 1964, 
she married Jim Leslie, a Canadian graduate student in phys-
ics. Since the bride’s family was not able to travel from apart-
heid South Africa, Josie asked me to give her away. After 
graduation they moved to Canada, where they both taught at 

universities in Waterloo, Ontario, and raised three very suc-
cessful children. Over the years, they sent me photos of  the 
children in various exotic parts of  the world, including on top 
of  camels in places in 
Africa. We have re-
mained in touch all 
these years. Josie has 
now retired, which 
makes me feel old. 
Jim died in May, 
2015. 

In 1963, I was in-
vited to be on the 
Board of  the Journal 
of  Abnormal and Social 
Psychology, the most 
important journal in 
my field. This journal 
changed its name to 
Journal of  Personality 
and Social Psychology in 
1965. I remained on 
its board until 2001. 

I developed pro-
fessional links with Fred Fiedler, Charlie Osgood, and Larry 
Stolurow. In 1961, Fred was asked by the Office of  Naval re-
search if  he wanted to undertake a project that Admiral 
Elmo Zumwalt (1920-2000) wanted done. He wanted every 

65

Harry C. Triandis AUTOBIOGRAPHY

Harry escorts Josie up the aisle at her 
wedding to Jim Leslie



sailor to become an ambassador for the U. S. We indicated 
that the project was difficult, but that we were willing to try. 
We were given almost a million dollars and five years to do it. 
The project was completed in 1969. Fred was the organizer 
and he would study the leadership of  sailors. Charlie Osgood 
would study communication among sailors. Stolurow would 
develop computer-based training for the sailors. I was given 
the job of  “analyzing culture,” so that the information could 
be communicated and computer training could be devel-
oped. The hypothesis was that if  the sailors understood the 
local culture, they would behave better than they usually do. 

Osgood started his cross-cultural study of  affective mean-
ing, essentially doing in a dozen countries what we had done 
in Greece in 1954. Before this project, he invited me to a con-
ference at Allerton Park, a property that was donated by Rob-
ert Allerton to the University of  Illinois consisting of  an ele-
gant manor house and some 1,500 acres of  forests. Among 
those invited to the conference were Clyde Kluckhohn and 
Roy D’Andrade, both famous anthropologists. I was de-
lighted to meet them. I consider Clyde’s chapter in the 1956 
Handbook of  Social Psychology one of  the best in the field. 

In 1963, Charlie organized a conference in Dubrovnik, 
Yugoslavia. I loved that city, which reminded me of  Corfu. In 
subsequent years I returned there several more times. One 
three day visit was with my mother, Pola, and Louisa. Nearby 
were some wonderful tourist attractions, such as Sveti Stefan, 
formerly a fisherman’s village that has been converted into a 
luxury resort, with a wonderful beach, Kotor, a most spec-

tacular fjord on the way to Cetinje, the capital of  
Montenegro.The city of  Kotor is next to a mountain, and 
most of  the buildings are a few feet from the mountain. Du-
brovnik has a medieval wall, where a performance of  Hamlet 
was staged by the local tourist board. I went, though I do not 
understand Serbo-Croatian, because it was thrilling to see 
the ghost emerging out of  a “real” wall. 

A boat company offered a trip through the islands of  the 
Adriatic. Many of  the delegates to Osgood’s conference went 
on that trip. The price of  the trip included unlimited Slivo-
vic. Unfortunately, Terry Prothro, of  the American Univer-
sity in Beirut, Lebanon, did not know how potent Slivovic 
can be, and exiting the boat he fell and hurt his head. 

The Dubrovnik hotel was on the sea and we could swim 
very easily. The colleagues from Finland complained that the 
water was too warm, but I thought it was perfect. The wait-
ers at the hotel moved in slow motion. The effects of  commu-
nism are demotivating! It took them 90 minutes to serve 
every meal. We observed the same thing in Belgrade, when 
Pola and I visited some years later. We went for breakfast in a 
fancy hotel, but they did not bother to serve us. Pola could un-
derstand what they were saying: “You serve them.” “Why 
should I serve them?” “You go, it’s your turn.” They finally 
moved when she spoke to them in Serbo-Croatian!

After the conference, I flew with the Swedish sociologist, 
Ulf  Himmelstrand, to Munich. However, as we took off  from 
Zagreb, we noticed that one of  the engines of  the airplane 
was spouting oil. We brought it to the attention of  the flight 
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attendant, who mentioned it to the pilot, who turned the 
plane back to Zagreb and landed it with one engine, display-
ing perfect skill. Of  course, this was a very anxiety producing 
event. Ulf  later went to Nigeria where I met him in 1967. He 
ended his career as professor of  sociology in Sweden.

In 1963, I bought a lot outside Champaign at Lake Park. 
This was a small residential community on an artificial lake 
in the middle of  Illinois cornfields. My plan was to build a 
house there after we had enough money. In the meantime, 
we used it for swimming and had friends over for picnics. I 
loved the view of  the lake, especially when the water was 
blue, almost like the Aegean. I did swim in that Lake from 
1963 to 2010, when my legs became too weak for stability in 
getting in and out.

In 1964, I gave colloquia at Washington University in St. 
Louis and at the University of  Chicago. The International As-
sociation of  Applied Psychology had its meeting in Ljubljana, 
Slovenia, then part of  Yugoslavia. The city looks much more 
like Austria than Yugoslavia. The local organizing committee 
did an excellent job of  entertaining us. They had a reception 
at the Art Museum of  Ljubljana that was wonderful—seeing 
good art while drinking good wine. They organized a show 
of  Yugoslav dances that was outstanding. The dancing was 
most energetic, showing that a colder climate than Greece al-
lowed for more vigorous dances. The Russians changed the 
composition of  the delegation of  psychologists that they were 
going to send to the Congress, and the Yugoslavs rejected the 

delegation! Thus, they asserted their independence from the 
communist giant.

 I organized one of  the symposia, and met the leading 
members of  the association. Little did I know at that time 
that 26 years later I would be the President of  that Associa-
tion. I visited Bled with Fred Fiedler and Larry Stolurow, and 
we even went for a swim, though the water was very cold. 

To get to Ljubljana, I flew to Vienna and took the train. 
On the way I stopped in Villach, which had a big celebration 
called Kirchentag. There was much drinking and dancing, 
and I talked to the local drunks about their feelings for vari-
ous countries. They did not like Germany! In 1964, I re-
ceived a Ford Foundation Fellowship that supported my re-
search on social distance.

In the 1960s, I did a number of  studies of  social distance. 
My method presented complex stimuli such as “a Portuguese, 
Protestant, black, physician,” that varied in nationality, relig-
ion, race, occupation, personality, accent, behavior, and other 
attributes, and elicited from people whether they would or 
would not do a particular behavior when interacting with 
that stimulus person. For example, “Would you invite this per-
son to dinner?” Nine-point scales were used so the person 
would indicate if  s/he would or would not do that. The re-
sponses were analyzed by a technique called analysis of  vari-
ance that indicates the relative importance of  nationality, 
race and the like as determinants of  the particular behavior. 
The behavior-responses were factor analyzed so that factors, 
such as “intimate friendship” or “avoidance,” were extracted. 
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Thus the results could be summarized this way: “avoidance 
in this culture is primarily determined by race, secondarily by 
occupation, while nationality and religion are less important 
as determinants of  social distance.” In one monograph (Tri-
andis & Triandis, 1962) we found that, in Greece, religion 
was very important (due to anti-Semitism), while in the U. S., 
race was most important. Religious people in Greece believe 
that Jews killed Christ, and hence they are anti-Semitic. Actu-
ally, Christ was a Jew and was killed by the Romans because 
he wanted to liberate the Jews from the Romans (Aslan, 
2013). We also obtained much information about the person-
ality of  those giving the responses, and their memories about 
the way they were raised by their parents. As other studies 
also found, authoritarian parents had children who avoided 
people who were different from themselves. 

In 1964, I reported on the development of  the “behav-
ioral differential,” a method for the study of  the behavioral 
component of  attitudes (Triandis, 1964b). It consists of  the 
presentation of  a stimulus person, followed by several 9-point 
scales bound by the words “would” and “would not.” A be-
havior is entered under each scale, thus allowing the respon-
dent to indicate whether he/she would do this behavior with 
that stimulus person. Many scales were used and factor analy-
sis extracted several factors, such as “intimate friendship,” 
“avoidance,” “respect,” and the like. Many researchers, such 
as Fishbein have used it in their work. 

When Sinichi Takezawa, a Japanese professor, visited Illi-
nois, I explained the method to him and asked him if  he 

would be willing to collect Japanese data utilizing that 
method; he agreed. Davis collected the data in Germany. 
Thus, in Triandis, Davis, and Takezawa (1965), we reported 
that in Germany and Japan, occupation was most important, 
but in the United States race was most important. Using this 
method, I did some summer research with two National Sci-
ence Foundation undergraduates, Wally Loh and Leslie 
Levine. We explored the importance of  race, status, the qual-
ity of  spoken English, and opinions about civil rights as deter-
minants of  social distance by presenting videos of  people 
who spoke while students rated their willingness to do various 
behaviors with the stimulus person. Again, race was most im-
portant (Triandis, Loh, & Levine, 1966). Following a distin-
guished academic career, Wally Loh is now the President of  
the University of  Maryland.

In 1962 and 1963, we did not go to Greece as usual. We 
drove to California twice. In 1962, we drove west to Hanni-
bal, Missouri, where Mark Twain spent his childhood, and 
saw the cave that he describes in some of  his work. Driving 
through Kansas was flat and boring, but when we finally got 
to the mountains, the driving was wonderful. The area 
around Taos reminded me of  Greece. We stopped in Taos, 
where Leigh bought a sculpture. She liked Taos so much that 
after our divorce, she bought a house there. We visited many 
Indian pueblos, such as the one in Taos, and a number of  In-
dian archaeological sites, among them Mesa Verde and oth-
ers whose name I have forgotten.
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The Grand Canyon was an unbelievable experience: so 
majestic, so colorful. I was not able to ride the mules into it, 
because I weighed more than 200 pounds—the limit of  the 
mules. But I did walk down for a good stretch. The views 
from the North Rim were superb and the forests on that side 
were terrific. We then visited Bryce National Park, which 
looks like an abandoned city, yet it is just eroded rocks. One 
rock looked like Queen Victoria. In Arizona we visited the 
Petrified Forest, which is impressive since one can rarely see 
trees that are millions of  years old. 

In California, we saw the Sequoias National Park and Yo-
semite, and we finally reached San Francisco, which we ex-
plored in detail. On the way back we stopped in Yellowstone 
Park and the Grand Teton area. I was delighted by Yellow-
stone’s colorful lakes. I remember that the area around one 
of  the lakes had four kinds of  blue color. The trip more than 
made up for not going to Greece that year. We loved the flow-
ers overlooking Lake Jackson and the views of  the Tetons 
which we saw from a boat crossing the lake.

In 1963, the APA met in Los Angeles. That year, we revis-
ited some of  the parks I mentioned earlier, such as the South 
Rim of  the Grand Canyon. I do remember that we stopped 
at Estes Park where we visited my colleague Joe Hunt, and 
then went through the wonderful Rocky Mountain National 
Park, where the vegetation decreases gradually as one as-
cends. When we reached Los Angeles, we took a side trip to 
San Diego and Tijuana. I remember having my first Caesar 
Salad in Tijuana, where it was invented. It was prepared at 

the side of  our table in a most elaborate way. I remember 
also that traffic was very bad even in 1963, so that after 
spending the night in San Diego, we got up very early in the 
morning to beat the traffic and get to our Los Angeles hotel. 
I met Muzafer Sherif  at APA, with whom I developed a close 
friendship. He was a wonderful man; we had a lot in com-
mon. He came from Turkey and studied in the U.S. and then 
worked here. Turkey and Greece are very similar cultures. 
He had a great interest in my studies of  social distance, 
norms, and roles, and he eventually invited me to Penn State, 
where I presented my studies of  social distance that were pub-
lished in Triandis (1967). We also visited Disneyland, but I 
think we took a bus to avoid driving. 

Triandis (1964a) was an important chapter. It was the 
first time that culture came into social psychology in a signifi-
cant way. In the early 1960s, I was invited by my colleague 
Charles Erikson, to a conference held by psychologists who 
were less than 40 years old. There I met Len Berkowitz, who 
suggested I do a chapter on culture for the new social psychol-
ogy series he was editing. I worked very hard, read very 
widely, and for the first time talked about emics and etic in 
psychology. I used material from anthropology, communica-
tion, linguistics, as well as psychology. This chapter was the 
first in that series. 
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The Analysis of Subjective Culture. HARRY 
C. TRIANDIS. In association with Vasso 
Vassiliou, George Vassiliou, Yasumasa 
Tanaka, and A. V. Shanmugan. Com- 
parative Studies in Behavioral Science 
series. New York & London: John Wiley 
& Sons (Wiley-Interscience), 1972. xii + 
383 pp., figures, tables, references, in- 
dexes. $16.95 (cloth). 

Reviewed by MARVIN K. OPLER 
S UNY, Buffalo 

The team of authors who wrote this book 
under the leadership of Triandis cover a 
broad horizon of comparative studies in 
behavioral science. The book is advertised as 
being invaluable to behavioral scientists in 
designing cross-cultural studies including 
social anthropology, and with authors from 
Greece, Japan, India, and the United States, 
this should galvanize our attention. If cul- 
ture is the man-made part of the human 
environment, and human conflict and aggres- 
sion are products of “biological and cultural 
influences,” as these authors assert, there is 
merit in defining “subjective culture” as a 
topic worthy of study. The authors claim to 
use standard psychological methods of mea- 
surement to find similarities and differences 
in human cognition across cultures. This, 
too, is commendable. But already, we fear a 
series of assumptions have crept into the 
discussion. 

In the first place, can cognitive studies be 
successfully separated from emotive ones? 
Our answer would be that man and his 
behavior cannot be so segmented. It might 
be possible to study cognition and emotion 
side-by-side, but for the anthropologist in his 
study of behavior they must be analyzed 
conjointly. In the second place, many an- 
thropologists interested in the effects of 
culture upon man are unwilling to settle for 
less than “total anthropology,” by which we 
mean all that psychological anthropology, 
functionalism of which these authors ap- 

prove, and certainly ethnohistory, physical 
anthropology, and archeology can provide. 
If generalizations are to be broad and truly 
inductive, even the construction of hypo- 
theses cannot settle for cross-sectional 
methods of cognitive evaluation even in 
developing the hypotheses and constructs 
which we wish to test. It is true that studies 
of stereotyping, values orientations, role 
perception, and “cognitive bonds” are ex- 
tremely useful, but if we are to apply them 
in cross-cultural training, intergroup rela- 
tions, modernization, and mental health, we 
shall have to have methods equally useful for 
applied social sciences as well as cognitive 
maps of values, rates of interaction, and for 
dicta about particular “types of culture.” 

Obviously, we prefer a kind of general 
systems theory applied to culture which 
does not segment the phenomena concerning 
man unduly nor the methods intended to 
pursue these goals. 

The authors cautiously note that method- 
ologically indefensible research does not 
sufficiently isolate competing hypotheses for 
experimentation. Probably one move in the 
direction of a solution would be to utilize 
successive methods as tools of analysis ap- 
propriate to successive hypotheses which 
have relevance-and this is a big order as the 
authors suggest on pages 48 and 49, al- 
though studies over a long period of time 
with sufficient funding as was provided in 
the Midtown Manhattan Mental Health Re- 
search Studies, or the various Cornell over- 
seas programs, could be helpful. (It would 
not be possible to list the many pages of 
reference of items emanating from these 
studies. ) 

The reader is referred to the Greek, the 
Japanese, the East Indian, and other com- 
mentaries in this book based on studies for 
which a series of reviewers would be more 
appropriate than a single reviewer. In their 
own words, the writers state on page 355, 
“Our present work can be characterized by 
an inductive, data-related, development of 
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1965-66
By 1961, I did not as yet have much of  a reputation in so-

cial psychology. However, I became well known as a result of  
a controversy. In 1960, Milton Rokeach, for whom I have the 
highest regard and admiration, claimed that shared belief  is 
more important than race as a determinant of  social distance 
and prejudice. I felt that this was incorrect, and argued that 
race is important when the behavior is intimate, but not so 
important for relatively unimportant behaviors. That resulted 
in the “race v. belief ” controversy, which was in the social psy-
chological literature for a few years. I think that Triandis and 
Davis (1965) settled that issue. 

In the 1960s, I developed several methods to study cul-
ture. They included the use of  the semantic differential, the 
behavioral differential, the role differential, the antecedent – 
consequent method, and others. I collected and analyzed 
American data using these methods. Thus, I could lecture 

about 
these find-
ings and 
find col-
labora-
tors will-
ing to col-
lect the 
same 
data in 
their 

countries. Eventually, studies based on data from Japan, In-
dia, Greece, and the U.S. were presented in my book The 
Analysis of  Subjective Culture. This book also included a theoreti-
cal framework with different levels of  abstraction: stimuli 
(e.g., auditory) resulted in elementary categories (e.g., pho-
nemes), which become meaning categories (e.g., morphemes), 
which become concepts (e.g., words), which are organized 
into cognitive structures (e.g., roles), which are organized into 
attitudes, values and value orientations. The antecedents of  
subjective culture were resources, ecologies, languages, and 
historical events, which then became culture-specific cogni-
tive structures, such as roles, behavioral intentions, and pat-
terns of  action. The analyses included factor analysis; com-

71

Harry C. Triandis AUTOBIOGRAPHY

Vasso Vassiliou in 2006 at her home on the island of  Mitilini. She died 
soon after this picture was taken.



parisons among the factors would reveal the essence of  each 
subjective culture. 

The findings were too numerous to mention here. I will 
only mention two examples. (1) When individuals in represen-
tative samples were asked to describe themselves, people from 
rural samples in Greece first mentioned “I am philotimos.” 
That is, in social science terms, they said: “I am a good mem-
ber of  my ingroup.” Urban samples were much less likely to 
give this response. That reflects the greater collectivism of  ru-
ral samples as opposed to urban samples. (2) When respond-
ing to the word “progress,” Greeks and Indians were likely to 
reveal that they thought of  this term as a societal construct—
e.g., progress leads to a strong country. Americans were more 
likely to think of  the term in individualistic ways—e.g., if  
there is progress there is happiness. Thus, again the contrast 
between collectivism and individualism emerged.

The book included several collaborators. I wrote the first 
draft of  all the chapters, and asked my collaborators to check 
it and make corrections. Yasumasa Tanaka did one chapter 
on his own research, which was included. I added five names 
of  independent investigators in different countries as “in asso-
ciation with:” Vasso and George Vassiliou from Athens, 
Greece, Yasumasa Tanaka from Tokyo, Japan, and A. V. 
Shanmugam from Mysore, India. The next level was “with 
the assistance of ” and included Earl Davis, who, as my Re-
search Associate, supervised many of  the analyses, and 
students Keith Kilty, Howard McGuire, Tulsi Saral, and 
Kuo-shu Yang, who did most of  the analyses. Yang Kuo-shu 
has since become a famous indigenous cultural psychologist. 
He was the Vice President of  the Academia Sinica on Tai-
wan, organized a conference on cross-cultural psychology 
and a conference on Asian Social Psychology in Taiwan, and 
hosted me on many of  my trips to that island.

To study subjective culture, the first job was to find col-
laborators who would collect equivalent data in different cul-
tures. Leigh and I took one year travelling around the world 
to find the collaborators, train them, and guide them in data 
collection. The first stop was Hawaii. Osgood was taking his 
sabbatical there and we visited him, as well as doing the ma-
jor sights on Oahu. The next stop was in Japan. The U.S In-
formation Service contacted me before the trip and asked me 
to give some lectures in each place under the auspices of  the 
Service. That proved a very nice aspect of  the trip. In many 
of  our stops, we were met by the American Cultural Attaché 
with a chauffeur driven car. We were taken to our hotel, to 
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the place for my lectures, and were given tickets to the best 
places to see. For example, the Katzura Villa in Kyoto allows 
only 20 visitors per day. Japanese citizens have to wait for 
years to get in line to see it, but we got in. 

I spoke to a special meeting of  the Japanese Psychologi-
cal Association with Yasumasa Tanaka translating. He spoke 
longer than I did, because he felt the audience needed extra 
help to understand what I had said. Since a visit by an Ameri-
can academic was rare at that time, I was given a superstar 
reception, with people asking for my autograph. We stayed at 
the New Japan Hotel in Tokyo, where I had the most marvel-
ous spaghetti I have ever had. The Japanese are good at imi-
tating and they managed to make the original more to my 
taste. It was a memorable meal. I like my spaghetti “al dente” 
and found few places where they are done just right. One of  
them was in New Zealand, in 2002. 

We visited Nikko, which has colorful shrines and water-
falls. On the way in the train, a voice in English told us that 
there is “jukebox available for praying.” The Japanese have 
difficulties telling the difference between an L and an R. The 
visit to Kyoto was a highlight. We loved the gardens and tem-
ples, especially the Katzura Villa, which is a superb aesthetic 
experience. Each stone around the lake and in the garden 
took years of  thinking and experimenting to provide the opti-
mal aesthetic experience. One room had a window with a 
view from a mountain top. This was achieved by having bon-
sai trees of  just the right size on the slope in front of  the win-
dow. I was lucky to visit the villa a second time in 1990, when 

I was President of  the International Association of  Applied 
Psychology, which held its convention in Kyoto. Our Japa-
nese colleagues arranged for tickets for Bernhard Wilpert 
(Past President) and me. I feel so privileged to have seen it 
twice. I grew very fond of  Japanese gardens. In addition to 
the ones in Kyoto, I remember well the ones in Tokyo, as well 
as some very good examples in the U. S., especially in Rock-
ford, IL, San Francisco, and St. Louis. The University of  Illi-
nois also has a Japan House that has a small but respectable 
garden.

After Japan, we stopped in Hong Kong. I lectured at the 
University of  Hong Kong, and Eric Kwan took us around. 
While there, we ate at some authentic Chinese restaurants, 
where the food was out of  this world. There is no doubt that 
Chinese and French cuisines are at the top of  the hierarchy, 
though Greek and Italian food comes next, at least for me. 

The next stop was in Malaysia, at Kuala Lumpur. We 
stayed with Leigh’s interpreter, who had married an Indian 
engineer. I was most impressed with the modern buildings. I 
even found Sara Lee cheesecake at a grocery store. Obvi-
ously, this store was for foreigners. I had arguments with my 
host about the war in Vietnam. I did not think that the U.S. 
should have gone there, since the historic enmity between 
China and Vietnam made the domino theory invalid. But he 
was a strong believer in the domino theory. They took us to 
see a parcel of  land on which they hoped to build their house 
and he explained “if  you do not win in Vietnam, we may not 
be able to build our house.”
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The next stop was in Bangkok, Thailand. I lectured at 
Chullalongkorn University, but no one was interested in my 
project. The splendors of  the gold-covered palaces and tem-
ples made the visit most satisfying. We saw the floating mar-
kets and children swimming in what I suspected were un-
healthy waters. The statue of  the Golden Buddha was an im-
pressive sight. They told us that it had been buried for years. 
When an invasion threatened the city they took that precau-
tion of  hiding it before their enemies could find it. Many 
years later, they dug it out, and now it can be seen in its en-
tire splendor. At one point we entered a taxi and I asked the 
driver to take us to the Wat Po Temple. The driver indicated 
that he did not understand. I remembered that this was a to-
nal language, so it was a matter of  experimenting with the 
tones. I tried several tones and suddenly I hit the correct one. 
The driver’s face illuminated as though he had suddenly seen 
the meaning of  life.

We arrived in Calcutta at 4 in the morning. The sight of  
thousands of  people sleeping in the street as if  they were 
dead provided a culture shock. They do this in order to save 
their money so they can send more to their village. At the ho-
tel the servants had no shoes. Probably they could not afford 
them, but it could be that they felt more free barefoot to 
move quickly. 

I lectured at the University of  Calcutta and at the Indian 
Statistical Institute. I described the results of  a study with the 
role differential. After I finished my talk at the university, the 
professors asked the students to leave the room so the profes-

sors could ask questions. I found this most surprising. After 
the students left the room I asked for questions. There were 
none! I wonder if  I succeeded in communicating. 

However, the lecture at the Indian Statistical Institute 
went well, and Rhea Das invited us to dinner. She was an 
American married to an Indian. Her father was Ross Stag-
ner, who has written on social and personality psychology 
and whom I replaced at the Institute of  Labor and Industrial 
Relations (see above). He was at Illinois before I arrived and 
later moved to Detroit as Head of  the Department of  Psy-
chology at Wayne State University. Rhea and her husband 
eventually divorced and she returned to the U.S. It was inter-
esting to see that her house was inside a pleasant garden, sur-
rounded by a very tall fence. The gate was operated by a fel-
low in uniform who had been told to expect us. We arrived 
by taxi and he opened the gate, and then closed it as soon as 
possible after we entered. This was to keep the poor from en-
tering the garden. The poor seemed to be everywhere. They 
kept asking for money. I did not give money because once 
you give to one there will be many more and you will spend 
the whole day handing out coins. But the matter was not that 
easy. A severely deformed fellow came and told me that he 
had leprosy and that he would touch me if  I did not give him 
some money. I knew that leprosy is not easily transmitted, so 
I ignored him, and he touched me. 

The contrast between Rhea’s elegant house, with numer-
ous servants, and the outside world was very powerful. In Cal-
cutta we saw many temples and palaces. The British used Cal-
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cutta as an administrative center at one time and it has some 
splendid government buildings as well. 

The next stop was Benares, also known as Veranasi. We 
stayed at the Clark Hotel which still had British traditions. 
For $6/day (the dollar in 1965 was worth about 20 times as 
much as today), we were given morning tea, a proper English 
breakfast (eggs and bacon), lunch, afternoon tea, and dinner. 
Benares is on the sacred river Ganges, and most of  the build-
ings are on one side of  the river. The locals believe that if  
they die on the correct side of  the river they will be reincar-
nated well, but on the other side of  the river they will not 
fare as well. Apparently, the Maharaja has his palace on the 
incorrect side of  the river, but when he gets sick he is rushed 
to the correct side. 

 	The correct side has innumerable temples each for a 
particular disease. Those who have that disease pray at the 
temple of  that disease. The river floods annually, and we 
could see the marks of  the yearly flood stage. It was some-
thing like 40 feet above the level when we were there. I took 
numerous pictures from the top of  a castle, including one of  
a man defecating in the open air. Natural life events do occur 
in public in Benares. 

In New Delhi, I lectured at a special meeting of  the In-
dian Psychological Association and spent a lot of  time with 
Dr. Kuppuswamy, a well know psychologist. After his death, I 
wrote a chapter for a volume in his honor. Delhi is fascinating 
because it has so many medieval buildings but also magnifi-
cent modern avenues. We went to a special restaurant to eat 

Tanduri Chicken. It was memorable. We also attended a con-
cert of  Indian classical music. It was very interesting but it 
sounded repetitious to our untrained ears. Also, it lasted 
more than three hours, and at that point we went to our ho-
tel. We saw many temples, some with astronomical instru-
ments made mostly of  stone. Astronomy was an important ac-
tivity of  the local priests. 

A visit to the Taj Mahal is always part of  an Indian itiner-
ary. In Agra, Leigh and I stayed at a hotel with a nice pool. I 
walked to the Taj a number of  times. But there were rick-
shaw fellows who insisted that I should not walk and instead I 
should ride, sitting on the client seat while they did the pedal-
ing. Since I enjoy walking, I found it annoying to have to ar-
gue with them. One of  them said: “You are rich and I am 
poor, therefore you must ride my rickshaw.” The logic is im-
peccable, but I like walking. In fact, walking has been an im-
portant activity for me. In Athens, I used to walk for one or 
two hours a day exploring different neighborhoods. As a re-
sult, I now have arthritis. 

Seeing the Taj was a great aesthetic experience. It is 
lovely in its symmetry, and with the pool in front of  it sur-
rounded with flowers. We saw it by day and by moonlight. It 
is truly a marvelous building. Next, we did an excursion to 
Fatehpur Sikri. This fantastic city had been abandoned when 
the water supply ran out. It had magnificent palace gates, 
squares, and stairways. A fellow approached me and said he 
wanted to be my guide. I said that I had read about it already 
and did not need him. We argued while we walked though 
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the city. Finally, I turned, while we were on a stairway, and 
told him: “Give up; I am not going to hire you.” He said with 
much emotion: “May you die!” Since I do not believe in 
curses I just laughed, and 58 years later I am still here.

Jaipur is a beautiful city. Our hotel was in a palace that 
had been converted into a hotel. The price was again $6/
night. The garden was unbelievable, with flower beds and 
peacocks. Jaipur is noted for a building that has a magnifi-
cent façade with nothing behind it. Someone wanted to im-
press the Jones’ but did not have enough money to do it. In 
Jaipur, we saw an area with many stone astronomical instru-
ments used by the ancient priests.

On the evening train to Jaipur from Agra, we had first 
class tickets but did not realize that you have to provide your 
own bedding. A nice gentleman in our carriage offered us 
some blankets. We started a conversation and he turned out 
to be the Governor of  Jaipur province. He invited us for tea 
to his house, which was most impressive. There we met his 
son, who was about my age, and he showed us around the 
town, including the university. When we came to the univer-
sity library, I asked him if  it was difficult to check out 
books—which I knew was the case in France. He was aston-
ished and said: “No, I just send my servants.”

Mysore was our next stop. We flew to Bangalore just 
north of  the city, where we were met by A. V. Shanmugam, 
who was a student at Illinois, and became one of  the collabo-
rators of  my project. He drove us to Mysore. Indian driving 

is accomplished by a liberal use of  the horn to clear a path 
through all the people, cows, rickshaws, bicycles, and cars. 

Before our arrival, I had written to the only western hotel 
in town to book a room. They sent me a card that included 
two options: “we do have a room” and “we do not have a 
room.” An X was placed next to the latter. I told Shanmu-
gam that the hotel was full and he said that this was plausible 
because an Indian film company was making a movie at that 
time. He took us to the Pavilion of  the Mysore Police, where 
the policemen go when on vacation. However, the room was 
full of  crawling insects and Leigh objected. We asked him to 
find something else. Shanmugam disappeared for a while and 
returned to tell us that we could stay at the Palace of  the Ma-
haraja of  Mysore. We went to the palace; it was truly pala-
tial. Gold-covered objects all over, a bathroom that was like a 
swimming pool. However, the room could not become avail-
able for 24 hours because the maharaja was very fussy: the 
room must be cleaned before his guests use it. Given the di-
lemma of  insects, for one night I decided to go to the western 
hotel and ask if, by chance, they had a cancelation for that 
night. When I gave my name the clerk he said: “We are ex-
pecting you, Professor Triandis.” But, I said, “you sent me a 
card that had an X next to “we do not have a room.” The 
clerk got irritated. “Of  course” he said angrily, “we cross out 
the category that does not apply.” In short, how stupid can 
you be not to know that! 

Mysore is truly Indian. It has all kinds of  traditional pa-
rades and social life. At one point, we visited a temple with 
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an iron bull the size of  a car. The priest spoke good English 
and informed me that the God created the bull in one night. 
Henry Ford would have been proud of  that God!

Shanmugam invited us to go to the jungle and see the 
wild animals. We got up before sunrise, mounted elephants, 
and set out for the jungle. Although we spent several hours, 
we saw no wild animals. Unfortunately, humans are taking 
over the jungle and the animals have lost their habitat. It was 
cold early in the morning, so we thought some hot coffee 
would be nice. We spotted a hut, and went there to see if  we 
could get some coffee. Indeed they had coffee, and even a 
sign on the door that read: “Diner’s Club.” A jungle with 
credit cards! 

I gave a lecture at the University of  Bangalore. This city 
has a marvelous climate because it is in the tropics but at an 
elevation which makes it cool. It is now the center of  the com-
puter industry of  India. Incidentally, we were able to get a 
beer and even hard liquor at our hotel, but ordinary Indians 
were not supposed to drink. In fact, at that time, one had to 
get a permit to buy alcoholic drinks. However, if  an Indian 
had lived abroad he was considered a “habitual drunkard” 
and was given the permit without argument. 

We then flew to Poona. This is a university town and I 
met some interesting professors. Then we reached Bombay. 
We stayed at the Taj Mahal Hotel, and again for $6/night we 
had all our meals. We took a tour of  the city, which can rival 
Naples since it has a similarly beautiful bay. One of  the un-
usual sites was a Parsi Temple. The Parsis are Zoroastrians, 

an ancient religion from Persia, which is gradually disappear-
ing as a result of  intermarriage. The famous conductor, Zu-
bin Mehta, is a Parsi. They expose their dead at the temple 
to be devoured by huge black birds. We visited an island in 
the Bay of  Bombay which is full of  magnificent statues that 
were full of  odd marks. When I inquired about this, I was 
told that Portuguese sailors used the statues for target prac-
tice. So much of  the ancient art has been damaged by people 
who do not know how to appreciate it. Not far from Bombay 
were the famous caves of  Elora and Ajanta. We reached 
them by air. They contain magnificent statues and Buddhist 
paintings. Many statues were created by extracting material 
from the mountain. That is a tricky form of  art, since if  you 
make a mistake you cannot correct it.

Iran was our next stop. The University of  Illinois had a 
research station in Teheran, directed by Bill Archer, an 
American linguist who worked with Osgood. His wife, For-
ough, was Iranian. Bill Archer was one of  the most amusing 
fellows I ever met. He was full of  interesting stories. For exam-
ple, he dressed as a poor Iranian and went to mosque where 
he was treated as a beggar, and received quite a bit of  money. 
The idea of  a Professor of  the University of  Illinois doing 
this is certainly original! He spoke many languages and had 
all kinds of  stories about people saying things about him that 
they thought he would not understand. Forough’s brother, 
who was an inspector of  schools, showed us the town in his 
car. While in Teheran, I lectured at the university, and we 
went to the most impressive museum, where Persian art and 
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artifacts of  many centuries are displayed and where one can 
see also the Iranian crown jewels. 

Then we flew to Isfahan, which is one of  the most beauti-
ful towns I have ever seen. It has a square that is said to be 
the second largest in the world after Red Square in Moscow. 
The square was an ancient hippodrome, and now it has one 
mosque after another covered by beautiful blue tile. The blue 
is known as Isfahan blue and is unique. It is Islamic art at its 
most beautiful. The poets said “Half  the World is Isfahan.” I 
was willing to believe it. But, when we walked through the 
residential quarter of  the city, we were impressed by the lack 
of  windows. One sees just walls; the houses undoubtedly 
faced lovely courtyards on the interior—well hidden from 
view. 

Israel was on the itinerary, and before visiting I corre-
sponded with Uriel Foa, who had very similar research inter-
ests. Uriel made our hotel reservations, which were more lav-
ish than needed, but since the dollar was very strong we 
could afford them. In Jerusalem, he put us in historic and 
luxurious King David, which is the top hotel. In Haifa, we 
stayed at an equally fancy one. We visited Sy and Sarah 
Berger in Jerusalem, close friends from the Cornell years, 
who were on sabbatical there. While we were visiting, shots 
were heard from Jordan across the street (this was before the 
1967 war that expanded Israel, so Jordan was across the 
street). We were told to avoid the windows. 

I gave a talk at the Israel Institute of  Social Research, 
where I met Louis Guttman, one of  the major quantitative 

social scientists in the world. Guttman scaling is widely used 
throughout the social sciences. 

We saw many interesting sites, such as medieval Accra 
and Caesaria, established by Herod the Great. It later func-
tioned as an administrative center during the Roman and 
Byzantine periods. We were impressed by the way the desert 
was made into a garden with irrigation works. Israel has 
turned a wasteland into productive farms. I was particularly 
impressed by the architecture of  the holocaust museum. The 
lower part consists of  round stones, the upper part is a very 
thick slab. It suggests the oppression of  a people by the pow-
erful. 

Uriel indicated he wanted to come to the U.S. and I ar-
ranged for him to come to Illinois, where he made consider-
able theoretical contributions to our Navy project. We pub-
lished a couple of  papers together. His new wife, Edna (he 
left his first wife in Israel), took her Ph.D. in Illinois. After 
that, they moved to Missouri and later to Temple University. 
At that point, Edna left him, which devastated Uriel. He died 
soon after. I wrote his obituary for the American Psychologist, 
and gave the lecture in his honor at Temple University. Edna 
became an internationally known clinical psychologist and 
married a philosopher. In 2014, I saw her name as a contribu-
tor in important conferences.

Without doubt, the stop in Greece was the most signifi-
cant on this trip around the world. We rented an apartment 
on Dimokritou Street in Kolonaki and worked with George 
and Vasso Vassiliou at the Institute of  Anthropos. George 
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and Vasso had studied in the States, and did a year’s intern-
ship at a mental hospital in Galesburg, Illinois. George was a 
psychiatrist who specialized in group psychotherapy and trav-
eled the world lecturing on it. Vasso did market research with 
representative samples of  the populations of  Athens and 
Thessaloniki. The subjective culture project did fit well in her 
research because, in addition to asking about what toothpaste 
the sample preferred, she asked the questions that were gener-
ated by the Navy project. I helped them with the financing of  
the Institute of  Anthropos by telling them how they could 
charge for the data collection and add an overhead that 
would pay the rent of  their office, in which Leigh and I also 
did our work. Jim Georgas, who later became professor of  so-
cial psychology at the University of  Athens, was also working 
at the Institute standardizing various IQ and personality tests 
in Greek for the first time. We have been good friends since 
then. 

I gave a lecture at Pierce College, an American institu-
tion in Greece. The American Principal told me that her 
Greek staff  does everything at the last possible moment. 
Even though a convocation will take place at a fixed date and 
time, they do not place the chairs out until the last minute, at 
which point they work with extreme enthusiasm and get the 
job done. I said: since in that part of  the world there are fre-
quent revolutions, the staff  wants to be sure that the convoca-
tion will take place. A behavioral adaptation to the local ecol-
ogy!

Once it became known that we were in Europe, we had 
invitations to lecture in various universities. We flew to Ger-
many, where we purchased a VW that we drove all over 
Europe, and finally ending up in Greece. I gave a talk at the 
department of  social psychology at the University of  Co-
logne, where we admired the most impressive cathedral and 
saw some interesting museums. Next, I lectured at Louvain, 
in Belgium, where we stayed in the guest house of  the univer-
sity. We were amazed that our room had a cabinet with much 
hard liquor. The importance of  free liquor for professors is a 
feature of  many European universities. For instance, when I 
spent a week at the University of  Cambridge in 1986, I noted 
that the salaries of  world renowned professors were about 
half  of  what they were in the U.S., but after dinner we all 
converged at the faculty club where we conversed until the 
small hours, drinking the freely available liquor.

I made a cross-cultural error in Louvain. Belgium is half  
French and half  Flemish. Louvain is on the Flemish side of  
the line. I did not know that, and I assumed that they would 
be pleased if  I gave my lecture in French. I worked hard to 
make that possible, but I learned later that I should have 
given it in English. The next lecture at Strasbourg in France 
was given in French, as it should have been. But the problem 
was that we drove there and did not realize how bad the 
roads were at that time. I phoned the professor who invited 
us and told him that we are getting held up in traffic. We ar-
rived in the city just a few minutes before my lecture was sup-
posed to start. We parked in the railway square and jumped 
into a taxi, and I told the driver to take us to the university. 
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He asked “Which university?” I had to find the letter of  invi-
tation, which took a few minutes. We arrived at the university 
about 10 minutes late, and as I got out of  the taxi, I asked 
the passing students “Where is the department?” They did 
not know. When I finally got to the department, I was 20 min-
utes late. But the audience waited, and I did the best I could 
while being flustered giving my lecture in French, which was 
much appreciated, though I think it was the worst lecture I 
have ever given. Since then, I try to get to the place where I 
am supposed to give a lecture the day before. 

We then drove through Germany and stopped in Switzer-
land, where we stayed with the Cardinet family, friends from 
Illinois. I gave a talk at the University of  Neuchatel. Finally, 
we arrived in Milano, where Leigh had been invited to give a 
lecture, and I gave one too. We were entertained in a very 
fancy restaurant outside the city and took a trip to Lake 
Como. From Milano we went to Venice, where we took a gon-
dola trip, and to Bologna, where we had a meal at Papagaio, 
supposedly the best restaurant in Italy. Next to our table was 
an American family who clearly did not know that this was a 
famous restaurant. It included two teenagers who wanted 
hamburgers. The waiter went through convulsions describing 
the wonderful dishes that were on offer, such as meats in ex-
otic champagne sauces. The teenagers insisted that only 
McDonald’s was worthy of  their palate. 

The Byzantine mosaics in Ravenna glittered like nothing 
we had seen in Greece. The churches of  San Apollinaire 
Nuevo and San Vitale were especially beautiful. We saw the 

tomb of  Emperor Theodoric. In Florence, we stayed again 
with Maria Comberti, and then drove to Rome. But on the 
circular road around Rome, the traffic was so terrible that we 
could not get into the correct exit lane. We gave up on Rome 
and drove South to the Amalfi Drive, then crossed Italy to Al-
berobello, and finally to Brindisi, where we placed the car on 
the ferryboat to Corfu. 

We usually waited for the ferry boat in Brindisi, but on 
one occasion I remember that I spent the night at the Hotel 
Jolly in that town. I remember teaching the bartender to 
make awhisky sour, which at that time was my favorite cock-
tail. He had never heard of  them. The Jolly hotels provide ac-
commodations equivalent to the Holiday Inn in the States. 
They were developed by the Italian Tourist Board to provide 
a decent hotel in places that did not have one. On another oc-
casion, rather than wait in Brindisi, I took the train to Lecce. 
This is the “Florence of  the South.” It has very attractive Ba-
roque architecture and is well worth a visit. 

 Alberobello is one of  the most charming villages I have 
ever seen. The white-washed houses, called trulli, are conical 
in shape, a style inspired from Byzantium. At one time, I was 
driving from Brindisi to Rome and stopped at Alberobello, 
and some local children gave me a lecture on that village. I 
interrupted them and they lost the sequence of  their talk, 
and started reciting the story of  Alberobello again! They 
mentioned that the style was from the Byzantium. 

In Corfu, Leigh, Robert Hess, and June Tapp designed a 
cross-cultural study of  child rearing that would include Hi-
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roshi Azuma, from Japan. Hiroshi received his PhD from the 
University of  Illinois. I did not participate much in the scien-
tific discussions, but I took the group on a tour of  the many 
wonderful sites of  the island. Subsequently, I met June Tapp 
in conferences all over Latin America, and she came to Can-
cun (the year that Robert Tapp left her) when Pola and I 
were there. We provided some therapy for the separation. 
She invited Pola and me to the wedding of  one of  her daugh-
ters that was really memorable—splendid Jewish ceremony, 
and a wonderful dinner at a Greek restaurant in Chicago. 
Sadly, she died when visiting Germany in 1992 (see Levine, 
1994 for her obituary).

After a nice visit in Corfu, where we were joined by my 
mother, we drove back to Athens. While in Athens, we did 
the tour of  the Peloponnesus, we drove to Delphi, to Mete-
ora, and other sites. In addition to famous ruins, in a beauti-
ful mountain setting, Delphi has the famous Kastalia spring, 
which was renown in antiquity. While many of  the things the 
spring promises may be questionable, it is still a wonderful ex-
perience because the water tastes so good. 

En route to Tripoli, we had a meal and drank the local 
water, which must have been contaminated because Leigh 
came down with typhoid fever. But the local doctors were 
quite familiar with this disease and within 6 weeks she was 
fine again. 

On another occasion, I traveled to Munich, where a 
Greek psychologist, Dimitri Fthenakis, had an appointment. 
He told me that I should give my talk in German, since in 

1965 most of  the students did not yet know English. I wrote 
it in Greek, and Fthenakis translated it into German. Since I 
learned German as a child, my accent is very good and the 
audience thought that I was a fluent speaker of  German! But 
I had trouble understanding their complicated questions. 
Fthenakis stepped in and helped me out, and the session was 
successful. 

On the way from Greece to Illinois, Leigh flew to Rome, 
and I drove first to Corfu, took the ferry, then I drove to 
Rome. We stayed at the Castel Grandolfo, where the Popes 
spend the summer. We visited Rome by bus, thus avoiding 
the terrible traffic. From Rome we visited Perugia and Assisi 
with its wonderful church. Then we drove to Genova and 
Portofino. In Portofino, we managed to consume a whole bot-
tle of  wine and felt very happy. But our marriage was clearly 
in trouble, since we needed to drink so much in order to feel 
happy. From the Italian Riviera we drove to the French 
Riviera, then to Paris, and finally to Luxemburg, where we 
delivered the VW for shipment to Illinois. Driving in Paris is 
always a challenge but we managed somehow. Youth makes 
all the difference. In later visits I did not dare to do that. Lux-
emburg is interesting because the locals speak Luxemburgese, 
but most are also fluent in German, French, and English. Liv-
ing in a small country, at least in Europe, requires one to 
learn the languages of  the neighborhood. 
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Chapter 6

POLA

This is the picture that Sapho-Dadine sent me when they mentioned that 
they knew a lady who had just gotten out of  an unsatisfactory marriage. 
(Additional details in this chapter!)



1966
Leigh and I had a wonderful trip around the world, yet 

our relationship had not improved. We decided that the only 
sensible course was to divorce. We had an amicable separa-
tion. I kept all our properties, and Leigh got her paintings 
and sculptures and moved to the University of  Illinois in Chi-
cago. I helped her move. The court arrangement was that I 
would pay $12,000 on a monthly basis. I did so in the next 
few years and then continued saving the same monthly sum, 
which gave me a nice nest egg when I retired. The $12,000 
was worth about $104,000 in 2015 dollars.

I spent a lot of  time in Greece in the summer. I went on 
a tour with my mother. One of  the unforgettable sights was 
Thermopylae. This is where Leonidas and his 300 Spartans 
stopped the Persians long enough to allow the Athenians to 
prepare their defense. There is a plaque that reads: “Passerby 
tell the Lacaedemonians that we lie here obedient to their 
laws.” I found it very moving that the Spartans were commu-
nicating with me across 2,500 years. 

After Illinois, at Chicago, Leigh got a job at the Univer-
sity of  Colorado in Boulder, where she stayed until her retire-
ment in 1990. She did much mentoring of  the women of  the 
department. She went back to India again and restudied her 
village in Khalapur, and wrote a book, Sita’s daughters: Coming 
out of  purdah: The Rajput women of  Khalapu revisited (1993). In 
1999, I was in Lyon, France when I received a call telling me 
that Leigh had been killed on EgyptAir flight 990. By 1999, 
Leigh had no living relatives, so they called me as a relative. 

The Society for Cross-Cultural Research, of  which both 
Leigh and I were Past Presidents, received her estate. A me-
morial took place in 2000. I spoke about her research linking 
the attitudes of  mothers to the behavior of  their children, 
and her ethnographic work in India. I emphasized that she 
was a person of  the utmost integrity, a strong feminist, a valu-
able colleague.

That year, I became a full professor and also participated 
in the meetings of  the Society of  Experimental Social Psy-
chology in New York as well as the International Congress of  
Scientific Psychology in Moscow, USSR. I arrived in Moscow 
at 11 p.m. after a wonderful stop in Istanbul, where I enjoyed 
seeing the Hagia Sophia, the Blue Mosque, the Topkapi Pal-
ace and eating some wonderful food. The bank at the Mos-
cow airport was closed, so I could not change my traveler’s 
checks. Through Intourist I had prepaid for my room at the 
University of  Moscow, but they took me for one night to a ho-
tel together with several fellows who were in the same boat. It 
was interesting to see a Soviet hotel. In the morning, I went 
for breakfast and had caviar and eggs! The hotel manager 
asked me to pay and I explained that I had prepaid and men-
tioned the problem of  the bank that was closed. She made 
some calls, and announced that the hotel will be paid by the 
Soviet Academy of  Sciences, no less! Then she arranged for a 
bus to come to take me to the bank! After changing my trav-
eler’s checks, I went back to the hotel and paid for my break-
fast, and the bus took me to the University of  Moscow, where 
my room was small but comfortable. It had enough room for 
a bed, a desk, and a bookcase. I shared the bathroom with 
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my next door neighbor, who turned out to be Karl Pribram, 
a very famous physiological psychologist from Stanford Uni-
versity. I had read his book with George Miller and Eugene 
Gallanter. We got along famously, and he was in contact with 
top Soviet psychologists, such as Luria. He told me the story 
that Luria had all kinds of  currency from royalties from his 
books which he could not spend outside the USSR, so he va-
cationed on Lake Baikal. He even invited Pibram to vacation 
at that lake with him. 

I tried to go to the conference sessions, but the Russian 
students would take over every place, leaving no room for 
me. So, I went sightseeing. I saw the major sites, including 
Lenin’s tomb (there was a long line but the conference ar-
ranged for us to enter without waiting in line), Red Square, 
which is supposed to be the largest in the world, the Pushkin 
Museum, and the subway with its elaborate decorations. I 
took a couple of  tours, one of  which was to the Space Mu-
seum. On the way back from that museum, our bus broke 
down and we had to wait some hours for another bus to 
come to take us back to our hotels. I also visited some monas-
teries and a cemetery where the tombs of  famous Russians 
could be seen. 

I attended a performance of  Khovanchina by Mussorg-
sky at the Bolshoi. It was a great experience. First, it was 
clear that no money was spared; it was as lavish as can be. 
Second, the scene which takes place in front of  the Kremlin 
was arranged in such a way that when we got out for the in-
termission we could see the very same scene in reality. It was 

magic! At the intermission, I had caviar and champagne. Not 
bad for a communist state!

One night, I went walking in central Moscow and heard 
a rowdy group of  Americans. They consisted of  Leon Fest-
inger and his students who had had too much to drink. I 
heard that Festinger wanted to change the date of  his depar-
ture. However, such a change requires so much bureaucracy 
that he gave up. I met Gustav Jahoda, who was most charm-
ing and became a longtime friend. We met in cross-cultural 
conferences for the next 50 years. 

In the airplane out of  Moscow, I sat next to the mother 
of  Len Berkowitz, from the University of  Wisconsin. She left 
Russia a long time ago and felt persecuted because she got 
many calls in her hotel asking her if  she was the one who had 
emigrated.

Upon returning to Urbana, I was visited by two CIA 
agents who wanted to know what I had learned about Soviet 
psychology. I said I did not have a chance to learn anything, 
because I spent the whole time sightseeing. But I gave them 
the conference program and they were delighted to have it.

My divorce from Leigh was issued in the summer of  
1966. In the fall, Sappho and Dadine told me that they had 
in mind a lady I might want to meet who, like me, had re-
cently ended her unsatisfactory marriage. They knew me well 
and they knew Pola well, and thought that we might be 
happy together. I had a conference in College Park, Pennsyl-
vania, where Muzafer Sherif  had invited me to present a pa-
per. A colleague was driving from the conference to D.C. so I 
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went to see her. I was invited to dinner by Pola’s mother. Sap-
pho became indisposed and had to go to the hospital, but she 
said: “No matter what happens to me the dinner must go 
on.” 

The dinner included Pola’s mother, her cousin Seka, 
Seka’s daughter, Wilifred, Dadine, and me. I arrived with 
some flowers. When Pola’s mother saw my size, she said to 
the ladies: “Do not eat too many shrimp; there may not be 
enough.” The dinner went well and I liked Pola right away. 
After dinner, we went to her apartment on R street. Next day, 
Pola had tickets for a piano recital, and we visited an art gal-
lery. It was clear that we had much in common. After all, 
Dadine knew me since I was age 4, and Sappho had known 
Pola since she was 8 because the Yugoslav and the Greek em-
bassies were next to each other on Sheridan Circle in Wash-
ington. Pola’s father had been the Yugoslavian ambassador to 
the United States, and Sappho was the wife of  the Greek am-
bassador to the States. Pola’s mother, at that time, was a pro-
fessor of  Romance languages at Catholic University in D. C. 
Dadine warned me that Pola was messy. I said that I can live 
with that. Perfection occurs only in mathematics. 

We had a great deal in common. We came from similar 
social classes in our respective countries. We both had our ori-
gins in the Balkans, but shared an international background 
and love for classical music. I asked Pola to come to Cham-
paign to see where she might live and introduce her to my 
friends. Later we met in Chicago and drove my VW to Ben-

ton Harbor, Michigan, on Lake Michigan. We did get along 
famously. 

Her conditions for marriage were two: to have a job and 
for me to accept her cat. She wanted to be sure she would be 
doing interesting work at Illinois. I found a job that fitted her 
well. It was at the University of  Illinois Extension in Interna-
tional Affairs. At that time, Pola was working at the Eco-
nomic Development Institute of  the World Bank. The Illinois 
job involved organizing conferences on international topics 
in some of  the biggest cities around the state. It required invit-
ing diplomats, members of  congress, scholars, and journalists 
to give lectures, so the citizens of  the state–diverse audiences 
of  all ages–would become more sophisticated about interna-
tional affairs. She did it until 1998 and loved it. The cat, 
Puddy, had been brought from France by Pola. It was my first 
pet and was very cute and I liked her very much. 

One of  the international conferences organized by Pola 
and her boss, Terry Iversen, was on Israel, and was held at 
the Headquarters of  John Deer and Co. After the conference 
we were invited by William Hewitt, the CEO of  John Deer, 
for a drink at his house. We asked to use the phone to call 
Louisa’s babysitter and make sure that all was well. After mak-
ing that call we offered to pay for the long distance call. Mr. 
Hewitt said: “I am on the Board of  AT&T and do not pay 
for telephone calls.” I found this amazing, since I was always 
very careful about long distance calls. When I was in Can-
ada, the calls to Greece did cost $12 for 3 minutes. Since my 
budget for incidentals was $5 per week, that was a prohibitive 

85

Harry C. Triandis AUTOBIOGRAPHY



amount. I now call my cousins every month, and it costs me 
pennies. What a change! 

We met a couple of  other times and then decided that we 
should get married. But the timing was a problem because I 
had already a commitment to go to a conference in Nigeria. 
Further complications were that Pola was waiting for an eccle-
siastical divorce from the Serbian Orthodox Church, so we 
could not get married in a church. In addition, Pola had a 
commitment to the World Bank. Thus after conferring with 
“the Penguin” (Pola’s mother) and Seka it was decided that 

there would be a reception at the Ordway Street (her 
mother’s) house, to be followed by a civil ceremony in the 
chambers of  Judge Harold Miller, the brother of  a friend of  
Pola’s. The witnesses were Costas Notaras, who was Naval At-
taché at the Greek Embassy, and attorney Patty Frohman, 
Pola’s friend since first grade. Notaras was married to Aliki, 
niece of  Dadine, with whom I used to play when I lived in 
Chalandri. At the reception, I met various Yugoslavs and 
friends of  Pola’s. Sappho-Dadine (we always hyphenated 
them) were there. I felt quite at home in this group, which in-
cluded several other “internationals.” They were consistent 
with my cosmopolitan identity. The marriage took place on 
December 23, 1966. We took our honeymoon in Charlottes-
ville, Virginia, nearby. We attended a meeting of  the Ameri-
can Association for the Advancement of  Science that was 
meeting in Washington, and then I flew to Nigeria by myself. 
Pola did complain about that, but the conference going was a 
pattern she became used to. 
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Receptiion at Ordway Street before our wedding. Far left is Pola’s 
mother. Sappho is next. Pola’s cousin Seka is next. Her daughter Willy 
is next. Then Dadine, and finally on the right, Pola and I. 



Chapter 7

CROSS-
CULTURAL 

PSYCHOLOGY



1967
The first event of  that year was the conference in Iba-

dan, Nigeria. It was held at the University of  Ibadan which 
was most comfortable. It had a lovely faculty club with a nice 
pool. My room was a short walk from the meetings, but at 
one time a faculty member offered me a ride, and I noticed 
that he had books by Aristotle in his car. I wondered what Ni-
gerian students thought of  ancient Greek culture.

The conference was organized by Herb Kelman and 
Henri Tajfel. The latter did not come because he was already 
sick. I met many well-known cross-cultural social psycholo-
gists such as Otto Kleinberg, M. Brewster Smith, Alastair 
Heron, Gustav Jahoda, Alastair Mundy-Castle, Dough Price-
Williams, and Rogelio Diaz-Guerrero. I took two excursions: 
to Lagos, where I saw a wonderful museum with Africa art, 
and to Ife which was a religious center that had a local king, 
called the Oba, whose house I was able to visit. Nearby was a 
wall with some very interesting paintings. I also saw the jun-
gle, which did not appeal to me. 

A visit to a market was most interesting. You can buy the 
bones of  monkeys, which can be used for ceremonial occa-
sions. You can also buy monkeys the way we buy beef  in the 
West. I went shopping in the local market with Joel Orloff, an 
undergraduate who was in my class in 1965 and was in Nige-
ria with the Peace Corp. I wanted to buy a mask, and was 
prepared to spend about $20. Joel, who spoke the local lan-
guage, got it for me for less than $5. 

At the conference, which was supposed to bring Western 
and African psychologists together so they might collaborate in 
research, I heard a very important talk that in some ways 
changed my life. It was given by a Tunisian sociologist, who 
spoke in the most marvelous French. He argued that there is 
such a thing as “intellectual colonialism,” which consists of  West-
ern researchers going to less developed countries collecting the 
data but not helping the locals in any way. He really persuaded 
me, so that I changed the way I did research. After that confer-
ence, to the extent that it was practical, I worked closely with the 
local collaborators. I encouraged them to provide their own 
ideas about the research, then we developed the hypotheses and 
methods together. I analyzed the data, showed it to them to ob-
tain their reinterpretation, and included them as co-authors in 
the publications. I taught my students to do the same thing. And 
now I regret it at times, because some of  my former students 
publish with scores of  collaborators and to quote their papers is 
a real task, since I have to include so many names.

At the conference, they discussed the need for a Newsletter 
that would keep the participants informed about the activities 
of  the other participants. I offered to edit it. This newsletter 
was first called the Cross-Cultural Social Psychology Newsletter. I 
asked the monitor of  the Navy Contract if  I could use funds 
from the contract to print it and mail it, and he agreed. The 
distribution list consisted of  250 names. After the Interna-
tional Association for Cross-Cultural Psychology was formed 
in 1972, it was renamed the Cross-Cultural Psychology Bulletin 
(see iaccp.org/bulletin). It was the official means of  communi-
cation of  that association until 2013.
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The Ibaden Conference, Herb and Rose Kelman are on the first row cen-
ter. I am seated in the last row, next to M. Brewster-Smith. Others who 
can be identified include Otto Klineberg and Rogelio Diaz-Guerero on 
the fist row. Others seated: Price-Williams, Heron, Jacobson, Mundy-
Castle, and Jahoda.



Pola moved to Champaign in the winter of  1967. The 
weather was quite a shock. But despite all the snow that year, 
there were numerous parties in our honor which warmed 
things up. The Humpreys lived about 20 miles out of  town in 
a lovely wooded area. They gave a party in our honor, but 
there was a major snow storm. We formed a convoy of  sev-
eral cars to return to town. Very soon after, we shipped her 
furniture and packed her unreliable old Simca and headed to 
Illinois. On the way, it broke down in Ohio, but it was re-
paired. 

In the summer, we went to Greece so that Pola could 
meet my relatives. That year, Greek colonels had staged a 
coup and imposed various restrictions on civil liberties. For 
instance, one could not have a gathering of  more than 5 per-
sons without a police permit. My father got the permit and 
invited the Athens relatives. About 30 of  them came. They 
were delighted with Pola, because for one thing they could 
communicate with her. My father spoke German to her, my 
mother French; most of  the uncles spoke one or the other of  
these languages, while my cousins spoke English. 

One tense moment occurred when Uncle Hercules had 
Pola and me for dinner. He invited my father and Maro as 
well as my mother. The two ladies kept some distance from 
each other, but it was all very civilized. I also worked with 
Vasso Vassiliou that summer on papers and chapters for the 
Analysis of  Subjective Culture. We settled in Moondy Bay, a magi-
cal place on the island of  Aegina. It had unforgettable sun-
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Detail from 1967 Ibadan conference. Left a Polish sociologist, then M. 
Brewster-Smith, then Triandis, then Jabobson (whose luggage went to 
South Africa and was not delivered in Ibadan until the end of  the confer-
ence), and others I cannot identify.



sets. Pola helped with the English and went swimming, while 
we worked hard but also did swim every day. 

After Athens, we went to Corfu where the Corfu uncles 
and aunts entertained us and told us about the best beaches. 
My uncle Tasso was especially positive about Ay Gordis. So 
we went there for a few days and stayed at a very simple hotel 
located inside a vineyard–just $3/night with a shared bath-
room. The food was simple but very good, and it was an 
ideal place for newlyweds! The owner’s name was Dukakis, 
and we asked him if  he was a relative of  the Governor of  
Massachusetts, later candidate for President of  U. S., and he 
claimed that he was a second cousin. He was with the Greek 
Customs Service until he retired and then opened this hotel 
and restaurant. 

We rented a small Fiat and drove all over the island. At 
one point the engine overheated and we had to take a break 
to let it cool. I showed Pola my favorite sites, such as Palio-
kastriza, the Bella Vista on the mountain with the view of  Pal-
iokatriza, a view as impressive as the Grand Canyon.

After Corfu, we went to Rome, which we explored in 
some detail. We saw all the standard sites, such as the Piazza 
Navone, the Forum with the Boca di Verita, the Pantheon, 
which is a really remarkable building because it is still in such 
good shape after 2000 years. We visited the Isola Tiberiana, 
many squares and fountains, and St. Paul outside the Wall, 
which I find irresistible. We saw the Villa Borghese, and the 
Villa Giulia, and the Villa Farnese. Outside Rome we saw the 
Hadrian’s Villa, and the Villa d’Este. We went to the Sistine 

Chapel directly, and saw the Vatican Museum afterwards, to 
avoid the crowds. We ate wonderful Italian food and drank 
gallons of  Pellegrino because it was so hot 

Then we flew to London, where Pola felt that she needed 
to see a physician. While in Greece and Italy she thought it 
was “the olive oil.” She did see Sir Something or Other, who 
pronounced her pregnant and suggested that she should 
avoid any rides in a char-a-banc (i.e. bus). We did a lot of  
sightseeing in London and even went to Bath by train, which 
was most elegant, and to Oxford. I had a conference in Lon-
don that year, and the conference included a lavish reception 
on the top floor of  the BP skyscraper. We had dinner with 
Pauline and Ed Fleishman at Wheeler’s, which was supposed 
to be among the best fish restaurants in town, where we had 
Dover Sole.

I flew from London to Teheran for another Osgood con-
ference. Pola flew to Vienna. From Teheran I flew to Vienna 
where I met Pola’s Austrian relatives. Pola’s mother, also 
known as the Penguin by the family, was born in Baden bei 
Wien, outside of  Vienna. It is in Vienna that I first encoun-
tered an amazing array of  nicknames. Pola’s family thinks 
that a nickname is more “intimate” than the actual name. 
Pola’s mother was “the Penguin,” her aunts were Bufzi (Rox-
ane) and Sibo (Helen), the cousins Nussi (Harald), Specki 
(Gerhard), Mume (Michaela) and Lumpi (Bruno). Bufzi was 
an Art Historian, and was later very important in Louisa’s 
life when Louisa was in Vienna during her junior year in col-
lege. Bufzi functioned as her grandmother, since the Penguin 
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died when Louisa was 
only 4 years old. Sibo 
was an archaeologist, 
who spoke many lan-
guages, including Turk-
ish, which was useful 
when she and her hus-
band excavated at 
Ephesus. 
The three sisters were 
known collectively as 
“the Karamazovs!” 
They were great lin-
guists who, as children, 
created their very own 
language. After the 

war, this knowledge proved very useful to all three. Bufzi had 
one daughter, Mume, who was very close to Pola because 
they were both onlys and so she was like a sister to Pola. Pola 
and Mume had traveled together several times before they 
were married. Mume, who was a concert pianist, was mar-
ried to Pepi, a cellist who traveled the world giving concerts 
with the Mozarteum Orchestra. The Mozarteum Orchestra 
came to Champaign one time, and we had Pepi and some of  
his friends at a reception at our house on 1 Lake Park. They 
had one daughter, called Ursi by the family, who is an archi-
tect. She designed an ecologically sustainable Vienna build-
ing and travels widely, including China, lecturing on this 

topic. Sibo had three sons, Pola was closest to Nussi who, at 
the end of  his career, was Ambassador of  Austria to Ireland.

Over the years, we visited these relatives many times. 
Bufzi took us around to see the churches in and near Vienna. 
Sibo was at a retirement home in Innsbruck when I lectured 
at the University of  Innsbruck for 6 weeks in 1995. I used to 
visit her frequently at that home. We spent time with Mume 
and her husband Pepi, both on Corfu and Mitilini. I drove 
them around those islands and acted as an interpreter. We 
also got together with them in Paris and in Oslo. We met 
Nussi in Berlin in 1973, and he took as easily to East Berlin 
to see the Pergamon Museum because he had diplomatic pa-
pers. We stayed with Nussi and his wife, Mary Jane, in Ot-
tawa, New York, and Milan. 

At this first meeting in Vienna, after my trip to Iran, in 
addition to Pola’s mother, we traveled with Bufzi and a Hun-
garian Count who was a cousin of  her mother. He was desti-
tute but most elegant. He had escaped Hungary during the 
1956 uprising by taking a taxi! From Iran I brought a pound 
of  caviar. Just as we started the party, Pola’s mother devel-
oped a terrible toothache and we drove her to a dentist. By 
the time we returned the caviar had disappeared! We an-
nounced that we wanted to go to a Heuriger (a wine tavern 
serving new wine, found in the Vienna Woods). Bufzi ob-
jected, because that was not “elegant.” We went anyway, and 
found some very expensive cars in the parking lot. Appar-
ently elegant people do go to such events.
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We returned to Illinois. At that time, the department had 
a proseminar, a series of  lectures given by the faculty. I gave a 
lecture on cross-cultural psychology. After my lecture, one of  
the students came to ask me if  I liked interesting food. “Of  
course,” I said. He then indicated that he liked to cook and 
needed a kitchen to practice his hobby. I invited him to use 
our kitchen. He spent the whole day preparing a French 
meal, which was excellent. We invited the Davises so the four 
of  us ate with the student preparing things in the kitchen and 
serving. It was a memorable event. 
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Chapter 8

CORNELL
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1968
The major event of  that year was that Louisa was born 

in Urbana on March 15. She was a delight to have and for 
the next few years I enjoyed bouncing her up and down, 
which she obviously liked as well.

The Center of  International Studies at Cornell invited 
me to visit for one year, 1968-69. Since Pola did not like the 
“breadbox” (the house on 2211 Lawndale), that was a great 
solution. We rented an air conditioned car in which we 
placed Louisa in her bassinette and Puddy the cat in her own 
carrier. Pola drove our VW, which was not air conditioned. 
We stopped at a park in Michigan on the way and Puddy, 
who was on a leash, almost strangled herself. A little boy who 
had been fishing offered Puddy a fish, hoping that would 
help. The stretch around Detroit was especially difficult be-
cause there was too much traffic, but a stop at historic Deer-
field Village helped us recover. 

At Cornell, we rented a nice old house from a faculty 
member who was on sabbatical. I was able to walk to my of-
fice. Of  course, Cornell is in a lovely environment, but we 
found the people far less friendly than in Illinois. During one 
event, Stephen Muller, the Vice President for Public Rela-
tions, told us that faculty wives usually wound up in counsel-
ing, became alcoholic, or got divorced. Muller subsequently 
became president of  Johns Hopkins. True to his prediction, 
our friends the Ashfords divorced the following year. We fi-
nally decided to give a party and had to use our baby sitters 
and their friends as guests. 

My duties consisted of  giving one seminar, so I had the 
time to write two books. Dan Katz had asked me to write a 
book on attitudes for a series he was editing. I wrote Attitude 
and Attitude Change (1971) which became a citation classic. In 
addition, I put together the Analysis of  Subjective Culture (1972), 
which consisted of  chapters based on each of  the methods 
for the analysis of  culture, and used data from Japan, India, 
Greece, and the USA. They asked if  I wanted to stay at Cor-
nell; we decided that we liked Illinois so much better.

The year at Cornell was when students revolted against 
the Vietnam war at campuses all over the U.S. At Cornell, 
they occupied the Straight, the union building, where I used 
to have my meals when I was a graduate student. The tempta-
tion to participate was great but I resisted it and did my 
work. 

While I was at Cornell, I was invited to a conference on 
cross-cultural training in Estes Park, Colorado. The partici-
pants were mostly trainers from the Peace Corps. I presented 
to them the work on culture assimilators. These are training 
books consisting of  100 episodes describing some cross-
cultural difference that resulted in misunderstandings. The 
trainee selects answers in multiple choice format, and if  the 
answer is correct s/he is praised, and the cultural differences 
is described, otherwise s/he is told to try again. 

In the discussions, it became clear that we needed an or-
ganization in which researchers and trainers dealing with in-
tercultural matters could exchange ideas. Thus, we formed 
SIETAR: Society for Intercultural Training and Research. Af-
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ter a few years, the Journal of  Intercultural Research, edited by 
Dan Landis, became the journal of  SIETAR. However, 
about ten years later, the research oriented members of  SIE-
TAR decided that the organization emphasized training and 
did not do much about research. Thus, they formed the Inter-
national Academy for Intercultural Research (IAIR). Dan 
Landis’ journal became the official organ of  that organiza-
tion. Over the years, I participated in both organizations, but 

eventually focused on IAIR. In 2004, IAIR gave me its Life-
time Contributions Award at its meeting in Taiwan.

Estes Park is a very pleasant mountain village. I had vis-
ited it in the early 1960s, when I was driving to California 
from Illinois, to attend the meetings of  the APA in Los Ange-
les because my colleague Joe Hunt had a summer house 
there. 

In 1968, we had Louisa’s christening in the Serbian Ortho-
dox Church in Washington, D.C., and we were married a second 
time to satisfy inheritance requirements in Greece. In Greece, at 
that time, the church did not recognize civil marriages. After join-
ing the European Union, Greece recognized them.

I gave colloquia at the American University in Washing-
ton D. C and at Notre Dame, and I attended a conference on 
social and personality psychology in Hawaii. But the most im-
portant conference was held in Lagonissi, on the seashore out-
side of  Athens, Greece. Just as I was getting ready to leave for 
Greece, Robert Kennedy was assassinated and that was very 
upsetting. The Vassilious and I organized the Lagonissi con-
ference, with a grant from NATO, the purpose of  which was 
to present the findings on the Analysis of  Subjective Culture and 
have them peer-critiqued. Many famous social psychologists 
were in attendance, such as Otto Kleinberg, Wally Lambert, 
and Cal Izard. Some young cross-cultural psychologists were 
also included, the most notable being Cigdem Kagitcibasi, 
from Turkey. Henri Tajfel was invited but he refused to come 
because, just before the conference, a group of  Greek colo-
nels took over the government. I argued that the colonels 
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could not care less about the conference, which we had 
worked hard to organize. By not coming, Henri would hurt 
us rather than the colonels, but he was not persuaded.

In the summer, we took Louisa for her first trip to 
Europe. In Munich we purchased another VW, which was 
larger than the first. We met Pola’s two uncles and her 
mother. We were trying to find a Serbian restaurant, but at 
every intersection, one uncle said “left” and the other 
“right.” Somehow we found the restaurant. In Austria we 
drove to a wonderful castle in the south of  the country. From 
Austria we crossed into Italy, over the newly built Brener 
Bridge. We stayed in a castle that had just opened as a hotel. 
Since they had just opened, the price was low and we could 
afford it. We drove to Ravenna, and on the way to Brindisi, 
Louisa had her first encounter with the sea; she put her foot 
into the Adriatic Sea, but she did not like it. 

The relatives were delighted with Louisa, especially my 
mother who is also called Louisa. However, there was a prob-
lem with what she would eat because she really only wanted 
eggs. Relatives and friends produced vast quantities of  eggs 
wherever we went and whipped them into omelets and scram-
bled eggs. 

On the way back, the trip on the ferry boat was an adven-
ture! The cars were packed in so tight we could not open the 
doors and had to pass Louisa though the sunroof. We 
stopped in Alberobello where our hotel was a trullo house. 
We had our dinner in the dining room of  the hotel. Louisa 
was pushing her baby stroller, and ended in the kitchen, 

where she was received like royalty by the staff. Italians are so 
good with children! We drove to Altamura, Barletta, and 
Bari, which has an impressive Norman castle. At one point, 
we ran into a strike that had stopped the traffic. I talked to 
one of  the strikers, and he said that if  I held Louisa through 
the roof  of  the VW while Pola was driving, they would let us 
through. We did that and it worked. We were able to con-
tinue our trip to Potenza and then to Paestum, where we 
stayed at the German Pension Schiller. In that place, when 
Louisa tried pushing her stroller into the kitchen, she was 
sharply reprimanded. A lesson in cultural differences! The an-
cient Greeks built a lot around there, and the Temple of  Zeus 
at Paestum is worth seeing. 

1969
During the year at Cornell, since I was on the East 

Coast, I gave colloquia at several Eastern universities, includ-
ing Yale, University of  Buffalo, Rutgers University, and the 
University of  Delaware. I also attended a conference on So-
cial Psychological Research in Africa held in New York. I 
gave an invited address to a Conference on Culture and Men-
tal Health in Hawaii and an invited address to a conference 
on Multilingual Groups in Brussels, Belgium. 

In April, we drove to Toronto, where the Triantis family got 
to meet Louisa. George and Alex were wonderful in playing 
with her. We also made many excursions to such places as Tur-
key Run, Indiana, where we met the Bergers, and to Starved 
Rock. In the summer we went to Ocean City, Maryland, where 
we met Seka and had visits by the Pepitones, and the Foas. 
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Chapter 9

THE 1970S: 
BOOKS

The house in Champaign where we lived from 1970 to 2007.



1970
We tried to have another child. However, there was a 

spontaneous miscarriage. We decided that perhaps we were 
too old for that and one healthy child is enough; taking a 
chance on a second seemed unwise. In any case, we were 
both onlys. 

We finally had enough money by 1970 to build the house 
at 1 Lake Park. We were very pleased with the builder, a civil 
engineer who supervised the construction from Arcola 
named of  Ed Cunningham. We discovered that he was a rela-
tive of  Judge Miller, who had married us in D.C. It is a small 
world. We used a prefabricated house, to which we made mi-
nor modifications, such as 3 more feet in this or that room. 
Ed supervised his workmen, most of  whom were Amish, very 
closely. If  they did not do a job correctly, he asked them to do 
it over again. When we decided to build from plans that we 
found in a book with hundreds of  architecturally designed 
house plans, we were trying to be “frugal.” We had some mis-
givings about this but when we consulted the architect of  the 
Washington Cathedral (the father of  Pola’s friend Patty), he 
assured us that we were getting the expert input of  several 
highly skilled architects. The architect fee that we saved 
would go toward a landscape architect—Natalie Alpert, the 
Head of  the Department of  Landscape Architecture at the 
University of  Illinois.

We spent the summer in Rehoboth Beach, Delaware. 
That summer, Pola’s mother and Sappho-Dadine were also 

at Rehoboth. Louisa decided she did like the ocean—but she 
still had some reservations about the sand. 

When we came back, the house was ready. Because it was 
prefabricated, we had few choices. One choice was the kind 
of  brick to be used by the chimney. We went to a store that 
sold brick and we both agreed on the same brick, without dis-
cussion. It was as if  we were prewired to agree.

We all liked the new house. Pola’s mother said it was the 
nicest house since they lived in the embassy. My mother and 
Aunt Jenny came to the U.S. I drove them around the East 

Coast and they spent some time with Sappho and Dadine. 
While I was at Pola’s mother apartment, we had the call that 
Pola lost the child (see above). I hurriedly drove them to 
Champaign. They liked our house at 1 Lake Park. Jenny said 
that she was amazed that it was so quiet at night. Of  course, 
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Athens is noisy, with sirens and other vehicles. We took them 
to Chicago, which they found most impressive. They loved 
the view from the top of  one of  the skyscrapers near the lake, 
the museums, and the food. The Nevitts drove from Hamil-
ton, Ontario to visit us in our new house. 

Louisa went to a preschool operated by a lovely Dutch 
lady. She cried the first, second, and third days. We consulted 
my colleague Joe Hunt, world renowned child psychologist. 
He told us that it was normal and we should keep an eye on 
the situation for a week. By the end of  the third day she was 
quite happy at the school. The place was full of  toys, and she 
met other children her age.

Then we all went to Greece, where Louisa was the center 
of  attention. Again, we drove through Italy and stopped in 
Venice and Florence. We stayed at my father’s house in Kifis-
sia. My father built it with a simple but very effective system 
of  air conditioning—the air came into it after going through 
a long stretch of  the ground under the house. Since just a few 
feet underground the temperature is a steady 55 degrees, the 
air was already air conditioned in the summer and there was 
a significant saving in the winter. Louisa loved the garden in 
Kifissia after the confines of  hotels. Every morning papu 
(Greek for grandfather) picked fresh apricots from the gar-
den. 

My father, Maro, Pola, and I took a trip to the southeast 
corner of  the Peloponnesus. I carried Louisa in a backpack, 
which was something of  a novelty in Greece, as well as in It-
aly. In Italy they commented: “You Americans, not only go to 

the moon, but you also carry your children on your backs.” 
We were in Salzburg at the actual time of  the moon-landing 
and it was a cross-cultural study to compare the television cov-
erage. The announcers of  Deutsche Welle were up all night 

looking exhausted. The Austrians went to bed, and resumed 
in the morning looking most presentable.

We went to Methoni, which has a well-preserved Vene-
tian fort on an offshore island, and Pylos. Near Pylos is the 
palace of  King Nestor, who is mentioned in both the Iliad 
and the Odyssey. One can see that it was a substantial build-
ing, with stairways that are still visible. Most of  the site is cov-
ered to protect it from the rain. To get to Pylos, one drives 
through Mycenae, which has the famous Lion’s Gate and the 
amazing “beehive” tombs, from about 1200 BCE. From 
there we went to Epidaurus, which has one of  the best pre-
served theaters of  the ancient world. It has amazing acous-
tics. There is room for some 14,000 spectators, each one of  
whom can hear a coin fall on the stage as if  they are standing 
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next to it. My mother and I 
went from Athens to that 
theater in 1966 to hear 
Maria Callas sing Medea. It 
was a memorable perform-
ance. 

I gave a paper to the So-
ciety of  Experimental Social 
Psychology, in Minneapolis, 
Minnesota; an Invited paper 
to Division 14 of  the Ameri-
can Psychological Associa-
tion in Miami, Florida; I par-
ticipated in a conference on 
the Impact of  Social 
Change on Attitudes at the University of  Maryland; and also 
gave a colloquium at the University of  Illinois, Chicago Cir-
cle. I had a considerable difficulty finding the Department of  
Psychology at Chicago because it was constructed by a mod-
ern architect who was not interested in people finding what 
was in the building. The corridors resembled rat mazes. I had 
to ask a couple of  times for directions before finding it. I also 
became a member of  board of  the Journal of  Applied Psychol-
ogy, 1970-1979 and the Journal of  Cross-Cultural Psychology, 
1970-2007. 

The latter journal was started in 1970. Walt Lonner 
asked me if  I thought that another cross-cultural journal was 
needed. I said “no” because the International Journal of  Psychol-

ogy was publishing cross-cultural papers. Clearly, I was wrong. 
There was a need for another journal. However, Don Camp-
bell agreed with me. Even though I was wrong I was in good 
company. 

1971
In the summer of  this year, I gave an invited address to 

the congress of  the International Association of  Applied Psy-
chology. It was held in Liege, Belgium, and I stayed in Spa, a 
charming resort town about half  an hour from Liege by bus. 
I had lunch with the 1978 Nobel Prize winner, Herbert Si-
mon. Of  course, this was before he won the award, but I 
knew his work. 

I met Geert Hofstede at the conference, who told me that 
he had a large dataset of  cross-cultural data and offered to 
show it to me. At the time, he worked for IBM and we went 
to his office in Brussels to see it and discuss the analysis. I was 
enthusiastic about the dataset. Eventually, when he wrote 
about it, Sage Publications asked me to review the volume 
and I gave it an enthusiastic endorsement. It was published in 
1980 and became a classic in the field. 

I was placed on the board of  the Journal of  Applied Social 
Psychology, 1971-2007. We went to Greece for the summer. In 
December, I was invited to a conference in West Berlin, Ger-
many, at the International Institute of  Management Sciences. 
At the time, Berlin was still divided. Louisa and I had great 
difficulty in getting rid of  jet lag. We were up half  the night, 
while Pola was sleeping. We sat in the bathroom—Louisa eat-
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ing cookies, her favorite food, and I sipping brandy. While in 
West Berlin, Pola’s cousin, Nussi, who as an Austrian diplo-
mat, had special permission to drive us through “Checkpoint 
Charlie” to East Berlin to see the Pergamon Museum with its 
spectacular altar. Louisa, at age 3, started running through 
the museum and there were immediate shouts of  “Verbo-
ten.” East Berlin was grey and drab and there were long lines 
in front of  stores. The conference was organized by Bernie 
Wilpert, who became a good friend, but unfortunately he is 
no longer with us. He had a form of  cancer that could not be 
cured.

We went to Zell am See, in Austria, for a few days after 
the conference. In that wonderful ski resort, a serious family 
episode took place that would have long lasting reverbera-
tions. Our cousin Mary Jane Miltner, the wife of  Harold 
(known as Nussi) Miltner, Pola’s first cousin, insulted her 
mother-in-law, known as Sibo by the family. She had used the 
wrong German word. Since she was still learning German 
(she was American), this was not surprising. But Sibo was eas-
ily insulted. The whole family tried to smooth things over, but 
it remained a traumatic event. There is a cross-cultural lesson 
here: One can become fluent in another language and yet 
not know the connotations of  particular words. 

We then went to Greece, where we spent Christmas with 
my father and Maro. It was far less commercial than in the 
U.S. The focus was on family and food. At Varsos, the local 
pastry shop, there were mountains of  courabiedes (Greek cook-
ies smothered in powdered sugar). Gifts are exchanged two 

weeks after Christmas and there is a Vassilopita that includes a 
lucky coin. 

After the holidays, we went for a few days to the island of  
Rhodes, where Louisa developed a bad cold, but the local 
Greek physician took very good care of  her. He turned out to 
have been the student of  my pediatrician! Again, what a 
small world! We noted how ecology determines behavior: the 
locals wore their fur coats. We wore jackets. The tourists from 
Finland went swimming. The water was about 55 degrees F, 
which was too cold for us, but we did not need furs. We saw 
the impressive archaeological site of  Lyndos and many Turk-
ish buildings, as well as members of  a Turkish minority who 
have lived on Rhodes for centuries.

The most impressive site was the Palace of  the Knights 
of  St. John, which was used as a hospital during the crusades 
in the 11th century. The Italians had the twelve islands, 
called Dodecanese, for a quarter century, and built some at-
tractive buildings in downtown Rhodes. They also carried 
out extensive restorations of  that Palace. In the harbor, we 
were shown the location where the Colossus of  Rhodes stood 
in ancient times. This was one of  the so called “seven won-
ders of  the world,” including the Pyramids of  Egypt and the 
Hanging Gardens of  Babylon. 

I published my first book, Attitude and Attitude Change (Tri-
andis, 1971), which was translated into Spanish and German. 
It sold 14,000 copies. The idea of  writing this book came 
from Dan Katz, of  the University of  Michigan, who was edit-
ing a series of  books on social psychology. The reviewers said 
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that it was “idiosyncratic” because it included a lot of  my 
own work on social distance and attitude change. 

1972
I had a sabbatical in 1972 and received a Guggenheim 

Fellowship for 1972-73. I was also appointed to the Center 
for Advanced Studies at the University of  Illinois during 
1972-73, so I had a full year to do my work.

In the summer, 
I attended the Con-
gress of  the Inter-
national Union of  
Scientific Psychol-
ogy, in Tokyo, Ja-
pan, where I met 
John Berry and Mi-
chael Bond for the 
first time. Both 
have remained 
good friends 
through visits, con-
gresses and corre-
spondence. I was 
impressed by the 
extent to which the Japanese paid attention to time. They in-
vited the congress to a reception at 8 p.m. About 500 people 
were at the door waiting to get in before 8. They opened the 
door at exactly 8 p.m. They had several sculptures made of  

ice at the reception, and probably they did not want people 
to warm them up and melt them.

After Tokyo, I attended the inaugural Congress of  the In-
ternational Association for Cross-Cultural Psychology in 
Hong Kong. This was the conference that started that organi-
zation. John Dawson organized it and Jerry Bruner, who was 
in attendance, was elected the first President of  that associa-
tion. 

I stayed at a college of  the university. One night I had a 
very frightening experience. I was in town and returned to 
the college after dark. As I was ascending from the road to 
the college, the lights suddenly went out. I knew that there 
was a break in the terrain and that I should not fall into it. 
But I could not see anything! Gradually, feeling my way 
ahead, I moved toward a dim light. When I got there there 
was an old man with a lantern but he could not speak any 
English. However, after a while the lights were turned on 
again, and I was able to reach the college. 

I then attended the meetings of  the APA in Hawaii, 
where I participated in several events. However, my col-
leagues did not attend many meetings, so that the air condi-
tioned meeting rooms designed for hundreds of  delegates 
had only a few dozen bodies to warm them up, at 600 BTU 
per hour (as I remember from my engineering studies). I re-
member wearing a sweater, and feeling very cold! While at 
that meeting we heard about the terrorist attack in Munich 
during the Olympics and were horrified. That year I was 
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listed in Who's Who in America and in Community Leaders and 
Noteworthy Americans.

I published The Analysis of  Subjective Culture (Triandis, Vas-
siliou, Vassiliou, Tanaka & Shanmugam, 1972), which is still 
being quoted as one of  the early books on cross-cultural psy-
chology. It included a chapter on the methodology of  cross-
cultural work, as well as the data on cultural comparisons of  
stereotypes, roles, and values.

In the fall, Pola’s mother became severely sick in Vienna. 
When we heard the news, Pola flew to Austria and was with 
her at the end. I was very sad because I liked her so much. 
She had been operated on in the spring for cancer, but it had 
spread. Unlike the United States, no unnecessary measures 
were taken at the end. Everything was done to make her com-
fortable. It was a shock because both her parents had lived 
long lives. Her mother, known as Motto, lived to be 97. Pola 
was lucky to have her cousin Nussi and the other cousins 
there to help. But the Zell-an-See incident still had an im-
pact. Pola’s aunt Sibo would not let Mary Jane attend the fu-
neral. 

My mother-in-law’s lawyer, Viktor Chorinsky, proved in-
dispensable at that difficult time. He sold the Penguin’s apart-
ment and helped Pola in innumerable ways while she was in 
Vienna. He had been her Rechtsanwalt (attorney) for many 
years. When Pola asked Bufzi about his credentials, she imme-
diately replied: “But of  course, he is an excellent lawyer. His 
great, great, great grandfather was a counselor at the court 
of  the Empress MariaTeresa.” This actually proved to be 

true. An interesting cultural difference: In Austria, ancestors, 
connections, and titles, aristocratic, bureaucratic, or aca-
demic, still count.

Pola needed some diversion after the death of  her 
mother, so we went to Georgia where we visited a wild ani-
mal park, and Louisa was thrilled by the wild animals. We 
then stopped in Florida, where we spent some time in St. 
Augustine, which has a superb fort. It was one of  the first set-
tlements in North America and retains much of  the charm 
of  early Spanish settlements. 

1973
	In 1973, I was invited by the Venezuelan National 

Science Foundation in Caracas to give a week of  seminars 
and lectures. I was most impressed by the inequality in that 
country. I saw beautiful modern buildings next to tin covered 
favelas. I was invited to a club in Macuto, on the sea. To get 
in, I had to show my written invitation and passport. The 
club swimming pool was immense and had an island in it. 
Most of  the people I overheard spoke German. This ele-
gance was greatly different from the favelas in and around 
Caracas. Caracas has a funicular that goes to the top of  the 
mountain, where it is rather cool. On the other hand, 
Macuto is very hot. So, one has access to the full range of  
temperatures. I saw Bolivar’s house, which is from the 18th 
century. I was in Caracas a number of  times in the following 
years. On one occasion, the premiere of  an opera by a Vene-
zuelan composer was given and I went to the opera house. I 
was amazed that no one from the Venezuelan government 
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came to honor that occasion. Apparently, they went to the 
horse races. The opera was based on the story of  a family 
that had settled in that area in the 1800s. It sounded a lot like 
Verdi. This event indicates that there was very little support 
for the arts in that country at that time.

After Venezuela, I went to Mexico, where I was warmly 
received by Rogelio Diaz-Guerrero, whom I knew from the 
1967 Ibadan conference. We developed a cross-cultural re-
search plan, with funds from the Ford and Rockefeller Foun-
dations, to study the attitudes of  Mexican women toward hav-
ing one more child. We found that upper class Mexican 
women were just like American women, thinking of  the opti-
mal size of  the family (usually two children) as the deter-
miner of  the number of  desired children. However, lower 
class Mexican women were influenced by the opinions of  
their relatives, priests, and spouses, and saw large families as 
highly desirable. At that time, they had an average of  six chil-
dren. Davidson, Jaccard, Triandis, Morales, and Diaz-
Guerrero (1974) reported this study and showed that one can 
use both emic and etic items. This study suggested the kinds 
of  interventions that are needed to reduce the number of  chil-
dren that lower class Mexican women have. Eventually, by 
2010, the number of  children in Mexican families became 
like the number in America.

One of  our collaborators was Maria Luisa Morales. On 
one occasion, I was invited to dinner by a Mexican couple for 
6 p.m. We waited until 7 p.m. and then we ate. Maria Luisa 
showed up at 11 p.m. and did not apologize. She just had de-

sert. This gives a clue to the way time is used in Latin Ameri-
ca—flexibly!

I was most impressed by Mexico City. The center is as 
beautiful as Paris. The Museum of  Anthropology is wonder-
ful. The Autonomous University with glittering facades was 
spectacular. The Zocalo with the government buildings and 
the wall paintings by brilliant Mexican artists is amazing. 

I met Rogelio’s son Rolando, and also Rogelio’s collabora-
tors, Maria Luisa Morales, and Isabella Reys de Laguna. 
They became instrumental in many subsequent invitations to 
visit Mexico, where I gave invited addresses to the meetings 
of  the Mexican Association of  Social Psychology. Unfortu-
nately, Luisa died a couple of  years after our study and Roge-
lio died in 2004.

	  I also attended a conference at the East-West Center, 
Hawaii that year, where we discussed the role of  learning in 
the development of  culture. In Triandis (1975b), I argued 
that individuals have to learn to make “isomorphic attribu-
tions” in culture training. That is, when they perceive the be-
havior of  members of  another culture, they should assign 
roughly the same causes to the behavior as do members of  
that culture. For example, American teachers are annoyed 
with Hispanic children because they do not look at them 
when they speak to them. Of  course, they do this out of  re-
spect for the teachers. Teachers who think that they do so be-
cause they are uninterested, or distracted, are not making iso-
morphic attributions. An isomorphic attribution would be 
that the Hispanic children are in the habit of  not looking at 
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high status persons, or 
use a norm of  showing 
respect by not looking 
at a high status person. 
	 In culture assimilator 
training, we present 
the episode and several 
plausible attributions 
in a multiple choice for-
mat. When the trainee 
picks the wrong attribu-
tion s/he is instructed 
to try again. When s/
he picks the correct at-
tribution, s/he receives 
cultural information. 
For example, in that cul-

ture, children are trained to show respect to people in author-
ity by not looking at them.

	In the summer (May 16-July 1), we went to Europe. We 
took Icelandic Airlines to Luxembourg because it was the 
cheapest way to go. They provided us with a three-day stop 
in Reykjavik, Iceland. We were there close to midsummer 
night, when the sun never sets. So, at the hotel we had to 
close the curtains very carefully. Iceland is treeless but has 
beautiful flowers thanks to all that sun. The volcanoes pro-
duce heat that is used to heat the city. They also provide geo-
thermal heat for many swimming pools and spas. We saw 

“committees” sitting in the warm water, discussing various is-
sues. This is a very relaxing way to participate in committees. 
Maybe we should adopt it! We took a tour of  the country 
and saw several artist studios. They have a system of  national 
voting for the best artist. The artist who is elected by the 
population receives $25,000 per year for life. 

	Luxembourg has some nice 18th century buildings and 
has the prosperous look of  Switzerland. Postage cards and 
banking have made the country wealthy. We then took a train 
to Munich, where we purchased an Audi. The Audi was a 
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definite “upgrade,” but unfortunately it turned out to have 
more mechanical troubles than any of  our cars. We drove it 
to Austria (Salzburg and Vienna). My mother met us in Vi-
enna, and we all continued to Yugoslavia, Italy (with visits in 
Venice, Florence, and Brindisi), Corfu, Patras, Athens, and 

on the return trip through France to Luxembourg, where we 
dropped off  the car to be shipped to the States. 

	We arrived at an intersection of  two highways, one to 
Ljubljana and the other to Klagenfurt. I asked Pola if  she 
wanted to go in the direction of  Yugoslavia. This was a big 
decision that had to be made quickly. Pola had not been back 
tp Yugoslavia since 1939, but Bled, the beautiful Alpine re-
sort in Slovenia, was where her family spent the summer. 
With Tito in power they did not want to return. So, after hesi-
tating briefly, we got our visas right at the border and we set 
off  for Bled and the Hotel Toplice, still “grand” and the way 
Pola remembered it. After making several inquiries from the 
older staff  of  the hotel, we also found the villa where her fam-
ily, including assorted uncles, aunts and cousins, spent the 
summer. Then we continued into Italy. 

	In Venice, we learned the pitfalls of  traveling without 
reservations in Europe in the summer. After driving around 
Mestre, the unattractive industrial part of  Venice, my mother 
suggested going to Abano Terme, nearby. This is a resort 
where her Cousin Mitsos and his wife Renee went to “take 
the waters” for their rheumatism. Indeed, luckily, we found 
rooms there. The place is a nice resort, though it smells of  sul-
fur. We continued to Fiesole, outside of  Florence, which was 
an easier place to park than any place in Florence. We stayed 
at a lovely villa. The bathrooms that had been installed were 
the latest in Italian modular design. Unfortunately, the water 
did not always make it up there. Fiesole is at a higher eleva-
tion than Florence and at times the water pressure was insuffi-
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cient. From Fiesole we took the bus into town. After Florence 
we drove to Brindisi and took the ferry to Corfu. We spent a 
week in Corfu and then continued to Athens. 	

On the way back we visited Burgundy. In Vezelay, Louisa 
threw down her little purse on the floor and declared she had 
seen enough churches! We did some sightseeing in Beaune, 
Dijon, and several wineries. We stopped at a charming B & B 
in a converted flour mill. But when we tried to pay they 
would accept only cash. We had miscalculated our francs and 
hardly had enough to pay. We drove some miles to a place 
where we could change our traveler’s checks. We also had 
great difficulty finding a proper bathroom. 

	I also gave a colloquium at McGill University, Montreal, 
Canada, and at some research centers in Quebec that year. It 
was nice to be back at my alma mater in another capacity.

1974
 In 1974, I was elected President of  the International As-

sociation for Cross-cultural Psychology. I was also elected 
Chairman and Secretary-General of  the Society of  Experi-
mental Social Psychology for a two-year period.

I was invited by the Australian Institute of  Aboriginal 
Studies for a conference in Canberra. Canberra was built 
with an eye on the future when the population of  Australia 
will be very large. It has many broad avenues; one cannot 
cross them without stopping in the middle to wait for the traf-
fic. It has wonderful parks where one can see some of  the ex-
otic animals that are found in that part of  the world. The 

most important stop was Sydney. After Sydney I flew to Ade-
laide, where I gave a colloquium at Flinders University, and 
to Brisbane where I spoke at that university. 

On the way to Australia, I stopped in Papeete in French 
Polynesia and observed the political discussions around an 
election in France. French Polynesia is a Department of  
France and the citizens vote in national elections. I visited the 
Gauguin Museum but was most disappointed. Most of  his 
work is in Europe. 

My next stop was Auckland, New Zealand; I was im-
pressed by the British character of  the city, e.g., roads named 
Khyber Pass. The museum was very interesting, with excel-
lent displays of  Maori art. I then flew to Christchurch, which 
was also very British, with the university buildings reminis-
cent of  Oxford, and the rose garden a wonderful reminder of  
English gardens. I looked for an ethnic restaurant, and could 
find only one: a Chinese. That was very different from our 
visit in 2002, when we found several ethnic restaurants, in-
cluding a very good Greek one named “Spetzai.” Then I flew 
to Queenstown, and from there I took a small plane to Mil-
ford fjord. The flight was very scary because the wings of  the 
plane seemed to almost touch the mountains, and the pilot 
seemed more interested in telling us the names of  the moun-
tains than in flying the plane. At Milford, New Zealand’s 
sparse population was evident. The lady who unloaded the 
baggage from the plane was the one who checked us into the 
hotel and took us to a table at dinner time. Milford has a 
lovely fjord, and I took a very enjoyable boat trip. Back at 
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Christchurch airport I 
looked for the airplane to 
Australia. There was no 
one guiding the passen-
gers. I went from plane to 
plane to find the plane 
that went to Sydney! 
Again, it was very differ-
ent in 2002 when I was 
again in New Zealand, at 
which time they had 
plenty of  people to guide 
the passengers.

At the Institute of  
Aboriginal studies in Can-
berra, we discussed the 
problem of  how to im-
prove the status of  Austra-
lian aborigines. I met several aboriginals and was amazed by 
their meekness. They spoke very little and were not likely to 
shout. One paper at the conference presented the intellectual 
abilities of  aborigines. They have an amazing ability to locate 
objects in space. In one test, people are presented with 20 ob-
jects placed on a chess board. Then the objects are removed 
and they are instructed to place them back where they were. 
The aborigines do this task with amazing accuracy. European 
Australians can place accurately no more than six or seven 
objects, while aborigines are able to place most of  them. 
Clearly, in an ecology where sources of  water must be lo-

cated, the skill to find water is crucial. The question is: what 
use can this skill have in a modern economy? 

Since I was in Australia, I gave colloquia at the Univer-
sity in Sydney at Flinders, at the University in Adelaide, and 
at the University of  Queensland in Brisbane. In Sydney, I 
found the Opera House a magnificent achievement. It is the 
Acropolis of  Australia. It looks like a sailing ship, and inside 
one feels that one is on a boat approaching a harbor. I went 
to a concert (a string quartet playing mostly Mozart) and en-
joyed the foyer immensely. 

Since Brisbane is not far from the Great Barrier Reef, I 
flew to an island on the reef. I stayed at a nice hotel, but 
there were no locks in the hotel room. Apparently there are 
no thieves there. I felt uncomfortable about leaving my 
money and passport unattended while I went swimming, but 
I went along. I asked where was a good place to swim and see 
the reef. They directed me to walk for a while and then go 
into the water. When I got to that spot I was all alone. I could 
hear the calls of  some rather large birds. The scene was ee-
rie. I remembered that the Prime Minister of  Australia had 
disappeared while swimming. I went into the water reluc-
tantly and got out as soon as possible.

Since Australia is half  way around the globe, I continued 
my trip by going around the world. I stopped in Singapore 
for one night. The taxi driver asked me how many children I 
had. I told him one and he said that I was very lucky, because 
people with only one child do not pay any tax there. Then I 
stopped in Teheran, where I saw the Archers and gave a collo-
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quium. From Iran it was on to Athens and Amsterdam. It 
was my first visit to Holland and I enjoyed the famous Rejks 
Museum. 

I have some slides with Louisa and Pola on a train to the 
top of  the Jungfrau in Switzerland. Louisa looks about 5 or 6 
so it must have been around 1974, but I am not sure of  the 
date.

In 1974, we purchased an apartment at a building called 
Sinbad in Ocean City, on the border between Maryland and 
Delaware. When the Fotitch family could no longer go to 
Bled they decided to spend the hot pre-air-conditioning sum-
mer at Rehoboth Beach in Delaware. We chose Ocean City 
because the beach was much better than Rehoboth. It was a 
great spot for Louisa, who loved jumping the waves. 

We had many visitors at Sinbad, including our friends 
the Osborns, from Champaign, with their two little girls, and 
Edna and Uriel Foa and their three children. Pola’s cousin, 
Seka (a.k.a Oliver), was a regular. Dadine rented an apart-
ment in the same building and said that Ocean City re-
minded her of  the Bosporus. We went back there for about 
ten years. We were about one block from the beach, which 
was excellent. However, we spent two weeks each year at the 
apartment, cleaning it and preparing it for rental. The rental 
provided some income, but after some years we decided that 
cleaning it was too much work and sold it. Besides, the area 
had been so built up that poor Sinbad was lost among the 
high-rises. While we were in Ocean City, I flew from Wil-
mington, the closest airport to Ocean City, to a conference 

on Research Priorities and Paradigms in Social Psychology, 
organized by Henri Tajfel in Ottawa, Canada. 

 The International Congress of  Applied Psychology was 
in Montreal, and I gave more than one lecture. The confer-
ence of  the Interamerican Association of  Psychology (a soci-
ety that included psychologists from both North and South 
America), was held in Bogota, Colombia, and there I was 
elected Vice-President. I was shocked when they presented 
me to the plenary session of  the congress as a member of  the 
“Junta directiva” of  the association. In Greece, “junta” is a 
very derogatory term, associated with dictatorship! In Span-
ish it means directorate or committee.

At that time, Colombia was high in crime. When we ar-
rived, our luggage was surrounded by the Colombian Army, 
which protected it until it reached our hotel. We were told 
not to walk alone. I did anyway and nothing happened to 
me. The Bogota criminals ran a “crime university” where 
one could get “a doctorate” in criminal activities! To get this 
“degree,” one had to present an original criminal scheme. 
One of  my colleagues from Argentina was the victim of  one 
such scheme. He was approached by a fellow who asked him 
the time of  day. Another man approached him and asked if  
the previous fellow was bothering him. The second man was 
well dressed and said that he was a member of  the “tourist 
police” and his job included making sure that tourists are not 
bothered, and also that their money was not counterfeit. He 
offered to take my colleague to the police to have his money 
checked. When my colleague hesitated, he offered to take the 
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money to the police station and have it checked. Since most 
Latin Americans avoid going to the police, which are often 
corrupt, the Argentinean colleague gave him his money and 
received an official looking receipt. He never saw the money 
again. Bogotá has a funicular that takes you to the top of  the 
mountain. Thus, if  it is too hot in town one can cool off.

After the conference, I flew to Cartagena which is a 
charming Spanish colonial town. I went for a swim but I was 
very anxious in that criminal environment. I put my valu-
ables on top of  a very tall armoire, hoping that a thief  would 
not discover them while I was swimming. Nothing happened.

1975
I was elected President of  the Society for the Psychologi-

cal Study of  Social Issues (SPSSI), APA Division 9, that year. 
My only contribution to this society was that I set up SPSSI 
local units in several places, which resulted in interesting dis-
cussions about the way social psychology can contribute to 
the solution of  social problems. However, this innovation de-
pends on the local leadership of  the units. Most units did not 
survive, except for the New York unit which is still active.

I attended a conference on cross-cultural psychology at 
the New York Academy of  Sciences. I presented the use of  
semantic, behavioral, and role differentials for doing com-
parative research. Margaret Mead was on the panel and ob-
jected to the use of  such scales. Of  course, the methodologies 
of  psychologists and anthropologists are very different. I ar-
gued that one can obtain useful insights, such as the identifica-

tion of  collectivism versus individualism that emerged in The 
Analysis of  Subjective Culture. Such insights might be placed in a 
broad framework of  ecology and history, which can then help 
the work of  anthropologists. In Triandis (1999), I argued that 
we should use the methods of  both anthropologists and psy-
chologists and look for convergence.

I was also was elected to the executive committee of  the 
International Association of  Applied Psychology that year, 
and was included in the Dictionary of  International Biography.

	I always thought that achievement depends more on 
motivating than on intelligence. The social psychology pro-
gram selected graduate students independently from the other 
departmental programs. I was on the committee that selected 
the graduate students that year. My colleagues tended to give 
much weight to GRE scores. I looked more at grades, though I 
knew that there has been grade inflation in this country. An in-
teresting application came from a student from Carnegie Mel-
lon. He had perfect GRE scores (800 on everything) but rela-
tively poor grades. I argued that he was not a good bet. The 
others on the committee overruled me. The student arrived 
and he had not washed for some time! We told him that we 
cannot recommend him for a job after he graduates unless he 
shapes up. He said that he wanted to do his own thing. He 
eventually resigned from the program and went to Hawaii. I 
do not think anybody has heard about him again.
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1976
 In early 1975, the publishing house Allyn and Bacon 

asked me if  I wanted to edit the Handbook of  Cross-Cultural Psy-
chology. Designing and editing this handbook became a major 
undertaking and occupied me until 1981. After many discus-
sions, it was decided that it would consist of  six volumes, with 
each volume having an associate editor. Volume 1 included 
General Perspectives, and William Lambert, who was a poly-
math with broad perspectives on anthropology, psychology 
and sociology, was the co-editor. Volume 2 was on Methodol-
ogy, and John Berry was the co-editor. Volume 3 was on Ba-
sic Processes, such as perception and cognition as they are in-
fluenced by culture, and Walt Lonner was the co-editor. Vol-
ume 4 was on Developmental Psychology and Alastair Heron 
was the co-editor. Volume 5 was on Social Psychology and 
Rich Brislin was the co-editor. Finally, Volume 6 was on Psy-
chopathology with Juris Draguns as the co-editor. 

We told the authors of  each chapter that if  they had a 
draft by a certain date they would be invited to a conference 
at the East-West Center in Hawaii in January, 1976. Most 
authors did produce their draft and did come to Hawaii. 
Thus, in 1976, we were well on the way to review the drafts. 
Each draft was reviewed by the co-editor, me, and one more 
colleague. Fortunately, I had a secretary in Illinois so it was 
possible to carry out the voluminous correspondence that was 
required for this job.

 We stopped in San Francisco on the way to Hawaii. We 
saw the New Year’s Eve custom of  throwing the old calen-

dars out the window to the street below, a custom that is col-
orful but messy. Pola and Louisa enjoyed Chinatown.

After the Handbook was published, it was favorably re-
viewed. Lee Cronbach said that the handbook created a new 
subfield of  psychology. Many people since then introduce me 
at conferences as “the father of  cross-cultural psychology.” 
The Handbook is now on Google Books as an open text ebook.

I also attended the International Congress of  Scientific 
Psychology in Paris, France. The organizers had arranged for 
the delegates to have a taste of  the food of  different French 
provinces, but there were so many hungry psychologists try-
ing to get at the food that I did not get much. 

	The International Council of  Psychologists also met in 
Paris that year and organized a symposium with several fa-
mous psychologists, such as Ken Gergen. I was supposed to 
be the discussant for their papers. When we arrived at the 
right time and place we had no audience! So, we wrote on 
the blackboard that we are postponing the symposium by 
half  an hour, and then we went across the street for coffee. 
When we returned we had 2 people in the audience. We pro-
ceeded giving the papers. However, we had started half  an 
hour late, and when my turn to speak had arrived suddenly 
40 people burst into room to hear the next part of  the pro-
gram, and so I was not able to say anything.

I was the President of  the International Association for 
Cross-Cultural Psychology that year, which held its Congress 
in Tilburg, The Netherlands, a very nice Dutch town. Ype 
Poortinga was the organizer and he did a very good job. I 
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gave the Presidential Address. At the APA meeting in Wash-
ington, D.C., I gave several talks, including the Presidential 
Address for APA Division 9 (Triandis, 1976a). This was re-
printed in several volumes published in subsequent years.

Finally, that year I gave an invited paper to the Intera-
merican Congress of  Psychology, Miami, Florida. Unfortu-
nately, the Interamerican Association of  Psychology lost a lot 
of  money by holding its congress in Miami because several 
Latin Americans were not given visas to come to the United 
States. The highlight of  that congress was the attendance of  
B. F. (Burrhus Frederic) Skinner, who was treated by the 
Latin Americans as a superstar. Every place he went he was 
surrounded by young women asking for his autograph. I had 
a similar experience in Mexico City in 2007. I had lunch 
with Skinner and it was a great pleasure to do so, since I ad-
mired his work. 

Triandis (1976b) was an extension of  the work on subjec-
tive culture that included samples of  lower as well as middle 
class African Americans. The data were collected by the Illi-
nois Survey Research Laboratory in Chicago. The book 
made the point that African Americans who had never had a 
job had a very different subjective culture than African 
Americans who did. The latter did not differ significantly 
from European Americans, while the former showed “ecosys-
tem distrust.” For example, on the antecedent –consequent 
method of  data collection, when the unemployed were asked 
what would happen if  they applied for a job, they indicated 
that it was unlikely that they would get one. On judgments of  

trust, the unemployed were one point lower, on a 9-point 
scale, than the employed on trust for “mother,” “father;” 2 
points lower on “teacher,” and 3-points lower on “black po-
liceman.” In short, they see the environment as hostile and it 
is not surprising that they are more violent than employed Af-
rican Americans. If  the ecosystem does not provide any re-
wards, it makes sense to see one’s life as short, and to take 
chances. Unless American society develops rewards for unem-
ployed African Americans, we can expect that they will be 
more violent than other groups. 

After finding that hardcore, unemployed African Ameri-
cans had a point of  view that was very different from other 
African Americans, we embarked on the construction of  ap-
propriate culture assimilators to train both the hardcore as 
well as the white and middle class African American samples 
to understand the point of  view of  the other samples. (See 
above for an example item) Triandis, Feldman, Weldon and 
Harvey (1974) described the development of  this training. Af-
ter development of  the training, we wanted to test its effec-
tiveness. The ideal design is to randomly assign the supervi-
sors of  hardcore unemployed to training and non-training 
groups, hire the unemployed, then check after six months or 
so to see how well they had performed on their job. I put an 
announcement in the Chicago Tribune describing the experi-
ment and inviting employers who wanted to help the hard-
core to participate in it. None offered to do it. That was a dis-
appointment. I suspect that employers were unwilling to take 
any chances employing the hardcore.
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In the summer, I gave a lecture at the University of  Augs-
burg, Germany. That city has many interesting sites, includ-
ing an old palace and a retirement community set up by the 
Fugger banking family in 1516 as a charitable institution. It 
is the oldest such establishment still in operation. It was really 
quite a pleasant place and a remarkable anticipation of  retire-
ment communities in California and Florida 500 years later. 

Following the meeting in Paris, mentioned above, we 
drove to Arradon, in Brittany, and stayed with our friends the 
Bourgains for a few days. The coast has dramatic views of  
cliffs, and staying with a French family was a marvelous expe-
rience. I was impressed by how well they ate. 

1977
That year I published Triandis (1977), which applied a 

model that predicted behavior from various factors to a vari-
ety of  interpersonal phenomena. The model was stimulated 
by Marty Fishbein, who had a model linking intentions to be-
havior. I felt that Marty’s model lacked a habit component, 
given that a lot of  what we do is due to our habits. Thus, I ar-
gued that behavior is a function of  both intentions and hab-
its, and the weights of  the habit and intention components 
vary so that when the weight for intentions is high the weight 
for habits is low and vice versa. Furthermore, behavior de-
pends very heavily on the situation. There are situations 
when behavior is easy and other situations when it is difficult. 
Thus, I introduced a “facilitating conditions” component. Ad-
ditionally, following Clark Hull, habits are most important 
when the drive toward the behavior is high. Habits are gener-

ated by customs and past experiences. Past experiences that 
were reinforced become strong habits. The attitude toward 
the behavior depends on the utility of  the behavior, the affect 
experienced at the thought of  the behavior (generated by clas-
sical conditioning), the attitude toward the other person in 
that particular situation, and the personal norms of  the indi-
vidual (should 
I do this?) 
The model is 
depicted in 
Figure 8-1 in 
Triandis 
(1994), p. 208. 
The model 
was presented 
in Triandis 
(1980) at a 
symposium 
on attitudes 
and values 
held at the 
University of  
Nebraska, 
which included Milton Rokeach and M. Brewster Smith. Em-
pirical support for the model was presented in Landis, Trian-
dis, and Adamopoulos (1978).

My mother had come from Greece that year, and we 
gave her a tour of  U.S. national parks, including Yellowstone, 
the Grand Tetons, Bryce and the Grand Canyon. Our lug-
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gage did not appear in Salt Lake City, but we rented a car 
and told the airline to send it to Yellowstone. Around Salt 
Lake City, two earnest Mormons tried to convert my mother. 
This was unlikely since her English was limited and they did 
not speak other languages. Besides, she had her Saint Spy-
ridion and had no interest in their message. But they prom-
ised to visit her in Athens. Since we needed some clothes for 
Yellowstone, we stopped at a Sears store in Idaho Falls. The 
helpful salesclerk insisted that blue jeans were “de rigeur” in 
Yellowstone. Dress pants would not have been appropriate. 
We stopped in Jackson Hole to see our friends from Illinois, 
the MacPhersons. We took a trip on the river, wearing safety 
equipment. Then we went to California, where my mother 
was able to see San Francisco. We took a side trip to Santa 
Rosa to visit our friend Jean Osborn’s Auntie Ivey. There was 
a drought that year and I remember that we had to be care-
ful in our water use.

I had several functions at the APA in San Francisco, in-
cluding giving the Presidential Address to Division 8. In that 
address I explored universals of  social behavior (see Triandis, 
1978). 

I gave colloquia in French at the Université de Montreal, 
Canada and Université de Quebec, in Montreal, Canada. Af-
ter Montreal, Pola, Louisa and I drove to the Gaspe Penin-
sula, a very scenic coastline that ends up in Percé, a very im-
pressive rock. On the way, we spent the night at a hotel that 
trained hotel personnel. We had a flambé dish and Louisa 
got quite scared with the fire, and jumped into my lap.

1978
I was elected a member of  the International Relations 

Committee of  the American Psychological Association for 
1978-81 and then a second time in 1989-92. I was listed in 
Men of  Achievement (Cambridge, England). I gave one week of  
lectures at the East-West Center, Hawaii. In addition, I lec-
tured on "Current Perspectives on Cross-Cultural Psychol-
ogy" at a conference at the University of  Hawaii. I also pre-
sented a paper on "Social Factors in Science Policy" at a sym-
posium of  the American Association for the Advancement of  
Science, at the Washington D. C. meetings. I presented an in-
vited paper on "Cognition and Intercultural Communica-
tion" at the meetings of  the International Communications 
Association in Chicago. I chaired a symposium on cross-
cultural training at the International Congress of  Applied 
Psychology, in Munich, Germany. I was also a participant at 
a symposium of  the International Association for Cross-
Cultural Psychology, also held in Munich, Germany. During 
these meetings I had a Munich-size glass of  beer (that must 
be half  a liter!) and had a terrible case of  sneezing. I must be 
allergic to large quantities of  beer. At the Hofbrauhaus, the 
ladies bring beer in half-liter glasses balanced on their sub-
stantial bosoms. 

My main point in these talks was that we need to “get 
into the shoes” of  people from other cultures. The more we 
do that, the greater the probability of  peaceful resolution of  
conflicts. I participated at a symposium on cross-cultural psy-
chology at the meetings of  the American Psychological Asso-
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ciations in Toronto, Canada, and I talked at a meeting organ-
ized jointly by the International Affairs Committee of  APA 
and the International Association for Cross-Cultural Psychol-
ogy. 

In September, Pola broke her ankle while bicycling. That 
December she wanted to get to a warm place to bake her an-
kle in the sand. All the usual places were already booked–Ja-
maica, Acapulco, Puerto Vallarta–but a new resort had just 
opened: Cancun, Mexico. At that time, the beach was pris-
tine for miles, there were few hotels, and only half  a dozen 
restaurants. Thus, we all went to Cancun, where Pola’s 
cousin, Seka, joined us as well. We stayed at a very nice hotel 
and explored the archeology around it. We found the Mayans 
very honest and friendly. The early Spanish explorers com-
mented on their honesty, friendliness, and cleanliness. On 
one occasion I left my traveling bag at a restaurant. It con-
tained passports, tickets and money. I remembered it an hour 
later and rushed to the restaurant. The owner had kept the 
store open expecting me to come back. Nothing was missing. 
But he asked us to take him with us to Chicago.

We saw an announcement that we could buy a timeshare 
that was under construction at a favorable price at the Club 
de Vacaciones Internationales. For the next 28 years, we re-
turned to Cancun every year, with the exception of  three 
years when we exchanged our timeshare for timeshares in the 
South of  France, Portugal, and Puerto Vallarta. We sold the 
timeshare in 2006, which was the last time we went there. 
Our grandsons, Alex and Nico, visited Cancun, and Alex be-

came a fearless snorkeler at age 4. However, by 2006, Can-
cun had become a solid mass of  hotels, shopping centers, and 
restaurants. 	

In addition to the week at Cancun, on most years we 
took another week to see different parts of  Mexico. Espe-
cially memorable, in addition to Mexico City, were Oaxaca, 
Merida, and Guanajuato. We visited many of  the archeologi-
cal sites, especially Palenque, Monte Alban, Chechen Itza, 
Ushmal, Tulum, and Coba. We loved the park at Xelha, 
where you can see an abundance of  fish. The fish are so 
tame, since they have no enemies, that they come explore 
your mask as you are swimming. 

There are 190 Mayan sites around Merida. One year, I 
took a tourist bus that did a 12 hour tour of  archaeological 
sites around Merida. The ladies opted out, because they 
would have had to get up too early in the morning to catch 
that bus. I saw about a score of  sites, and they provided varia-
tions on a theme.

According to archaeologists, the Mayans originated in 
Guatemala. The site of  Tikal was especially important. We 
were there in 2002 and found it very impressive, with several 
pyramids. They had 6 temples that formed an East-West axis. 
The Number 4 temple is the tallest. The site is very extensive, 
and we skipped some of  it because it was necessary to walk 
an additional hour. The Temple of  the Inscriptions had 
many inscriptions; we looked at them but we could not under-
stand them.
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We had an excellent guide, whose father had been assassi-
nated during the period when the Guatemalan military tried 
to kill many of  the Indians. His mother and he were able to 
go to Los Angeles, where he went to school, so his English 
was fluent. They worked in a factory in LA and got injured 
and so decided to return to Guatemala. 

The jungle around Tikal is full of  birds (such as the tou-
can), raccoons, and monkeys. There are many kinds of  or-
chids. About 20 miles from Tikal is a lake that has two com-
munities: Flores and Santa Elena. Flores has many colorful 
shops on the Avenida de la Reforma. We were surprised that 
about 30% of  the population is Evangelical. The lake is very 
attractive and makes both communities good places to visit. 

The hotel in Tikal turned off  the power from 11 p.m. to 
5 a.m. to conserve electricity. The night sounds were truly ee-
rie, especially when the howler monkeys started their chorus. 
The hotel had a pool, but it was too cool to swim. The hotel 
food was very good. During the day, the bird songs were un-
usually pleasant. 

More recent excavations suggest that the Mayans around 
Merida developed another Mayan civilization and a middle 
class. They survived by collecting rain water in large cisterns. 
It was interesting that they located their gods in underground 
caverns. Most other cultures locate their gods on top of  
mountains. So, it must be that since there were no mountains 
in the Yucatan they chose another discontinuity of  the ter-
rain to place their gods. The Mayans were excellent astrono-
mers and mathematicians. Their calendar was slightly better 

than ours! If  I remember the numbers correctly, ours is about 
1.2 seconds per year wrong; theirs was only about .8 of  a sec-
ond per year wrong. 

Perhaps the most interesting Mayan site is Palenque, with 
all kinds of  monkeys hanging overhead from the trees. There 
are several buildings and a museum that houses artifacts 
found during the excavations. One of  the buildings has a pas-
sage that you can enter with many steps that lead to the tomb 
of  a Mayan King. Louisa and I went into it and saw the 
King, but Pola felt too claustrophobic to join us. After that 
visit we went to Villahermosa, in the most southern part of  
the Gulf  of  Mexico, where there is a park called La Venta 
that has several large stone heads (about 5 feet in diameter) 
produced by the Olmecs, a culture that dominated Mexico 
before the Aztecs and Mayans. 

Villahermosa is the gateway to Palenque, and also the 
center of  Mexico’s petroleum industry. So, imagine our sur-
prise when not a single gas station had gas! After trying three 
or four we left the rented car with Seka and Louisa and went 
looking for gas. Since Pola speaks Spanish, the two of  us 
found a taxi on the highway. The driver agreed to sell us 
some of  his gas if  we would go to his house. We were sur-
prised that he had a very nice stone house, not to mention 
plenty of  gas. We went back to the rented VW and he sucked 
the gas from his can into our car. I offered him $20 but he 
said “No, Senior $10 es suficiente.” We finally found a gas sta-
tion with gas just before the VW ran out of  gas again. 
Through Seka’s connections we were able to stay in a “rus-
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tic” lodge where archaeologists from Harvard’s Dumbarton 
Oaks spent the season. Across the road were some fierce (yet 
quite small) Lacandon Indians with a large array of  bows 
and arrows. However, Pola was more worried about the dead 
scorpion she found than about them. 

Valerie Bourgain, daughter of  our Paris friend Michel 
Bourgain, spent the academic year 1977-78 with us in Illinois 
to improve her English. She went to the regular high school 
while studying for her French degree by correspondence. We 
took a trip during the Christmas vacation with her to New 
Orleans in the Audi. She was outraged when she saw in the 
museum in New Orleans how much territory Napoleon had 
sold to the U.S. for a mere 25 million dollars. We also visited 
the Cajun country, and she had difficulty communicating 
with the locals. They speak a form of  17th century French 
that is too different from current French. But some of  them 
are taking lessons in contemporary French. 

1979	
I had a sabbatical in 1979-80, and again I was appointed 

to the Center for Advanced Studies at Illinois. I gave an in-
vited address to celebrate the U. N. Year of  the Child in Van-
couver, British Columbia, Canada. To get there, we flew to 
the Dakotas, rented a car and visited Mount Rushmore, then 
flew to Montana and visited Glacier National Park. In Mon-
tana, we saw the beginning of  the Missouri river. Montana is 
an amazing state because it is as large as France and has a 
population of  fewer than a million. We rented a car that de-
veloped a problem. We called and they sent us another one 

from 50 miles away! Then we flew to Seattle and rented a car 
and drove to Vancouver, and visited my cousin, Rena, and 
her family. We did some of  the Vancouver sightseeing, such 
as Stanley Park, and then took the ferry to Victoria, where 
we saw the excellent Royal British Columbia Museum and 
the superb Butchart Gardens. We continued south to the 
Olympic Peninsula in Washington State, through the rainfor-
est, and finally arrived in Seattle, where we visited Andy and 
Alexandra Davidson, an intercultural couple who met in 
Champaign. Alexandra stayed with us for a year when she be-
gan her studies of  architecture in Illinois. She was the daugh-
ter of  our koumbaros, Kostas Notaras. Andy was my graduate 
student and is now the Vice Provost at Columbia University 
in New York. 

After Canada, we flew to Peru for the meetings of  the In-
teramerican Society of  Psychology. I gave a paper on atti-
tudes at the meeting in Lima, Peru. One of  the people in the 
audience said: “That is very well, but you did not tell us what 
attitudes we must have to win the next war with Chile.” 
Note: In 1897, Chile won a war with Peru. This fellow is 
dreaming of  revenge. I answered that this is much beyond 
my competence, but that my esteemed colleague from Ohio 
State, who was sitting in the first row of  the lecture, might be 
able to advise him. His name was Tom Milburn, and I think 
Tom talked to him after the lecture.

During the congress, Louisa and the daughter of  Bibb La-
tané had a good time playing around the Sheraton Hotel. We 
were all invited to a picnic in a hacienda, where we saw a 
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first rate show of  horsemanship. On the way back the 
students, who were in our bus, had a wonderful time singing. 
The atmosphere was so festive, and it was clear that the Peru-
vian students had a very joyful attitude. They had what the 
French call “joi de vivre” in abundance.

Lima has a wonderful Casa de Oro, filled with gold ob-
jects of  the pre-Hispanic period. Actually, there are similar 
museums in Bogota, Colombia and Quito, Ecuador as well. 
In both Bogota and Quito, if  I remember right, the gold was 
in bank vaults, and they allowed us to enter the room where 
the gold objects were located for just a few minutes. It was 
hardly time enough to see the objects. The Lima museum 
was much better from that point of  view. 

 As we drove around Lima, Louisa was horrified by the 
poverty of  the people and the slums in which they lived. I 
think it was then that she decided to become a social worker 
to help people get out of  poverty. Actually, in primary school, 
she was already giving advice to her classmates. Because she 
was tall for her age this gave her “status.” And indeed that 
was the path she followed. 

After Lima, we flew to Cusco, the ancient capital of  the 
Incas. Cusco is an amazing place with remnants of  buildings 
from the Inca period. Many buildings or portions of  them 
were “converted” by the Spanish to their use. 

Since Cusco is at an elevation of  12,000 feet, there is a 
problem getting enough oxygen. We were advised by an an-
thropologist friend in Illinois to drink coca tea, avoid pisco 
sours, and go to bed as soon as we got there to become accli-

mated. We felt special empathy for those who came to Cusco 
the next day, because the porters had gone on strike and the 
people had to walk and carry their luggage from the airport. 

While we were in town, we saw several demonstrations. 
The army used water cannon on the demonstrators, but 
when lunch time came, protesters and soldiers went home. 
We purchased wonderful sweaters, which we needed because 
the interiors of  churches, such as the cathedral, were un-
heated. The square in front of  the Cathedral was lined with 
women knitting sweaters. One of  them chased after me be-
cause she had one that was really large and she thought I had 
to have it. Near Cusco was an old Inca ruin, Sacsuhayman. 
The huge stones fitted perfectly into each other and held to-
gether without mortar. The construction was obviously earth-
quake resistant. 

Finally, we took the train to Machu Picchu. The train fol-
lows the Urubamba River, and the river can also be seen 
from Machu Picchu. This is one of  the most beautiful sites I 
have ever seen. There are numerous temples located on steep 
slopes, surrounded by mountains. This was an Inca ceremo-
nial site that was not found by the Spaniards, so it is in good 
shape. We stayed at a modest hotel where the glass in the win-
dow of  our room was replaced by newspapers. But in the 
morning, when the site was empty of  people, I went for a 
walk before sunrise and it was one of  the most magical, satis-
fying aesthetic experiences of  my life. I could see the light 
shining on the mountain peaks a bit here and there, until the 
whole mountain was in the sun. Louisa chased the alpacas 
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around the various ancient buildings. Above all, since it was 
at 6,000 feet, we could breathe with ease compared to Cuzco.

I also did some work for the United Nations that year. 
They wanted me to construct a questionnaire that they could 
use all over the world. But they did not understand that one 
needs to have several items tapping the same construct to get 
reliability. They insisted in using just one item per topic so as 
to cover a wide range of  topics. In any case, they did hold a 
conference at the United Nations Institute for Training and 
Research in Barcelona, Spain. I liked that city very much, es-
pecially the Gothic quarter and the architecture of  Gaudí. 
He designed the church La Sagrada Familia that is still under 
construction, as well as several buildings in Barcelona, and a 
park. 

While in Barcelona, I met a fellow at a café who was sup-
posed to become the Prime Minister of  Catalonia after Cata-
lonia breaks away from Spain. I think with the European Un-
ion now these groups who seek independence are no longer 
popular. I took a walk in the local park. They had several sta-
tions where one could exercise, with instructions in Catalo-
nian as well as Spanish. Catalonian is very similar to French. 

From Barcelona I flew to Nice to visit John Berry, who 
was spending a year there. I spoke at the Centre In-
terethnique of  the University of  Nice, which John was visit-
ing. The flight was on the Scandinavian airline. They provide 
me with an impressive table setting, including silverware. But 
the meal consisted of  one chocolate!

From Nice I flew to Athens, where my father was ill, 
probably from prostate cancer. He had a satisfactory arrange-
ment with an orphanage. He transferred some funds to them, 
and they took good care of  him during his last days. He loved 
to play with the children.
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Chapter 10

THE 1980S: 
AWARDS

The ceremony of  the honorary doctorate at the University of  Athens. John 
Paraskevopoulos is in the far left



1980
My father died that year. He was 83, which was not bad 

for a person who had had two heart attacks. I saw him in the 
summer and he died in December. When I saw him, he said 
that he had lived long enough and was ready to go. I suspect 
that he had cancer of  the prostate, which I also had in 1998. 
The Greek health system does not do much for a person who 
has cancer if  he is over 80 years old. That raises an interest-
ing question about the American health system. Should we 
spend so much money on people who are old? When I got to 
be 85 my American physician said to me: “You are free to do 
what you want. I achieved what I was hoping to achieve. 
From now on you are on your own.” I understand that about 
1/3 of  the total expenditures in the American health system 
are for people over 80. Is that a rational way to spend 
money? Now that I write this, I feel that, since I am 87, I do 
not deserve extraordinary expenditures on my behalf. This 
autobiography shows that I had a wonderful life, and what is 
the point of  getting close to 100? As I get older, I find that 
the world is getting more and more complicated and it is diffi-
cult to adjust to it. There is some wisdom in the body ending 
it all while the person is reasonably healthy. Rather than sta-
tistics on longevity we should look at statistics on “life without 
disease.” “Life without disease” averages 74.5 years in Japan, 
73.2 in Australia, 73.1 in France, 72.8 in Spain, 72.7 in Italy, 
72.5 in Greece, 72.5 in Switzerland, and is only 70.0 in the 
United States (The Economist, 2009). I consider myself  very 
lucky to have reached 87 with very little to complain about. 

	Wilifred Allen, daughter of  Seka, Pola’s first cousin, was 
married to Chris Faiella on June 22, 1980, and I gave the 
bride away. On the 
occasion of  my 
70th birthday, Wili-
fred, known to the 
family as Kips, sent 
me a very nice let-
ter telling me how 
much she appreci-
ated “having a won-
derful uncle to lean 
on.” Kips is now an 
Episcopal priest, 
and she officiated at 
the marriage of  
Louisa, as well as 
Louisa’s sister-in-
law, Mary Ann. I 
sent Kips my 2009 
book, which is very 
critical of  religion, 
but she thought that she agreed with 90 percent of  what I 
said.

In 1980, the Office of  Naval research asked me if  I 
wanted to research the subjective culture of  Hispanics. The 
Navy was aware that Hispanics would become a major por-
tion of  the population of  the United States, so it would be a 
good idea to know more about them. I agreed and invited 
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Gerardo Marin, who was Secretary General of  the Intera-
merican Society of  Psychology, to collaborate with me. This 
way, I could have help from someone who knew the culture 
better than I did. The grant was from 1980-85 and it resulted 
in a number of  publications, the most important being Trian-
dis, Kashima et al (1982), Triandis, Lisansky et al (1982), Tri-
andis, Marin, Lisansky and Betancourt (1984), Marin and Tri-
andis (1985), and Triandis (1985). Hui, Kashima, Ottati, and 
Sediati were graduate students at that time. Hui is now profes-
sor at the University of  Hong Kong. Kashima is now the Past 
President of  the International Association for Cross-Cultural 
Psychology. Ottati is a professor at Loyola University in Chi-
cago. Sediati is now the Provost of  the University of  Indone-
sia. Lisansky had her doctorate in anthropology and came to 
the project to provide an anthropological perspective. She is 
now with the World Bank. Betancourt was a Chilean psy-
chologist who collaborated closely with Marin. He has since 
become a well-known cross-cultural psychologist. 

	This project, including my review of  the work of  
Hofstede, resulted in my becoming very interested in the con-
structs of  individualism and collectivism, and resulted in Tri-
andis (1995). 

	That year was the hundredth anniversary of  the estab-
lishment of  a laboratory of  psychology by Wilhelm Wundt in 
Leipzig, Germany. I participated at a symposium held at the 
International Congress of  Scientific Psychology in Leipzig, 
German Democratic Republic. I boarded the train in Mu-
nich, but the train did not indicate that it was going to Leip-

zig. It was full when we left. As we approached East Ger-
many the number of  passengers in the train diminished so 
much that when we were at the border of  the two Germanys, 
I was the only one on the train. I saw a heavily fortified fron-
tier. We stopped at the border and East German guards 
searched the train, dogs sniffed all over, including under the 
train. Finally, we moved forward and new passengers started 
getting into the train, so by the time we got to Leipzig, the 
train was full again.

	In Leipzig, I was approached by someone who offered to 
exchange local currency for dollars. I refused to do anything 
of  the sort. The congress was well organized, and I was able 
to explore the city. On one occasion, I entered what I 
thought was a restaurant, but it was for East German employ-
ees of  a department store. The food was subsidized so it was 
very cheap. I said I did not know what it was, and they ex-
cused me and served me. The food was not bad. 

	I took a tour of  Saxony, including Dresden, which has 
wonderful art, but was still partially in ruins. When I was a 
child, my Fraulein Schumann, who came from Dresden, 
made it sound as the most wonderful place in the world. I 
could see that some of  it was true. The museum had superb 
art. It is said that the Dukes and Electors of  Saxony had a lot 
of  money that they used to promote the arts, the way the Me-
dici did in Florence. We stopped in Meissen, but I was not in-
terested in buying, while the other people on my tour did.

	My greatest experience in Leipzig was attending the 
Thomaskirche, where Bach was the musical director for 
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many years. A concert of  Bach’s music was given, and I went 
to heaven. It was totally thrilling to hear his music in the very 
place where he did so much of  his work. 

	On the train back to Munich, the same situation was 
encountered. But this time, in addition to me, there was a 
lady in the compartment. We talked and she told me that she 
had a sick brother in West Germany whom she was going to 
visit, and she wanted to bring her children along but “they” 
(the East Germans) would not let them go.

	In Munich, I went to the opera and saw a very good 
performance of  the Abduction from the Seraglio, by Mozart. In 
the intermission people strolled around in white tie and 
drank champagne. It was such a contrast from East Ger-
many!

1981
I organized a symposium at APA in Los Angeles and also 

presented a paper on cross-cultural social psychology. Charlie 
Osgood was invited to the Los Angeles symposium, but when 
he got to L.A., he bought a bottle of  whiskey and went to his 
hotel and drunk enough of  it to forget the symposium. He 
apologized profusely a few days later.

	I gave an invited address at the inauguration ceremony 
for the International Center of  Intercultural Studies, at the 
University of  Bradford in England. From Bradford we visited 
the home of  the Bronte’s at Haworth. The conference in 
Bradford allowed us to explore the British Islands with a pass 
on British Rail. We were joined by friends Jean Osborn and 

her daughter, Emily, and Ioanna Bertsekas and her son, Telis. 
I could have been mistaken for a Mormon elder with three 
wives and three children! We went all over by train, but when 
it was necessary to go to a place that did not have rail, we 
took buses, and when they were not available, we took a taxi. 
We developed a scheme, with the children sitting on the lap 
of  the elders, that allowed all of  us to get into a large British 
taxi. Our lodgings were in B & Bs, perfect for children.

	We visited some of  the great houses of  England, such as 
Haddon Hall and Chatsworth, as well as some of  the cutest 
towns, such as Chester and the great walled city of  York. We 
saw the great cathedral at Winchester and famous castles, 
such as Caernarvon in Wales and Warwick. The children 
liked the ruins at Fountains Abbey, destroyed by Henry the 
VIII, when he was in conflict with the Pope. Several situa-
tions came up where the children had to apologize for some-
thing they did. Emily and I had a big argument in York be-
cause she took a tour and claimed to have seen the ghost of  a 
Roman soldier. At York we attended a concert in the freezing 
cathedral. The violinist broke a string and then disappeared. 
We waited a long time, but decided that it was too cold to 
wait any longer. We had charming tea and crumpets in vari-
ous locations and learned to appreciate scones. The three la-
dies got along famously, and always found time to shop, espe-
cially for sweaters. Back then they were still being “Made in 
Scotland.”

	At the end, we spent a few days in London, which was 
in a feverish state over the Royal Wedding of  Prince Charles 
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and Lady Diana. We heard stories about it from some ladies 
who were staying in our hotel and were singing in the choir 
during the wedding ceremony. We even “crashed” St. Paul’s 
where there was a rehearsal in progress. It was then that we 
first heard Handel’s “Entrance of  the Queen of  Sheba.” Six-
teen years later it was played at Louisa’s wedding.

	Before leaving England we managed to visit our friends 
the Temperleys. All of  us have remained friends, kids and 
grownups, over the years, surely the sign of  a successful expe-
dition.

In June, 1981, I received my first award. It was “for sig-
nificant contributions to the development of  psychology,” 
from the Interamerican Society of  Psychology (SIP). The 
ceremony was held in the Dominican Republic. The Award 
was given by Herb Kelman, President of  SIP, and the Presi-
dent of  the Dominican Republic was in attendance. I wrote 
my award talk in English and my friends translated it into 
Spanish, so I gave it as “Influencias culturales en el comporta-
miento social." In the center of  Santo Domingo, there was a 
charming old Spanish colonial city with some of  the build-
ings going back to the 16th century.

1982
I gave a colloquium at the University of  Puerto Rico, 

Rio Piedras, San Juan, Puerto Rico. I loved that island. The 
anthropologist Eduardo Seda took me all over. We visited a 
coffee plantation run by a high school friend of  his. I spent a 
night at the house of  his sister, which was surrounded by 100 

pots with flowers. I attended a wedding and met many of  his 
relatives. The fact that Puerto Ricans are American citizens 
allowed one of  them to join the army and get his medical de-
gree. He is now the local doctor in Mayaguez. The swim-
ming was good and the El Yunque National Park was very im-
pressive. One of  the bays is called “Bio-luminescent Bay.” It 
had fish that produced light during the night causing the sea 
to appeare illuminated. 

	The city of  San Juan is charming, with Spanish colonial 
houses and narrow streets. An old convent has been con-
verted into a luxury hotel. Morro Castle is the symbol of  
Puerto Rico. I visited the house of  Andres Segovia, where I 
heard some of  the records he had made. It was an estheti-
cally most satisfying experience. 

	  I participated at a symposium and functioned as discuss-
ant at two symposia at meetings of  International Association 
for Cross-Cultural Psychology in Aberdeen, Scotland. I 
found that Aberdeen had a very authentic Scottish environ-
ment. I was told that I must go to the fish market at 5 in the 
morning, which I did. Large loads of  fish were auctioned, 
and the ceremonies were colorful. There was a lot of  local 
color. After Aberdeen, I went to Edinburgh, where I was 
joined by Pola and Louisa. We were most impressed by Edin-
burgh, where we had a very interesting history lesson at Holy-
rood Castle on the intrigues and murders during the time of  
Mary Queen of  Scots. There was a baroque concert at Hope-
town House followed by an elegant buffet. We participated in 
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a Jacobean banquet that included local dancing. After that 
visit, we explored some of  the coastal villages in Scotland.

	The International Association of  Applied Psychology 
had its meeting in Edinburgh, and that year I was elected 
Vice-President of  that association for a term that continued 
until 1990, when I became President. I participated in a sym-
posium and was a discussant for three papers presented at 
that congress. In addition, I presented a paper at a UNESCO 
sponsored conference on the transfer of  psychological knowl-
edge to developing countries, organized by the executive com-
mittee of  the International Union of  Psychological Science 
(IUPsyS), which was also held in Edinburgh. That allowed 
me to establish friendly relationship with IUPsyS, which 
came in handy when I became President of  the International 
Association of  Applied Psychology. I was able to get the two 
organizations to cooperate, organizing their conferences 
every two years, with each organization holding its congress 
every four years. Finally, that year I was elected Honorary Fel-
low of  the International Association for Cross-Cultural Psy-
chology. That honor means that I did not have to pay dues 
for the rest of  my life. 

	In the summer, we took a sentimental trip to Greece, 
with a visit to Patras where Pola and Louisa were able to see 
the house where I was born, as well as that of  my great grand-
father. We then drove to Amfissa to see the house of  my great 
grandfather. Of  course, we took pictures and I made a 
video—much to the surprise of  the local workers who could 
not figure out why we had an interest in that house.

	Next, we went to Thessaloniki, which has excellent 
Roman and Byzantine remains, and where Pola’s father spent 
a good part of  WWI as a liaison officer between the Serbs 
and the French. Thessaloniki is a very pleasant city with tree 
lined avenues and an attractive waterfront. Unfortunately, a 
number of  the churches were still closed as a result of  earth-
quake damage a couple of  years earlier. Thessaloniki has an 
excellent museum where one can see artifacts of  the Macedo-
nian period of  Alexander the Great. Not far from there is 
Pella, the birthplace of  Alexander. It has very interesting re-
mains from that civilization. There is also Vergina, which has 
the well preserved tomb of  King Philip of  Macedon and 
some excellent mosaics. In the western part of  Macedonia, 
Kastoria is situated on a lovely lake. It is the center of  the fur 
trade in Greece, and one can see pelts drying out in the 
streets. It has several Byzantine Churches that are well worth 
a visit. 

Driving south, not far from Thessaloniki is the Valley of  
Tempe, a lovely sight with Mount Olympus on one side and 
the River Pinios on the other. Southeast to Kalabaka is Me-
teor, with the monasteries perched on top of  precipitous 
rocks. People are brought up to the monasteries in baskets. 
There are a few monasteries that can be reached by car and 
a walk. They are very strict about attire. I was sent back to 
the car to get a long sleeved sweater because I was wearing a 
short sleeved shirt. A bit to the south of  Meteora is Volos, the 
fourth largest city in Greece, which is near Portaria, a moun-
tain resort located on mount Pilion. It has a very nice sum-
mer climate. In Portaria it is possible to vacation both on a 
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mountain and at a beach, since it is possible to drive to the 
sea in about 30 minutes. 

	We also went to the west coast of  Greece, where we saw 
a superb Frankish castle in Vonitza. We spent one night at a 
hotel on the Bay of  Actium where Antony and Cleopatra 
met their demise. The clerk at the hotel said that his name 
was Triandis, and he came from a village in the interior 
called Triandeika, where all inhabitants are called Triandis. 
This sounds like a tribal settlement, and I suspect that my 
great grandfather, or his father, might have left that village 
and moved to Amfissa, which is only about 50 miles to the 
east. 

	Nikopolis is nearby and has notable early Roman and 
Christian mosaics and Roman ruins of  the time of  Augustus. 
We then went to Corfu where we stayed at the charming ho-
tel I Cavalieri, owned by a close friend of  my mother. We vis-
ited my cousin, Christiana, in the village of  Kavalouri in 
northern Corfu. She inherited her house from her mother. It 
was built in the 1500s, and it had an immense garden with 
fruit trees. She sold this house around 2000 for about a lot of  
money to a Hollywood writer who became fascinated by this 
house with its superb view of  the sea and the mountains of  
Albania. When she  was required to make the large payment, 
she simply called her cousin, the singer David Bowie, and got 
a loan from him! 

	Then we crossed to Epirus, which has magnificent 
alpine scenery, is cool in the summer, and has no mosquitoes. 
It is much less developed than the rest of  Greece. One fre-

quent sight as we drove on those mountains was what Louisa 
called “prayer boxes.” These are located at the spots where 
fatal accidents have occurred. They were so frequent that we 
became especially cautious when driving. 

	Ioannina is a city on a lake where Ali Pasha used to rule 
in the early 1800s. The architecture is often Turkish. Nearby 
is the impressive theater of  Dodoni, surrounded by moun-
tains populated by grazing goats. 

	The picturesque village of  Metsovo was especially 
attractive, with cobblestones streets, Turkish style houses, and 
lots of  chickens running around. The locals wore heavy 
woolen clothes. The local fountain is supplied by water com-
ing straight from the mountain—it puts champagne to 
shame, it was so delicious. I recommend a visit to Metsovo 
just to drink the water! In Metsovo, we visited a museum that 
showed the life of  mountain villages in the 19th century. The 
walls and floors were covered with colorful carpets. 

	Next we stopped again at Meteora, which I mentioned 
earlier, where monasteries have been built on top of  huge 
stone hills with eroded peaks. Again we stopped in Thessalo-
niki, where one can see the house where Kemal Ataturk was 
born. 

	A boat trip to Agion Oros is memorable; it is a region 
that is independent of  Greece, consisting of  40 Orthodox 
(Greek, Russian, Serbian) monasteries of  different nationali-
ties. Only males are allowed to enter the Holy Moountain. 
They live the life of  1100 AD and are superb places to es-
cape modernity. The Prince of  Whales, Prince Charles, es-
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capes each year for a few weeks in that area. It is said that on 
one occasion, after his two weeks were up, he refused to leave 
and stayed another week. My colleague, José María Pieró, 
from Madrid, Spain, also goes there for a few weeks each 
year. I did not go to the monasteries. I only saw them and her-
mits praying by the shore from the boat. I felt that my view 
that religion is a self-deception might offend the monks, and 
that will not be good for them or for me. One of  the most no-
table features in these monasteries is their libraries. They con-
tain precious manuscripts from the middle ages and earlier 
periods. 

In east Macedonia there is Kavala, where one can take a 
boat to the island of  Samothace, where excavations brought 
to light the famous statue of  Winged Victrory (Nike) of  Sa-
mothace, now in the Louvre. The archaeological sites are 
worth a short visit. We, continuing our tour, stopped in Ka-
vala, a charming town, and visited the archaeological site of  
Philippi, an important city in the early Christian period. 
Then we took the boat to the island of  Thasos. This island is 
heavily wooded and has good beaches. At a cafe on the island 
we saw some of  the locals calling each other to come and see. 
The sight was some tourists wearing very little. The locals 
used their telescope to see the topless ladies taking the sun. 

1983
I gave a paper to the Society for Cross-Cultural Re-

search, in Washington, D.C. in February, and in June a long 
paper at the Second International Conference on Productiv-
ity in Organizations at Nags Head in the Outer Banks of  

North Carolina. These workshops, organized by Bibb La-
tané, brought together social psychologists who could present 
their work without time pressure. Plus, there was the possibil-
ity of  extended discussion, as well as informal discussions, 
while swimming in the Atlantic Ocean. Louisa played with 
Bibb’s daughters, and Pola did some sightseeing. 

From there, we went to New Bern, which is a restored 
18th century town with Governor Tryon’s magnificent pal-
ace. It is even more interesting than Williamsburg because it 
is a town with “real” people. 

In July, I participated at the meetings of  the Interameri-
can Society of  Psychology in Quito, Ecuador. As a member 
of  the Governing Board of  the society, I received the keys to 

In Quito, Ecuador, 1983
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the city! I visited a hacienda where the German explorer, 
Humboldt, used to stay. In August, I attended the meetings 
of  American Psychological Association in Anaheim, where I 
gave a couple of  papers and was a discussant in several sym-
posia.

That spring, Pola saw an announcement for a mathemat-
ics course for high school students in her Mt. Holyoke Col-
lege alumnae magazine. Louisa was 15 years old and I 
thought the right age to become good in mathematics. She 
did not particularly like the math but she did like the comput-
ers, and she gained some security about being able to be 
away from home. When our local newspaper interviewed her, 
she was quite outspoken about how much she had disliked 
that experience! She never forgave us for sending her there. 
On the other hand, she aced calculus in high school and at 
Northwestern, but she would never be a mathematician. The 
summer math camp also determined that she would never at-
tend an all-girls college.

As a reward, we took her friend, Adrienne Osborn, to 
Greece with us. The trip started in Crete, where we rented 
an apartment. My mother, Cousin Boba from Belgrade, Pola, 
Louisa, Adrienne, and I stayed there for a week. We explored 
the area around Knossos, Phaestos, Malia, Gordina, where 
the first laws of  Greece were written on stones (about inheri-
tance, adoption), the place where Zeus was supposed to have 
carried off  Europa, and the cave where Zeus was supposed to 
have been born. The girls had fun exploring Knossos and rid-
ing on donkeys, while the older folks walked. The cave of  

Zeus was muddy and dark; it is not recommended. It was so 
hot at Phaestos that the ladies sat in the air-conditioned car 
while I visited the site and took pictures. 

	The island has several small towns. In the east, Ajios 
Nicolaos has a canal and a beautiful harbor. The city of  
Heraklion has a superb archeological museum. The Univer-
sity of  Heraklion has a good medical school. West of  there is 
Rethymnon, and finally in the very west of  the island, Cha-
nia. Venetian buildings are important in all these places, as 
are remnants of  the Turkish presence. There are wonderful 
beaches between these towns. But in some places the sea is 
quite treacherous.

	Crete also has some very impressive monasteries. I am 
not sure we saw them on that trip or at another time, but that 
does not matter. Among the most worthwhile are the monas-
teries of  Preveli, Ajioi Deca, and Pantokrator. At one of  the 
convents a nun came up to me saying something that 
sounded like “Dutch.” She meant Deutsch and was pleased 
when I told her I was American! Nearby we spotted a plaque 
dedicated to the many Australians and New Zealanders who 
had given their lives trying to defend Crete from the Nazis. 
The nun surely remembered the sight of  the Germans para-
chuting to the island in 1941 by the thousands.

	We continued our trip with a stop in Paros, a typical 
Aegean island. When we got there, we looked for a hotel and 
there was nothing available. As we walked around we saw the 
Hotel Louisa. Encouraged by the name we decided to try it. 
They had one room. Pola, Louisa, and Adrienne stayed in 
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that, and I was put into a room the size of  a closet. When I 
got into bed my legs stuck out the window! But I was so tired 
that I slept well. We walked around and were charmed by the 
white-washed alleys. But we noticed that we were being fol-
lowed by a man. When we stopped he finally caught up to us. 
It was my old friend from McGill, Taki Dimitracopoulos. He 
hesitated to talk to us because he knew that I had one daugh-
ter and here I was with two girls. Half  the island belonged to 
him because he had inherited a lot of  property from his 
grandfather. We saw his splendid house, which is more like 
an Italian palazzo than an ordinary house. It even has a pri-
vate chapel. One of  the most picturesque harbors on Paros is 
Naoussa. It makes a perfect postcard to advertise the island. 

In the fall of  1983, I was in India as a Distinguished Ful-
bright Professor. This was arranged by my Indian friends, es-
pecially Durganand Sinha, who was on the Board of  the In-
dian Fulbright Program. The trip took place from September 
18 to October 11, 1983. Jim Davis covered my classes, as I 
covered his classes when he was abroad. That year, the In-
dian Fulbright program had a lot of  money, because the 
United States had given wheat to India under the PL 480 pro-
gram and India was supposed to pay it back in rupees, which 
were to be spent in India on programs that interested both 
countries. Thus, I traveled first class on Air India, I was 
greeted at each airport by a representative of  the Indian Ful-
bright program, who acted as my companion and interpreter 
throughout the trip, and a chauffeur driven car. I was put in 
the best hotels in each town. 

My job was to give three lectures in each town. I pro-
vided a list of  nine topics on which I could give lectures and 
the local universities or research institutes selected the topics 
they wanted me to lecture on. I usually stayed in a town for 
two days and had time for sightseeing as well as a swim in the 
hotel pool. I visited New Delhi, Allahabad, Patna, Bhubanes-
war, Hyderabad, Poona, Bombay, Ahmadabad, and Anand. 
In some of  the stops I was greeted by a delegation of  local 
psychologists with garlands of  flowers. The Indian Fulbright 
paid the expenses of  psychologists from as far as 1,000 miles 
from the site of  my lecture to come to hear me. 

After the tour, I flew to Srinagar in Kashmir, though the 
Fulbright people were worried about my safety there. Of  all 
the things I saw, the last stop was the most unforgettable, 
since it is located near the mountains not far from Mount Ev-
erest. Srinagar is famous for its wonderful Lake Dahl, which 
you tour in a boat while looking at the flowers that float in 
the lake; and the famous Shalimar Gardens, constructed by 
the Mogul emperors, which are still unbelievably lovely. 
These emperors put a lot of  money into gardens, the way the 
Florentine Medici put money into art. I also saw colorful no-
mads coming from the mountains into the city. At one point, 
I wanted to invite one of  them to stop and talk to me, but I 
did not do it because I decided that we would not have a com-
mon language. 

Delhi has the wonderful mixture of  ancient and modern, 
with the Red Fort on the one hand and wide avenues con-
structed by the British for their capital. The hotel was so luxu-
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rious that it reminded me of  the Palace of  the Maharaja of  
Mysore that I had seen in 1965. I forgot my swimming suit in 
the men’s room by the pool of  the hotel. After my tour, some 
three weeks later, I returned to that hotel and my swimming 
suit was still there! Since I was on the Board of  the Interna-
tional Association of  Applied Psychology, the local Indian 
tourist office wanted me to convince this association to select 
New Delhi for its next congress. So, they showed me all the 
wonderful facilities that they could provide, including a large 
hall where Indira Gandhi gave a lecture in both English and 
in wonderful French to a congress of  microbiology. 

	  Allahabad had an impressive library that was partially 
developed with American money and several universities and 
research institutes. I toured some ancient tombs, but my Ful-
bright friends were worried and at times did not let me get 
out of  the car.

	Patna was on a major river and had a Psychology Insti-
tute where I talked with Jai Sinha, who received his Ph.D. 
from Ohio State. I gave a keynote address at the jubilee cele-
bration of  the Institute of  Social Studies, in Patna, Bihar. Jy-
oti Verma from that city visited me for a year in Illinois, and 
had such a good time that she returned in 2013. We have 
kept in touch over the years.

	Jai was certainly one of  the best Indian psychologists, 
and he visited me later in Urbana for a year. In one conversa-
tion, he defended the Indian way of  arranged marriages. He 
told me that his marriage was arranged but by now he is 

madly in love with his wife. Since my marriage with Pola was 
also in a way arranged, his argument seems sound. 

	Bhubaneswar was like going back to the year 100 B.C. It 
was full of  temples attended by people dressed in biblical cos-
tumes. I was not allowed to enter any temple because I would 
pollute it. The priests in these temples are organized accord-
ing to a strict hierarchy and have very specific duties, such as 
placing oil in a particular spot by the image of  the god.

	  I took a tour to the famous temple of  Konarak. On the 
way, we passed a small village where it seemed that the whole 
local population was in the main square, and the place 
looked like a cocktail party. The temple was covered with stat-
ues of  people having sexual intercourse in innumerable ways. 
In the 13th century, it took 1,200 sculptors 10 years to con-
struct those pornographic scenes. It seems that those who 
constructed the temple were worried that India would not 
have enough population, and these scenes were designed to 
increase sexual activity and thus provide more children. They 
did too good a job! India will soon be the most populous 
country in the world. 

	Driving in India is a special experience. You drive by 
blowing your car horn to alert pedestrians, bicyclists, rick-
shaws, camel or ox-driven carts. Cows are sacred so one must 
not hit them. I was told that India has the highest auto acci-
dent rate in the world. A report on National Public Radio in 
2014 confirmed that. 

	Compared to my visit in 1965, there was much develop-
ment. They now manufactured almost everything that is 
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manufactured in the U. S. The five star hotels are at the top 
of  the world standard. The service is superb. The Oberoi Pal-
ace in Kashmir claims to be the best hotel in the world. This 
is perhaps exaggerated, but sitting in the magnificent garden 
overlooking Lake Dahl, and eating a buffet 20-course meal, 
one feels that perhaps the reputation is well deserved. 

	Then I stopped in Poona, where I visited the Gokhale 
Institute of  Politics and Economics and was impressed by the 
number of  well-trained psychologists at that institute. 

The next stop was in Bombay, where I inaugurated the 
lecture series to celebrate the Silver Jubilee of  the Depart-
ment of  Applied Psychology, at the University of  Bombay. 
The university has to provide its faculty with housing because 
it is unaffordable otherwise. The density is too great. I stayed 
again at the Taj Hotel, as I had done in 1965. I am sure that 
by now the Fulbright program paid more than $6/night! 

I was impressed by the high academic standards at the In-
dian Institute of  Technology at Ahmadabad. I also enjoyed 
the Gandhi Museum there. The great man had spent much 
time in that town, and the museum had little cards with some 
of  his sayings. One of  them stated that the whole world was 
his family. Perhaps the reason he neglected his wife and son 
was that he focused on the whole world. The ancient Greeks 
were right when they said “nothing in excess.” Nevertheless, 
if  one thinks of  our civil rights movement and Nelson Man-
dela, few people did as much to change the world as did Gan-
dhi. 

At Anand, I visited The Indian Institute of  Rural Man-
agement. They asked me to lecture about leadership, and so I 
told them about Fred Fiedler’s research. I found that stop es-
pecially interesting. It was a dairy cooperative of  several thou-
sand people who were paid immediately after they delivered 
milk to a central place. They did so twice a day, so the milk 
was fresh. The cooperative was so honest that children were 
often used to take the milk to the collection place and to get 
the money. The pay was according to the amount of  fat in 
the milk. Immediate reinforcement is a behavioral science 
principle. The standard of  living of  the members of  this co-
operative was 6 times higher than that of  Indians in similar 
occupations. The Institute I visited had very nice rooms for 
the students, and a good library. In that institution they 
trained veterinary specialists and the leaders of  the coopera-
tive. They had their own trucks and other equipment to de-
liver dairy products through western India. The cooperative 
delivered several kinds of  milk products (butter, cheese, yo-
ghurt, and chocolate) to a wide area. It provided schools and 
hospitals, and old age pensions, and at the end of  the year all 
profits were distributed among its members. The leaders of  
the cooperative were elected by its members.	

The last notable event of  that year was a conference on 
the design of  a cross-cultural study of  values, sponsored by 
UNESCO, in Buenos Aires, Argentina. It was held at the 
villa of  a rich lady by the name of  Ocampo. In the entrance 
of  the villa, I saw pictures of  the famous people who had vis-
ited her in the 1930s, such as Winston Churchill and Rabin-
dranath Tagore. Tagore received a Nobel Prize in literature, 
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and is considered one of  the most important influences on In-
dian literature and music. 

	UNESCO organizes its conferences so that they include 
representatives from as many different disciplines and nations 
as possible. Thus, since “values” is relevant to many disci-
plines, there was a Polish sociologist, a Soviet historian, a 
Japanese statistician, a Philipino anthropologist, a geogra-
pher from Ghana, a philosopher from Uruguay, a city plan-
ner from Chile, and a lawyer from Argentina. I was the 
American psychologist. A French consultant started the pro-
ceedings. The languages were English, French, and Spanish, 
with simultaneous translations. 

Since I was the only one who could deal with all three 
languages, I was appointed chair of  the meeting. One of  my 
jobs was to help the translators. Thus, at one point the 
French consultant said “Ce virus qui est Dallas” and the 
translator panicked. “I never heard of  this virus.” I told her 
that it was a television program! 

The conference was a failure. Every discipline and every 
nation seems to have its own definition of  “values.” We strug-
gled to understand each other. After a week of  trying, they 
gave me the job of  preparing a draft of  a cross-cultural study 
of  values. But just at that moment the United States pulled 
out of  UNESCO, and I was told to forget about my task.

1984
After Middle School and two years of  high school, we 

thought that Louisa would get more in a small private school. 

Unfortunately, Pola’s National Cathedral School did not have 
a boarding department but we found Lake Forest Academy, 
north of  Chicago. The classes were small, the teachers were 
excellent (often near PhDs), and many courses were taught 
for college credit. At the time, we subscribed to the Lyric Op-
era, so we went to Chicago frequently and visited her at Lake 
Forest. This was the beginning of  an endless number of  trips 
on interstate 57, one of  the most boring highways in the 
country. The trips covered high school, college and graduate 
school!

	In the summer, we took Louisa’s friend, Emily Osborn, 
with us for a “grand tour” of  Europe. We had done this with 
her sister, Adrienne, in earlier years, so it was Emily’s turn. Af-
ter Athens, we spent time on Santorini, where the views are 
as dramatic as the Grand Canyon, and where we visited Akro-
tiri, an amazing archaeological site of  the Minoan period, 
and where you can walk through a 3,000 year old town with 
well-preserved walls. The symbol of  the bull, that is also seen 
on Crete, is found in that excavation. In Santorini, Emily dis-
appeared for a while and we were quite worried. When she 
returned she informed us: “I was not lost. I knew where I 
was.” We forgave her when we discovered that she had gone 
shopping for a “thank you” present for us. 

	Next came Samos. This is a lovely, very green island, 
with superb beaches. We found a charming fishing village 
near an excellent beach and settled there for a week. While 
walking on Samos, we came upon a camouflaged tank. We 
decided to quickly move on. Samos is across from the Turkish 

135

Harry C. Triandis AUTOBIOGRAPHY



coast, which makes it convenient for visiting Kusadasi and 
Ephesus. This city was important during the Roman and Hel-
lenistic times. It had many Hellenistic buildings. Ephesus is so 
large you could walk for hours through it. One can get a real 
impression of  what it was like to live in a Roman city. This 
was particularly interesting for Pola because her archaeologist 
uncle, Franz Miltner (called Oncle Fuchs by the family), had 
excavated at Ephesus as Director of  the digs of  the Austrian 
School of  Archaeology. The Roman theater of  Ephesus is 
very well preserved. The Turkish guide was extremely 
friendly to Greeks, and told us that she goes to Athens regu-
larly to have her teeth fixed and to buy cosmetics.

	When I traveled in Greece, I used to call my mother 
once a week. This was not always easy because it had to be 
done in the post office. On islands like Samos there is only 
one post office in the main city. I forgot to do it in Samos. My 
mother got quite worried and called the police in Samos to 
determine if  we were in good health. She was told that noth-
ing unusual had occurred on the island! This is an example 
of  Greek child rearing which has much in common with the 
stereotype of  the Jewish mother!

	We then stopped in Corfu for a short stay at the hotel 
“Marida.” From there we took a boat to the Adriatic Coast, 
visiting such islands as Korcula, Hvar with its narrow streets, 
world famous Dubrovnik, and Trogir. The high spot perhaps 
of  Dalmatia was the city of  Split, with the immense palace 
of  Diocletian. It is now full of  little shops, a wonderful exam-

ple of  recycling of  ancient buildings. It has also some excel-
lent sculptures by Ivan Mestrovic. 

In Split, the tourist agency put us up at a large hotel that 
was one of  the “worker’s paradises” of  the communist world. 
It was interesting to see what newspapers were on sale. They 
came from all over the communist world, as well as Italy and 
France. The clients came from all over the communist world 
as well, and many did not know how to behave in a hotel. For 
instance, some of  the guests took their dirty dishes to the 
kitchen and were told: “Comrade, we have waiters here.” 

One evening, Louisa and Emily went to a dance. One of  
the local boys started abducting Louisa, Emily made a big 
fuss, and I intervened. We decided that the local boys did not 
know how to behave. So we moved to Slovenia, where they 
are more “civilized.” The mountain resort of  Bled is Pola’s 
favorite place because her family spent summers there before 
the war. Near Bled are the Postojna caves and the Lipizzaner 
stud farm. The girls were able to ride the famous white 
horses, like those of  the Spanish Riding School in Vienna. 
Not far from there is the capital of  Slovenia, Ljubljana, 
which is really an Austrian town, but with lower prices. The 
market in town had “magic” herbs for sale. Maybe some 
were effective. One needs to test them with random assign-
ment to herbs and no herbs conditions. 

After Bled, we stopped in Austria, where we heard a mar-
velous concert by Pola’s cousins, Mume and Pepi, in the Sal-
zburg fortress. Around Salzburg, there are some most scenic 
lakes, like Aachensee, and many very cute towns. The last 
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stop was in Zurich where, Emily met one of  the Swiss au pair 
girls that used to take care of  her when she was a child. 

The Revue de Psychologie Appliquee had my bio in Volume 
33, No. 2, with my picture and sections of  my vita and the 
1983 list of  my publications.

I was elected a fellow of  the American Association for 
the Advancement of  Science in 1984. On November 1st, I  
gave a seminar on cross cultural training at the University of  
Minnesota. I also gave a colloquium. They offered me a job 
at the University of  Minnesota, and I debated a bit, but Illi-
nois matched the offer. Moving to another university disrupts 
research and makes no sense if  the money is the same. Be-
sides, Pola did not want to move. 

During the Midwestern Psychological Association meet-
ings in Chicago, I gave a paper to Sigma Chi on the advan-
tages of  joining international organizations. Then I gave a pa-
per on cross-cultural management to the Academy of  Man-
agement in Boston, followed by a paper presented at the APA 
in Toronto, Canada. I also gave an invited address to the His-
panic Psychological Association, co-sponsored by APA's Div. 
9, on the "Subjective Culture of  U.S. Hispanics." In addition, 
I spoke to a symposium, organized by the APA's Committee 
of  International Relations in Psychology (CIRP), to describe 
what international psychological associations one might join. 
At that meeting, also I stepped in for Rogelio Diaz-Guerrero 
who was unable to attend a symposium on psychology in 
Latin America. 

I presented a distinguished invited address in Acapulco, 
Mexico at the meetings of  the International Congress of  Sci-
entific Psychology. Only five Distinguished Invited Addresses 
were given by Americans at the Acapulco meeting, and so my 
selection to give that talk was an honor. Also at that meeting, 
Gerardo Marin read a paper in Spanish summarizing our 
work on Hispanics; I was the second author of  that paper. 

	The organizers of  the international congress had ar-
ranged a dinner with many tables featuring the food of  vari-
ous parts of  Mexico. However, we had to wait for the Gover-
nor of  the State of  Guerrero before we could start eating. In 
the meantime, the staff  that was “guarding” the food kept 
“tasting it,” presumably to make sure that it did not go bad. 
The Governor was late, and by the time he came, the staff  
had consumed most of  the food and we had to go to a restau-
rant. I remember the comments of  a German colleague who 
was outraged by this event. “How inept are these Mexicans!” 

	In addition, I organized and gave a paper at a sympo-
sium on new methodological developments in cross-cultural 
psychology in Acapulco, and I was a discussant in a session 
on cross-cultural studies of  leadership at the Acapulco meet-
ing of  the International Association for Cross-Cultural Psy-
chology. 

	In Acapulco, I did go swimming, but I thought that the 
water was not clean enough. There were too many newspa-
pers and pieces of  plastic in it. But there were some spectacu-
lar divers who plunged into the sea from a considerable 
height. It was breathtaking. 
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1985
Louisa is now on her final year at Lake Forest Academy. 

She and Pola did the “college tour” from New England to 
Duke, to tour the “cottages” of  the Gilded Age. After all that 
traveling, Louisa settled on Northwestern, since it is close to 
home and her friend Lisa was also going there. I personally 
would have preferred the University of  Michigan, where she 
was also admitted, but I did not argue about her choice. At 
Northwestern, Louisa completed a Bachelor’s Degree in Edu-
cation and Social Policy. After Northwestern she took a year 
off  to return to Vienna and the Center of  European Studies 
where she had spent her junior semester. She loved Vienna 
and was thrilled to have a “small job” answering the phone at 
the Center. It was another opportunity for travel, including 
Czechoslovakia and Poland. 

In May, Louisa received a Master’s Degree from the Jane 
Addams School of  Social Work at the University of  Illinois in 
Chicago. She decided she had enough of  Midwestern winters 
and set out for California to join her friends Emily and Lisa, 
who were already there. However, most California social 
work jobs require knowledge of  Spanish, which she now 
speaks fluently. In California, she took the state licensing ex-
amination so she became certified in that state. She managed 
to put together three “small” jobs and eventually was hired at 
a program for problem kids. All this was good experience for 
her current job as professor of  social work at the University 
of  Southern California.	

If  1984 was busy, 1985 was no less so. I participated at a 
Symposium at the meetings of  the Society for Cross-Cultural 
Research on February 10 in Puerto Rico. I gave a paper: 
"Probing Individualism and Collectivism across Cultures." I 
gave the same paper at the departmental colloquium at the 
University of  Illinois. Then, I gave an Invited Address to the 
Society for Intercultural Education, Training and Research 
(SIETAR) annual meetings in San Antonio, Texas, with the 
title: "Cross-Cultural Psychology as the Scientific Basis for In-
tercultural Training."

	Again that year I was with many cross-cultural psycholo-
gists, such as Michael Bond, at the Nag's Head Conference 
Center in North Carolina. My paper was titled "Probing col-
lectivism." I then went to the meetings of  the Interamerican 
Society of  Psychology in Caracas, Venezuela, where I had a 
Conversation Hour, chaired a symposium on the “validity of  
cross-cultural findings,” and participated at a symposium on 
attitudes organized by Marty Fishbein. At the closing session, 
I was presented to the general assembly as the new President 
of  that Society.

	After Venezuela, Pola, Louisa, and I flew to Japan. I was 
invited by the Japanese Psychological Society to speak at its 
general meeting. We were met by Maasaki Asai and taken to 
his country house northeast of  Tokyo. It was very interesting, 
living in a Japanese home. The beach by the house was not 
impressive, but the experience was invaluable. When we com-
mented on the trash on the beach we were told “It comes 
from the Philippines.” Maasaki had visited me in Illinois. 
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When he saw an icon I had in my house he said that he was a 
Greek Orthodox Christian and his name was Alexander! 
This was due to the influence of  Russian priests who visited 
Japan. 

In Tokyo, we had an incredible Japanese dinner hosted 
by Hiroko’s father. Hiroko was a Japanese student in Cham-
paign, whom we entertained at 1 Lake Park. Her father took 
us to a very fancy Japanese restaurant. We all had to sit on 
the floor, which is not exactly easy with my long legs. The 
food was terrific, but it included a couple of  items that Pola 
and Louisa found hard to swallow.

	I gave a colloquium at the University of  Osaka, pre-
sented at the super modern Osaka Convention Center, and a 

talk in 
Kyoto. 
Kyoto has 
perhaps 
1,500 tem-
ples, some 
wonderful 
gardens, and 
a palace with 
a “nightin-
gale floor” 
that chirps 
to warn of  
intruders. In 
addition, I 

spoke at the meeting of  the Japanese Psychological Society in 
Tokyo. 

Pola and Louisa did some sightseeing while I was busy 
with these presentations. They went to Nikko–shrines of  the 
Tokugawa period, ancient cedars, pagodas, waterfalls–and to 
Kamakura. The trains in Japan are on such a precise sched-
ule that the two of  them traveled successfully without speak-
ing or reading Japanese. If  it was 10:31 it was Nikko and 
time to get off ! Then we all went to Kyoto and Nara, and fi-
nally to Kurashiki, where we stayed in a Japanese Inn or Riyo-
kan, sleeping on the floor and using a Japanese bath. Ku-
rashiki is truly a lovely little town. It has a wonderful museum 
founded by a textile industrialist who was able to collect im-
pressionist art when it was inexpensive. The architecture is 
both modern and traditional and a little stream added much 
to the charm of  the town. 

	Kyoto is always a joy to visit. This was my third time, 
and in 1990 was my fourth time. It was so nice to see again 
the Golden Pavilion and the Rionji Garden, where the sand 
represents the sea and the stones represent islands. In Kyoto, 
we experienced the high price of  fruit. One peach, which we 
shared, cost $3! 

	Nara is perhaps the most interesting Japanese town 
because it has many wooden temples that are about 700 
years old. The oldest structure in Japan is there. Nara was the 
first capital of  Japan, then the capital moved to Kyoto, and 
finally to Tokyo. Nara has the oldest buildings in Japan. 
Many temples have fierce looking statues outside designed to 
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scare the evil spirits. The avenue of  the lanterns is a beautiful 
site. There are tame deer all over the place, which Louisa 
loved. There was one temple with 100 Buddhas. They were 
all different from each other, and most Japanese can find 
some Buddha that looks like them. 

	After Japan, we flew to Hong Kong, where the ladies 
went shopping at bargain prices, and Louisa was shown 
around by one of  her Lake Forest classmates. We had high 
tea at the Peninsula hotel and that gave us a chance to experi-
ence the traditional England of  the 19th century. Michael 
Bond arranged for us to stay at the visitor’s center of  the Chi-
nese University, which has a marvelous view of  the sea. He 
also helped with the shopping, taking the ladies to the right 
shops, and helping me buy a suit that I still wear.

	Exhausted from all this touring, we recuperated on the 
Hawaiian island of  Maui, where the swimming was good, 
and the pineapples delicious. We met my colleague Ledyard 
Tucker and his wife, who told us to add a little salt to the pine-
apple; it makes it even more delicious and keeps your mouth 
from puckering up. 

1986
From June 7 to 14, I was at Churchill College, Cam-

bridge, England. The faculty assembled in the faculty room 
before dinner, where liquor was readily available. At the high 
table, the food was very good, and the wine abundant. After 
dinner the faculty retired to a room where there were more 
drinks, for those who wanted them, until the early hours of  

the morning. Serious discussions about important topics were 
held in these meetings. I was impressed by the fact that the 
professors were world-renown but their salaries were modest 
(about half  the American). However, they had a relaxing life, 
dinner, drinks, and intelligent conversation, which are not of-
ten available in the United States. On one occasion, there 
was a dinner for an American astronomer who got an honor-
ary degree. In that case, the dinner was really superb, and af-
ter dinner we had liqueurs and conversation until the wee 
hours. 

After Cambridge, armed with a Eurail Pass, I visited 
many parts of  France, such as Amiens, with its superb cathe-
dral. I did an excursion to Mont St. Michele. I stopped in Avi-
gnon with the Papal palace, used in the 14th century when 
seven popes resided in France. It has a famous bridge, immor-
talized by the children’s song “sur le Pont d’Avignon, L’on y danse, 
l’on y danse, Sur le Pont d’ Avignon, L’on y danse tous en rond.” I also 
visited Nimes, with its Maison Carré, and Arles with its won-
derful Roman arena and cloister. I ended in Aix en Provence, 
where I met Jean Osborn, who was visiting her daughter 
Adrienne, and we both went to Carcassonne. 

Carcassonne is a walled town and a marvelous medieval 
experience. One feels that one lives in the year 1200. It was 
also interesting to compare this site with Rothenburg, in Ger-
many, that I had seen a short time earlier. Both towns are 
charming and well worth seeing. Somehow, in Carcassonne 
one feels the middle ages more than in Rothenburg.
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Taking advantage of  my Eurail Pass, I went through Italy 
to Brindisi and by boat to Corfu and Patras. After visiting my 
mother in Athens, I visited parts of  Northern Greece I had 
not seen before, such as Kozani, then I continued to Istanbul.

A special stop was in KavalaKavala, where I stayed with 
the family of  Charalambos Bakirtzis, the ephor of  Byzantine 
antiquities in the area. He later became a professor at the 
University of  Thessaloniki. Charalambos had been in Illinois 
for a year, and we entertained him a few times. So, he gave 
me a three-day tour of  his “domain.” It was an unbelievable 
experience, a three-day-lecture tour of  the region. We would 
look at a site and Charalambos would say: “Here were the 
troops of  Basil II, Byzantine Emperor, and over there were 
the Bulgarians, and the horses attacked from this side, and 
…” One could see the whole battle come to life! We saw cas-
tles that had been abandoned for lack of  funds. Charalambos 
lamented that his budget was too small. I heard about the at-
tacks of  the Franks against the Byzantines. It was an unbeliev-
able history lesson given “in place.” 

An interesting coincidence was that we met a team exca-
vating one of  the archaeological sites. The archaeologist was 
a friend of  Charalambos’, so I had a chance to see how they 
worked and to find out about their project. They used mostly 
brushes to clear the area so they could extract objects from 
the ground. They took photographs very frequently, and 
measured all the time, recording the results. The purpose of  
the excavation was to determine how the ancient Greeks pro-
duced oil and to compare it with current techniques.

Charalambos and I went to the islands of  Thassos and 
Samothraki. At one time, the Genovese were there and one 
of  them pronounced himself  “Count of  Samothraki.” We vis-
ited his castle, which is very impressive but in poor repair. 
Charalambos pointed to the problems and complained that 
his budget was not sufficient to fix them. 

	Still continuing by train, I reached Istanbul, where I 
attended the conference of  the International Association for 
Cross-Cultural Psychology. It was superbly organized by Cig-
dem Kagitcibasi. She also did a marvelous job of  showing us 
the best sites of  the city. I gave three papers: The first was at 
a symposium on Individualism and Collectivism organized 
by Uichol Kim. The second was on "Etic Aspects of  
Individualism-Collectivism"; the third at a symposium on So-
cial Psychological Theories, organized by Albert Pepitone, on 
"Individualism and Social Psychological Theory." 

Istanbul is, of  course, one of  the great tourist sites of  the 
world. The Suleiman Mosque, the Hagia Sophia, and the 
Topkapi Palace can be seen many times and still you feel that 
you could see them again. One of  my Illinois colleagues in 
the history of  art department, Robert Osterhout, was work-
ing on a Byzantine church and he recommended that I see it. 
I did and, while it does not reach the heights of  Hagia So-
phia, the Kariy Cami (formally the Church of  the Holy Sav-
ior) was worth seeing.

Following the meeting, in Istanbul I went to Israel for the 
meeting of  the International Association of  Applied Psychol-
ogy in Jerusalem. The security at the airport in Istanbul was 
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impressive. They checked us before we got there, and several 
times while we were there. 

In Jerusalem, I gave a paper on "Collectivism and Devel-
opment" at a symposium on that topic organized by J. B. P. 
Sinha; I was a discussant at a symposium on intergroup rela-
tions organized by Norman Miller; I gave a paper on Organi-
zational psychology at a symposium on the application of  
cross-cultural psychology, organized by Professor F. Kugel-
mas; and I chaired the invited address of  Professor Henry 
Kao. I stayed at the Hilton. On Saturday, the elevator stops 
on every floor so that one does not have to press any buttons. 
The Sabbath is really taken seriously, and people will not do 
anything, like shaving with an electric razor, during the pro-
hibited period. 

Jerusalem is a wonderful city. I entered the old city via 
the Jaffa Gate. Then I saw the sites where the Jews lament 
the destruction of  the temple of  Solomon by the Romans, 
the magnificent Dome of  the Rock, where they say you can 
see the spot where the Angel Gabriel “left a footprint.” I saw 
the Via Dolorosa, and finally, the Church of  the Holy Sepul-
cher, a major attraction. It is believed to have been the site of  
Christ’s crucifixion and tomb. The building is in dispute be-
tween the Roman Catholics, the Greek Orthodox, and the 
Armenian Christians. 

The Matarazzos and I rented a car and visited Masada, 
the famous site where the Jews jumped to their death rather 
than be captured by the encircling Romans. This was a cen-
tral event in the history of  the world, because according to 

author Reza Aslan (2013) the conflict between Jews and Ro-
mans was the basis of  the development of  Christianity as a 
peaceful religion. He makes a distinction between Jesus (the 
historic person) and Christ (the invention of  those who wrote 
the Gospels). According to him, Jesus was a zealot, i.e., a revo-
lutionary, a rebel against Rome. But the Gospels were written 
many years after Masada, and were designed to present Jesus 
as a non-threatening entity, very peaceful and otherworldly, 
who would certainly not threaten the Romans. Turning the 
other cheek and all that was the invention of  the Evangelists 
and had nothing to do with what the historic Jesus said. The 
non-threatening nature of  the religion made it possible for it 
to develop and become the world force that remains. 

On the way we stopped at the Dead Sea. I went for a 
swim and floated; I did not sink at all, but the water did sting. 
The facilities for changing and showering were very good. 
Many people come there to take mud baths because they are 
supposed to have medicinal qualities. 

In 1986, I also had to go to Cuba because I was Presi-
dent of  the Interamerican Society of  Psychology. Havana, 
Cuba was selected by my Board as the site of  the 1987 meet-
ing of  the society. My job was to make sure that the meeting 
proceeded as well as possible. To get there, I took a Soviet-
made plane from Mexico City, which had very little room for 
my legs, and since the Soviets do not have a good reputation 
for air safety, I felt very uneasy. However, I was hosted by the 
Cubans, who were extremely friendly. I stayed in what used 
to be the Havana Hilton, and the most memorable event was 
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the coffee in the morning, which was very strong and abso-
lutely delicious. Americans were not allowed to spend any 
money in Cuba, so Rogelio Diaz-Guerrero lent me some for 
tips and incidentals. I returned the money to him when I re-
turned via Mexico. 

1987
I was named a University of  Illinois Scholar, which in-

volved a grant of  $10,000 to be used in my research, and nu-
merous dinners and discussions with other scholars. 

That year, I had a sabbatical at the East-West Center in 
Hawaii, but I came back to the “mainland” a number of  
times. Honolulu is very culturally diverse, with Japanese, Chi-
nese, Hawaiians, Filipinos, and Samoans. I collected data 
from such groups and that gave me a chance to explore varia-
tions of  collectivism. 

Pola and Seka came to Hawaii and we visited several is-
lands. At that time, deals were available that included, for 
$100, air transportation to another island, hotel accommoda-
tion, and car rental for the weekend. One had to be a “resi-
dent” of  the islands to get that deal. But since I had a bus 
pass with my picture (which did cost $15), I was a resident. 
So we went to all the Hawaii islands, even to Molokai. Molo-
kai has some very nice scenery, including some of  the highest 
sea cliffs in the world. But the beaches are unsuitable for 
swimming because they are too steep and it is difficult to get 
out of  the water. From the top, one could see the leper colony 
Father Damien had established to help the victims of  Han-

sen’s disease. The most interesting part was a valley that had 
been devastated by a tsunami. We walked through it and 
could see abandoned buildings, including a church. There 
were abandoned taro fields. We did not see a single person. 

	On March 26, I spoke on "Individualism: Theory and 
Measurement" at the Institute of  Social Research of  the Uni-
versity of  Michigan in Ann Arbor. An important point is that 
the structure of  individualism-collectivism is different when 
the data are analyzed across cultures vs. within culture. I used 
the terms allocentrics and idiocentrics to refer to collectivism and 
individualism within culture (Triandis, Leung, Villareal, & 
Clack, 1984). Thus, an individual can come from a collectiv-
ist culture and yet be idiocentric (e.g., a Japanese upper class 
person); or the person might come from an individualist cul-
ture and be allocentric (e.g., a rural American Evangelical 
member of  the National Rifle Association). I reviewed a Turk-
ish study which reported that allocentrics in individualist cul-
tures and idiocentrics in collectivist cultures show signs of  psy-
chopathology. A German study by Paul Schmidt found that 
East German allocentrics adjusted badly to West Germany 
while idiocentrics thrived. Thus it appears that the match be-
tween culture and personality is important. When there is 
consistency, the person adjusts well and when there is incon-
sistence, the person does not adjust. 

	On May 4, I gave a paper to the Conference Celebrat-
ing the 150th Anniversary of  the University of  Athens, 
Greece. Title: "Values and the University." This was a splen-
did occasion, because they invited the Rectors of  many Euro-
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pean universities, and gave us a marvelous tour of  Delphi, a 
dinner at the Hotel Grande Bretagne with Prime Minister Pa-
pandreou, a cocktail party at the palace of  the President of  
the Republic, in which I discussed Greek- Turkish relations 
with Theodoros Pangalos, the Foreign Minister of  Greece, 
and a reception at the Yacht Club hosted by Melina Mercuri 
(of  Never on Sunday fame). She was the Minister of  Culture at 
that time. Incidentally, in October, 2013, when there was an 
international debate about spying, Pangalos revealed that the 
Greek Secrete Service listened to the phones of  the Ameri-
can Ambassadors to Greece and Turkey and was denounced 
as a “traitor” by the Greek Government for revealing “state 
secrets.” 

	The guide to the Delphi excursion was impressive. 
When I pointed to a phallic symbol she said: “Yes, that is like 
an Indian lingam.” This indicates the unity of  the Indo-
European culture. In Delphi, one can see the omphalos, be-
lieved to be the center of  the world. Everything to the East 
of  this object was called east, and hence Near East, Far East, 
and everything to the west was called West. The Romans 
took this nomenclature from the Greeks, and it passed into 
the other European languages. 

	Delphi has a wide avenue lined with several buildings 
that were the treasuries of  various cities. The Treasury of  the 
Athenians is especially attractive. At that time, people were 
fearful of  the gods and did not steal from these buildings. 
However, when cities attacked other cities they did loot the 
treasuries. 

	From Greece I went to China. This was my first visit to 
China, and while I paid for my travel, all expenses in China 
were covered by the Institute of  Psychology of  the Chinese 
Academy of  Sciences. I had a wonderful time. I was shown 
the important sites of  Beijing, such as The Forbidden City, 
The Great Wall (the only man-made object that can be seen 
from the moon), the temples of  Confucius, the Ming Tombs, 
the Summer Palace, the Temple of  Celestial Harmony, the 
Temple of  Heaven, and more. The Temple of  Heaven was 
where the Emperor went to pray for good crops. It is huge; it 
takes half  an hour on foot to get to it from the parking lot. I 
also saw a temple that had the names of  the winners of  the 
examinations that had to be passed for an individual to be-
come a government official. The Forbidden City was the pal-
ace of  the emperor. He lived there with 5,000 concubines. 
The concubines were carried to him every night naked, 
wrapped in a blanket, and got into the bed according to a spe-
cial protocol from the feet up toward him—a different one 
each night. One emperor who lost a battle hanged himself  
from a tree, and later the tree was put in chains for having 
killed the Son of  Heaven! 

The Forbidden City was a real city, surrounded by a 25 
foot moat. This city could have housed 100,000 people. To 
build it, they excavated so much earth that they built a 600 
foot hill behind the palace. The palace was designed to make 
the visitor feel small. You enter one court yard after another 
and it took a long time to reach the emperor. There is rela-
tively little art in that palace because the Chinese Nationalists 
took it when they fled to Taiwan. The National Palace Mu-
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seum in Taiwan has so many treasures that they can show 
only one tenth of  their collection at any one time. I visited 
the Taiwan museum twice and never saw the same objects. 
The Great Wall is about 3,000 miles long and about15 feet in 
width. It must have had a garrison of  a quarter of  a million! 
It was built starting about 200 BCE, by 300,000 workers. We 
walked on it for about 3 km only. It is quite uneven, so you 
need to look to where you are stepping. It is a spectacular 
structure and the setting is even more wonderful—moun-
tains, great expanse. Ancient China was designed to make 
you feel small.

	I stayed in the guest house of  the University of  Beijing, 
and in the morning I was awakened with martial music. 
From Beijing I went to Shanghai, Suzhou, and Hangzhou. 
Shanghai had a section that looks like Europe. I found Suz-
hou too crowded, perhaps because it was a wonderful sunny 
day, but Hangzhou was unforgettable. It is about 2 hours by 
train from Shanghai. I walked around the lake, whose banks 
are full of  flowers. I took the boat to an island where the phi-
losophers met. The gardens had sand covered sections, with 
stones in them that looked like “islands in the sea,” and bon-
sai that made a small space look huge. On the way back to 
Shanghai, I was amazed by the mass of  humanity that came 
out of  my train. A few months later, I was in the Metropoli-
tan Museum in New York, where they had a Suzhou corner, 
and I thought that the experience in New York was wonder-
fully serene, and not crowded! In short, I enjoyed the exhibit 
more than the real thing. Masses of  tourists can destroy a 
site. 

On May 18, I gave a colloquium on "Perspectives on 
Cross-Cultural Psychology" at the Chinese Academy of  Sci-
ences, Institute of  Psychology, in Beijing. On May 19, I gave 
a colloquium on "Cross-Cultural Training" at the same Insti-
tute and a colloquium on "Psychology and Economic Devel-
opment" in the Department of  Psychology at Beijing Univer-
sity. 

	On June 30, I gave the Presidential Address to the 
Interamerican Society of  Psychology in Cuba. Title: "Indi-
vidualism and Collectivism." My local expenses were covered 
by the Cubans, but since Americans were not allowed to 
spend money in Cuba, I was again given pocket money by 
Rogelio Diaz-Guerrero, which I returned the next time I saw 
him. In addition, the Cubans gave me a chauffeur driven car 
while I was there. With this car, I went to one of  the beaches 
near Havana with June Tapp. Sadly, she died several years af-
ter while visiting Germany.

	At the inauguration of  the Congress, I was on the 
platform of  a theater and a Vice President of  Cuba was on 
the same platform. He looked like an American Senator. He 
told me that I should do something about the embargo the 
U.S. is using against Cuba. I said that I have very little power, 
and the Reagan Administration would think that since I was 
a “social” psychologist I was a “socialist.” 

	Havana itself  was in poor condition. What was once an 
elegant neighborhood was now inhabited by many families. 
It had not been taken care of, so it was crumbling in places. 
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However, there are some streets where they are fixing the 
houses and those streets look very good. 

	On Oct. 23, I was awarded an honorary doctorate by 
the University of  Athens, Greece. My mother, aunts, uncles, 
cousins, and friends were in attendance. I gave a lecture ti-
tled, "Cross-Cultural Psychology: Past, Present and Future." 
Honorary doctorates require some person to do a lot of  leg-
work at the institution where they are granted. This task was 
done by Jim Georgas, whom I knew from the days at the Insti-
tute of  Anthropos in Athens, and John Paraskevopoulos, who 
was a student in Educational Psychology in Illinois a few 
years earlier. He has since become a television personality in 
Greece. 

After my retirement, I sent my professional library to the 
University of  Athens. Over a 40-year career I had accumu-
lated several thousand volumes. The university has desig-
nated a section of  its library as the Harry Triandis Library. I 
am pleased because I received a very good high school educa-
tion in Greece, especially in mathematics, thanks to the ef-
forts of  my teachers Arvanitakis and Sourvinos. This way I 
was able to repay Greece, in part, for giving me a good educa-
tion.

	On Nov. 7, I presented a talk to the National Associa-
tion of  Advisers of  Foreign students, Midwest meeting 
(NAFSA). This talk was voted as the best presentation of  that 
conference.

1988
This was Louisa’s junior year and she spent it in Vienna, 

Austria where she had family, including her grandmother’s 
sister, Bufzi, and Pola’s cousins and their children. She partici-
pated in “the balls of  the season.” These balls take place at 
the palace (the Hofburg) and other palaces. The balls are 
sponsored by various organizations. Girls get dressed in eve-
ning dresses, and boys wear a black tie outfit. Different rooms 
feature different orchestras for different dances. So, they 
might waltz in one room and cha cha in another. According 
to her, all Austrians are good ballroom dancers. She really 
had a ball! From Austria she did excursions to Italy (Venice, 
Rome, Florence, Naples), Germany (Munich), France (Paris), 
Sweden (Stockholm), Hungary (Budapest), and the Czech Re-
public (Prague). She said that the young people in these 
places were exceedingly friendly and she had a marvelous 
time. It was a great cross-cultural experience, a great way to 
connect with family and also to learn German (with a Vien-
nese accent). 

On May 30, I gave an Invited Address to the Interna-
tional Communications Association in New Orleans. I always 
enjoyed New Orleans because of  the charm of  the French 
Quarter and the good food. I love the coffee at the Café du 
Monde. Getting a seat at the Galatoire Restaurants required 
that I go at 2 p.m. for lunch. But it was worth it. 

Triandis, Brislin and Hui (1988) discussed how cross-
cultural training of  individualists living in a collectivist cul-
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ture and collectivists living in an individualist culture can be 
designed and delivered.

I attended a conference in Bielefeld, Germany, on the 
training of  German teachers of  English. They wanted to 
know about American culture. My focus was on the impor-
tant features of  American culture that they should communi-
cate to their students. 

From Germany I went to Greece to see my mother, and I 
intended to continue to Singapore on Singapore Airlines, and 
from there to Hong Kong. However, the air controllers at the 
Athens Airport went on strike, so Singapore Airlines did not 
stop in Athens. The airline put me up at a very luxurious ho-
tel, with an excellent swimming pool. However, I was very 
anxious about this delay because I was going to meet Pola in 
Hong Kong. An opportunity presented itself  to fly on Royal 
Jordanian Air to Singapore, and I took it. The flight stopped 
in Amman and I spent the night there. The hotel was used by 
pilgrims to Mecca until 11 p.m., so I waited in the hotel 
lobby until that time and saw the hotel staff  working vigor-
ously to clean the rooms for the next batch of  customers. I 
slept for a few hours, and the next morning I resumed my 
flight to Singapore. Michael Bond had asked me to bring 
some baklava from Greece, so I was carrying it by hand. At 
the airport they wanted to know what was in this bundle. I 
told them, but they did not believe me, so the soldier stuck 
his finger into the bundle, which produced a serious problem 
of  oozing honey during the trip to Hong Kong.

I got to Hong Kong 48 hours late. The next morning, 
Pola and I were scheduled to fly to Guilin, China. In the 
meantime, Pola had traveled to Hong Kong from Illinois 
and, due to a medical emergency, her plane had to land in 
Anchorage, Alaska, making her late for her connection at 
Narita. She spent the night at Narita, curtesy of  TWA, in a 
hotel that had 6-8 hour shifts (she arrived at midnight and 
had to leave at 7 a.m.) So she arrived late in Hong Kong as 
well. I had booked a room at the YMCA, and since we did 
not come on the correct day, they gave the room away. Pola 
parked herself  in the lobby and refused to move, knowing 
that there was no other way to meet me. Finally, I did arrive 
and we were given a room that was not much bigger than a 
closet. It was a very anxiety producing event, going around 
the world for the third time on a very tight schedule.

We were enchanted with Guilin. The hills around it are 
unusually beautiful. They are the aesthetically satisfying for-
mations that one can see on Chinese scrolls. The trip on the 
River Li was unforgettable. All along the river banks were 
rice paddies and young boys riding water buffalos. We 
stopped at a Chinese village, which was a most interesting ex-
perience. In Guilin, we stayed at the Holiday Inn, which was 
very comfortable. Professor Jing, of  the Institute of  Psychol-
ogy of  the Chinese Academy of  Sciences, who had invited 
me to China, had gotten in touch with a friend of  his, who 
brought some presents, and we invited him to dinner at our 
hotel. But he spoke only Chinese. We had struggled to learn 
Mandarin but we had not succeeded. Both Pola and I had 
more or less learned six languages when we were young, but 
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around age 60, the task of  learning another proved formida-
ble. I knew just enough Mandarin to be able to ask “do you 
have tickets?” and understand the answer, but that was not 
enough for a conversation with Professor Jing’s friend. Fortu-
nately, on the trip on the River Li, we met a 10 year old 
American boy and his sister who were with their family in 
China for a year, and were attending a Chinese School. We 
hired them as interpreters. They were delighted to do this 
“job.” At the Holiday Inn restaurant, all eyes were on these 
blond kids who apparently spoke Mandarin fluently. Many 
Chinese we encountered were eager to practice their English. 
The quality varied greatly but we did appreciate their effort.

In China we had the impression that anything less than 
300 years old was not worth showing, since there is so much 
to see that is so much older. A 10,000 year old village exhibit 
near Xian showed how people survived the cold by building 
a fire that heated them and also kept wild animals away.

At the airport in Xian, we went to the Tourist Office and 
told them that we had booked a room at the Hotel Hawaii. 
The agent put us in a taxi and said something to the driver. 
The driver said (and that I understood), “I understand.” He 
took us to another hotel, which was for those traveling with 
the advice of  a guidebook such as China on a shoe string. We in-
sisted that he take us to the Hotel Hawaii, which we had pre-
paid. After much arguing he did so. We told the Director of  
the Hotel Hawaii about this and he said that hotels were very 
competitive and they were trying to get clients anyway they 
could. 

We hired a guide who took us around to see the famous 
terracotta warriors of  Xian. They formed a large army of  
horsemen, foot soldiers, and archers all looking ready to 
march. Our guide did not know much English or history, but 
back then China was not yet on the tourist circuit. We visited 
a mosque because that part of  China has a significant Mos-
lem population. 

I went to the airport to reconfirm our flight, and they 
would not do so. We were anxious again because we knew 
that they expected us in Beijing. We mentioned our concern 
to a nice Hong Kong Chinese with whom we shared the taxi 
to the airport. He told us not to worry. When we got to the 
airport, he told the man who was checking tickets that I was 
an extremely important visitor and if  I failed to get on the 
plane a major hydroelectric dam would not be built! He man-
aged to get us on the plane, which was a Russian Ilyushin, 
which did not inspire much confidence. What was even more 
worrisome was the hostess walking up and down the aisle 
with a pot of  boiling tea which she served in plastic cups.

	In Beijing, we were met by a delegation of  about 20 
Chinese, including Prof. Jing. Apparently, the more the bet-
ter! We were taken to the Friendship Hotel, built by the Rus-
sians. It was comfortable, and it had a huge bathtub. Each 
floor had an attendant who made sure we had hot water for 
tea and the like in our room. There was a swimming pool. 
But before going for a swim, I had to pass a medical examina-
tion. I was interviewed by a Chinese physician with a book 
that had phrases in Chinese and English. She pointed to a 
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sentence, and I pointed to the answer. I was given permission 
to swim. 

	The first night in Beijing, they had a banquet for the 
delegation that received us at the airport. The organizers 
were terribly excited because the banquet featured Kentucky 
Fried Chicken, from a newly opened franchise. We immedi-
ately disabused them of  the idea that we wanted American 
food. From then on we were given Chinese food, which we 
generally enjoyed, although once when Pola asked what she 
was eating she was told “you do not want to know.”

	From July 15 to Aug. 20, I gave a course on the methods 
of  social psychology to 39 university graduates from all over 
China that was organized by the Institute of  Psychology of  
the Chinese Academy of  Sciences. My trip was supported by 
the Committee on Scholarly Communication with the Peo-
ple's Republic of  China of  the National Academy of  Sci-
ences in Washington D. C. The students came from the large 
cities, but Inner Mongolia was not represented. Some of  
them were unfamiliar with simple statistical concepts. They 
did not ask questions. They only asked me to repeat some 
point I had made. It was not possible for me to get them to 
ask questions, no matter how much I tried. For instance, I 
would say “This study found X and that study contradicted 
it. What do you think is the way the world is?” They never 
contradicted me. If  asked to do something they said “Yes” 
but did not always do it. But I was able to collect some data, 
and they answered by questionnaires conscientiously. They 
were unusually attentive and respectful. The 39 students did 

not have much background in psychology. Most of  them 
were members of  the party. 

	We were treated like royalty. For instance, we were given 
a chauffeur driven car. The chauffeur, Mr. Wu, did not speak 
English, but he could read Latin characters on the map. We 
would point to where we wanted to go that day, and he would 
take us there. We saw all the famous sites of  the area, such as 
the Great Wall, from two different spots, many temples, the 
Summer Palace, the Forbidden City, The Temple of  Heaven, 
many museums, and even the site of  Beijing Man. On one oc-
casion, when we were on the Great Wall, the crowd was enor-
mous and could hardly move. I assumed the duties of  a po-
liceman and facilitated the transition of  the crowd through a 
narrow part of  the wall. Being very tall was an advantage. 
The Great Wall is of  course a tourist attraction, and one of  
the things Chinese tourists like to do is to have their picture 
taken dressed as a medieval knight or something comparable, 
seated on a horse or camel. In this case, because I am very 
tall by Chinese standards, people wanted to have their pic-
tures taken with me. I was the camel! On one occasion, a stu-
dent in my class brought his children to have their picture 
taken with me. 

	The Temple of  Confucius was interesting because it 
included the names of  those who won in the examinations to 
become a government official. In most countries only the 
upper-class becomes part of  the government. But the Chi-
nese system of  examinations, in theory, permitted someone 
from the lower classes to become an official. This system func-
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tioned for 800 years. In China they seem to invent by imitat-
ing the past, so you see buildings constructed in the 19th cen-
tury that are in the same style as buildings from the 13th, but 
just different enough to provide an original aspect. 

	The National Arts Gallery had some wonderful exhibits, 
some from Hong Kong artist, and others from indigenous 
Chinese. Some jewels were 15,000 years old. 

	The Summer Palace had a wonderful lake and stone 
boats on its shore. It also had a covered path on whose walls 
are displayed pictures of  the many wonderful things one can 
see in China. This way, the Emperor was able to take a walk, 
even in the rain, and look at nice pictures while walking. It is 
an excellent way to exercise. Of  course, I do the same thing 
when I use my stationary bicycle and watch TV. As we toured 
Beijing we saw many stone soldiers, animals, and guards at 
tombs. It must be that they wanted to create permanence, sta-
bility, and have guards who would be eternally vigilant. 

	We revisited the Forbidden City. It is really a large 
complex of  buildings, designed to make the person who goes 
to see the emperor feel as insignificant as possible. One enters 
hall after hall after hall, and by the time one gets to see the 
emperor, one is quite exhausted. There is some minor art in 
this city, but the best pieces were taken by the Nationalists to 
Taiwan.

	On a weekend in August, they took us to Chengde, 
about 2 hours by train from Beijing. This was where the em-
perors used to spend their summers. On the way the railway 
station was amazingly crowded. We had read a story titled I 

Lost my Wife in the Beijing Railway Station, describing a fellow 
who was going to have his honeymoon in Beijing, but was 
never able to be with his wife because of  the crowds, and we 
could see how realistic this story was. Pola kept close to me, 
but when there was any gap between us someone would 
squeeze in. 

	Cheng De has a magnificent garden with a lake. Emper-
ors wrote poems at the places where the view is especially 
good. The poems were carved on stone tablets. The garden 
had a miniature version of  the Great Wall and a copy of  the 
Potala Palace in Tibet. The story is that the emperor invited 
the Dalai Lama to come see him, but the Dalai Lama hesi-
tated. So, the emperor built a copy of  the Dalai Lama’s pal-
ace so he would be comfortable when visiting! During the 
two nights in Cheng De, we stayed in an air conditioned 
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Mongolian yurt, converted so it had television and a nice 
bathroom. It had been part of  a movie set.

	During the six weeks in Beijing, I participated in several 
banquets because they have banquets whenever a visitor 
comes. Two American visitors came: Paul Mussen, who ed-
ited the Handbook of  Developmental Psychology, and my colleague 
Chris Wickens. Banquets usually included 12 or so people sit-
ting at a round table. Many of  the guests I did not recognize. 
I suspect they were invited to create good will, and have a 
large group. Prof. Jing was the host and sat to the right of  the 
visitor. At my banquet, he made sure that my glass was never 
empty, so I had to be careful to drink slowly. The custom re-
quired that I make sure that Professor Jing’s glass was never 
empty either. There was much protocol about who would sit 
where. The toasts were frequent. The food was circulating in 
front of  us. The emperor typically had 32 dishes to choose 
from. Thus, one took very little from each platter. These ban-
quets were not as lavish as those of  the emperor, but they ap-
proximated what was done at the palace. So much for com-
munism! 

Pola and I had meals at some restaurants in Beijing. Our 
guide book indicated one of  the best, but when we went they 
put us in the basement because we were only two people. We 
saw large groups from embassies placed on the top floor. To 
get to the top floor, one has to have a group of  10 or more. 
The previous year, when I was alone, I went to a restaurant 
and they refused to serve me because I was alone! On other 
occasions they put the “alone people” in a special section of  

the restaurant, while the best part of  the restaurant was re-
served for large groups. I had the experience in Hong Kong, 
when eating alone, of  being invited by other guests to join 
them. Large groups are good!

	We visited a Chinese villages and, though it was primi-
tive, it had much charm. At the end of  my course, they held 
a goodbye dinner. We had a table for four, with Professor Jing 
and my interpreter. The students who had tables for six came 
six at a time to our table to say that they enjoyed the course, 
and I should come back and so forth. On each visit of  six 
there were toasts, and many “come back to China and stay 
with me” statements. There must have been 50 toasts that 
night! It was a charming way to say goodbye. 

	Continuing my trip around the world, I went next to 
Australia, while Pola “escaped” to Hawaii, to the Osborns. 
On Aug. 21-25, I chaired a symposium, gave two papers, and 
was a discussant at two symposia at the meetings of  the Inter-
national Association for Cross-Cultural Psychology, in New-
castle, Australia. On Aug. 25, I gave a colloquium on atti-
tudes and behavior at the Department of  Epidemiology of  
the School of  Medicine at the University of  Newcastle, Aus-
tralia. They found my attitude and behavior model useful in 
their work. 

On Aug. 27, I joined the International Congress of  Scien-
tific Psychology, in Sydney. On August 28, I gave an Invited 
Address at the Congress. The Kashimas and I rented an 
apartment at Manning, a resort near Sydney. Every day we 
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took the boat to Sydney harbor near the Opera House, which 
is a great architectural achievement.

1989
My mother died that year. She was almost 90 years old 

and had overall had a good life. But it is always sad to lose a 
loved one. I was always very close to her, calling her on the 
phone every few days.

On February 12-17, I lectured at the University of  
Puerto Rico, Rio Piedras. Puerto Rico has many charms. San 
Juan has 16th century sections, the fort is very impressive, 
and the environment is a mixture of  Europe and the U. S.

On March 15-18, I participated in the Nebraska Sympo-
sium on Motivation, which focused on cross-cultural work. It 
included John Berry and Michael Cole. I lectured on indi-
vidualism and collectivism. 

My duties as incoming President of  the International As-
sociation of  Applied Psychology included supervision of  the 
preparations of  the 1994 International Congress of  Applied 
Psychology (ICAP) of  the association. That responsibility re-
quired visiting Madrid, Spain every year for five years. Our 
host, José María Pieró, took us to Toledo where we were able 
to see the magnificent works of  El Greco, and to Alcala de 
Henares, the site of  an early university. He was a wonderful, 
well-informed guide. On May 15, 1989, I gave an invited lec-
ture to the Colegio Official de Psicologos, in Madrid. Of  
course we saw the Prado, with its wonderful Velasquez, and a 
small museum with the work of  Spanish impressionist, Sor-
rola. His work is full of  light and sunshine, but his politics 
were problematic abroad and he never developed an interna-
tional following. 

The Spanish Organizing Committee, especially José 
María Pieró, put a tremendous effort and enthusiasm in the 
preparation of  the Congress. They were determined to make 
a “good impression” on the leadership of  the IAAP and they 
certainly succeeded. Many conference organizers feel that it 
is a matter of  both professional and national pride to do a 
good job. In many countries, international congresses receive 
financial support from the state and politicians turn up for 
one or more events. At one point, they had hoped that the 

152

Harry C. Triandis AUTOBIOGRAPHY

With John Adamopoulos at the 1988 Congress of  Scientific 
Psychology in Australia



King of  Spain would attend the inauguration of  the con-
gress, but that did not work out. Had the Queen of  Spain 
come to the Congress I would have told her that I remember 
the 21 gun salute the day she was born in Athens. At that 
time I was 12 years old. A congress is also an opportunity to 
show off  historic and cultural treasures. In all these aspects 
the Madrid congress was a huge success.

Pola and I took advantage of  being in Spain to see the 
south of  the country. Pola speaks Spanish, not the elegant 
Castilian but the Latin American version, and that helped us 

get around. At a small party they commented favorably 
about her Spanish. The elegant hostess said: “You Americans 
look down on Spanish as a language of  busboys and waiters.” 
That is unfortunate because, in my opinion, Spanish is one 
of  the great languages of  the world, spoken by 250 million 
people, with a rich literature and an Academy that controls 
what terms are “acceptable.” At that party, a member of  that 
Academy was present and he spoke good English. I regret 
that I was not fluent in his language. 

	We made our base in Cordoba and, with a Spanish 
Railway Pass, we went all over that part of  the country. Cor-
doba has a mosque that at one time was second in size only 
to the Grand Mosque of  Mecca. When the Christians took 
that part of  the world, they placed a whole cathedral inside 
it! The cathedral has very beautiful Byzantine-made stainless 
glass windows. The old Jewish quarter of  Cordoba has many 
four-foot wide lanes and houses with hidden yards. We saw a 
building from about 1100 that they claimed was the first uni-
versity. Islam produced a brilliant civilization in that part of  
the world that emphasized science and philosophy. But when 
the Christians prevailed in the 15th century, that was the end 
of  it. The food was superb, in particular mountain trout and 
an unforgettable garlic soup. 

	We loved Seville, with its wonderful cathedral and the 
gardens of  the palace. To recover from the heat and the sight-
seeing we took a boat on the Guadalquivir River, the starting 
point of  many of  the early explorers of  the Americas. 
Nearby we enjoyed Ronda, an ancient Roman settlement, 
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left, the Minister of  Education; next Jose Miguel Salazar 
from Venezuela, President of  the Association. Far right, An-
gela Biaggio from Argentina, Vice President Elect of  the Asso-
ciation. Sadly both Salazar and Biaggio are now deceased.



situated on both sides of  a deep gorge. It had Moorish baths, 
old convents, and a 1900 hotel favored by Rilke and Heming-
way. It had wonderful views of  the river. 

	But the most memorable town was Granada. The 
palace of  the Moslem rulers prior to 1535 was of  a delicate 
Moorish architecture, with wonderful views over the city. The 
garden, called Generalife, arranged like an oriental rug, may 
be the most beautiful in the world, with fountains, flower 
beds, and well-trimmed Cyprus trees. De Falla’s “Nights in 
the Gardens of  Spain” was inspired by such gardens. 

	This was my second visit to Granada. My first visit was 
in 1979, when I was in Spain as a consultant to the United 
Nations. On that occasion, I walked so much in Grenada that 
I got exhausted. When I reached Madrid, I was not well and 
had to call Johnny Sossidis, the Greek Ambassador, who had 
invited me to dinner, and that I could not come. Johnny had 
been my childhood friend and playmate when I was in Thes-
salonki (see above) because our mothers where good friends. 
But when we became adults, I found him too politically con-
servative. In 1979, he represented the conservative Govern-
ment of  Greece, and it is just as well that we did not meet, 
since we would have argued. His parents divorced and he 
stayed with his father. When I was 11 years old Christina, his 
mother, invited me for lunch at Averof, at that time the best 
restaurant in Athens. I was delighted to eat at Averof  and did 
not wonder about her motivation. Now, I suspect that she 
was missing Johnny and I functioned as a substitute for him. 
Christina married a rich Spanish Jew, Jacques Nehamas, who 

was not liquidated during WWII, as other Jews were, because 
he was a Spanish citizen. Christina and Nehamas had a son 
(Alexander) who is a well-known philosopher at Princeton 
University. 

 	In the trips between Cordoba and the other towns. a 
frequent stop was at Bobadilla because trains connect there. 
It was a pleasant, clean town, with white washed houses. As 
we waited for the connecting trains we saw the women wash-
ing the sidewalks and even the sides of  the houses. The town 
was spotless.

	Madrid of  course is a wonderful stop. It has world 
famous museums, like the Prado, and is central enough to 
visit Toledo and Avila, with its impressive walls. The museum 
has a reproduction of  the Caves of  Altamura, with paintings 
that were created 30,000 years ago. We visited the house of  a 
Spanish aristocrat that had very good art. The Plaza Major is 
always lively, but it is easy to become a victim of  pickpockets 
in the crowds. 

	The Past President of  the International Association of  
Applied Psychology, Claude Levy-Leboyer, had come with 
her daughter and son-in-law, who was a physicist with the 
French Atomic Energy Commission. He had given her his pa-
pers (including his ID for the Atomic Energy Commission), 
so he could take his jacket off. She put them in her purse. At 
one point the purse disappeared. We were all distressed. On 
another occasion when I visited Madrid, someone stole my 
travelers checks. That was not as serious, but still annoying. 
Similar stories were told to me about Barcelona, so when I 
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visited there I put just $5 in my pocket and left anything that 
could be stolen in my hotel. 

	During the trips to Spain, we discovered “tapas,” the 
hors d’oevres the Spanish eat around 6 or 7 as an afternoon 
snack. We often turned tapas into dinner, avoiding the long 
wait for the restaurants to open at 10 p.m. One evening, we 
went to a concert that started at 10. We could hardly stay 
awake until it ended at 1 a.m. These hours are really justified 
because in the summer Madrid becomes delightfully cool at 1 
a.m. Eating at that time is really wonderful, but one must 
have tapas first.

	From June 22 to July 1, I participated in the Buenos 
Aires, Argentina congress of  the Interamerican Society of  
Psychology. On the way to Argentina, I stopped in Rio, Bra-
zil, where my friends told me to be extremely careful about 
crime. I was confined to my hotel after 8 p.m. The hotel was 
one block from Copacabana Beach, but I was told that the 
area is especially dangerous at night. 

Buenos Aires is reminiscent of  Paris. It has a large num-
ber of  parks, the widest avenue in the world–one cannot 
cross it without stopping in the middle to rest–and a ceme-
tery that is like a town, with tombs that resemble houses. 
Evita Peron‘s is worth seeing. On a number of  occasions, I 
saw people dancing the tango in the street. I also enjoyed a 
vegetarian restaurant, which provided great contrast from the 
usual Argentine steaks that were enormous. 

In the mid-1980s, Ravi Jain, an Indian with a Ph.D. in en-
gineering who was the manager of  a division of  an engineer-

ing laboratory in Champaign, suggested that we write a book 
on how to manage research and development organizations. 
He had real world experience in managing such organiza-
tions and could write about this from a practical point of  
view. He also knew the general environment for research and 
development in the United States. I could cover the psychol-
ogy of  creativity and attitudes and perspectives that can re-
sult in successful work in research and development settings, 
including universities. I knew some, but not all, of  this litera-
ture because I covered that topic in one of  my courses. Ravi 
gave me a grant to hire a graduate student who could re-
search it. The student gave me abstracts of  the literature, and 
I read most of  them. Thus we wrote Management of  R & D Or-
ganizations (Jain & Triandis, 1989), which has been translated 
into many languages, including Chinese and Japanese. Since 
the book was successful, Ravi suggested that we do a second 
edition, and later we did a third edition. Pola did the editing, 
especially for my unreliable spelling. We covered the compari-
son of  expenditures for research in the U. S. and other major 
research countries, such as Germany, and I covered creativity, 
attitudes toward research, the leadership of  research and de-
velopment laboratories, and the like. We also included several 
case studies, with dilemmas of  what to do when making deci-
sions about research.

Perhaps my most important paper was published in 
1989, “Self  and social behavior in differing cultural contexts” 
(Triandis, 1989). It argued that, in collectivist cultures, people 
are likely to have a collectivist self, so that when they com-
plete sentences of  the “I am… “ type, they give an allocentric 
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response, such as “I am a member of  this group;” people in 
individualist cultures are less likely to give such responses and 
more likely to give idiocentric responses, such as “I am a 
good tennis player.” I also discussed cultural complexity-
simplicit and tight vs. loose cultures, and that became in later 
years the focus of  the work of  Michele Gelfand. The contrast 
between individualism and collectivism has since become 
very important in psychology. Numerous papers published in 
2014 by Gelfand, Kitayama, and Shavit have referenced Tri-
andis (1989, 1995).

One of  the pleasures of  academia is to keep track of  
what one’s students are doing. That year Kwok Leung sent 
me a picture of  his new son, Kirk Tim, a name that sounds 
the same in Chinese and Japanese. His wife, Yumi, is Japa-
nese and that name works well in both cultures.

	From December 22 to January 3, we were in Mexico. 
We always tried to combine our Cancun vacations with a side 
trip to another part of  Mexico. Our favorites were Guanaju-
ato and Oaxaca. The trips often included Mexico City as a 
starting point. The capital has the marvelous Museum of  An-
thropology and a Zocalo that is one of  the great squares, 
which includes an Aztec archeological site. One year, we 
went to Guanajuato for Christmas in a luxurious bus. We 
went to a simple church for the Christmas evening mass. It 
was a unique cultural experience. A doll representing baby 
Jesus was carried through the congregation, and everybody 
embraced his neighbors in church. Even for a non-believer 
like me, it was a moving Christian event. 

	At other times we would fly into Merida, a charming 
colonial town surrounded by hundreds of  Mayan archaeologi-
cal sites, and then we would take the bus to Cancun.

	  Oaxaca is a center for learning Spanish and the town 
where many important artists lived. We visited several muse-
ums. The weather was cold that year, but it was sunny so we 
enjoyed the archeological sites of  Monte Alban and Mitla. 
We visited a weaving center that ships its beautiful rugs and 
wall hangings worldwide. We considered taking the bus to the 
coast, but were told that the road was very bad, so we 
skipped that. On one occasion, we heard a sermon on Ameri-
can imperialism. 

Then we went to Cancun, which had been hard hit by 
Hurricane Gilberto that year. The storm was devastating and 
produced some unbelievable sights, such as huge boats 
beached on the shore; one was stuck between two houses. 
Some areas had lost their beach and others gained sand. 
Trees were uprooted and we heard that fish and birds had 
fled the area.
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Chapter 11

THE 1990S: 
COLLECTIVISM



1990
Louisa graduated from Northwestern in Human Develop-

ment and Social Policy in June. She decided to take a year 
off  and so returned to Vienna for six months, where she 
worked as a receptionist at the school where she had been 
two years earlier. It was a challenge answering the phone in 
German, but she had a wonderful time visiting with relatives 
and traveling. Before she took off  for Vienna, we all went to 
Kauai for a family vacation. It is perhaps our favorite Hawai-
ian Island.

On May 18, I participated in the Symposium on "Psycho-
logical Analysis of  Values" of  the Greek Psychological Soci-
ety, in Rethymnon, Crete, Greece. They asked me to be on 
the committee that selected the faculty of  the University of  
Rethymnon. However, after working very hard to select on 
the basis of  competence during the committee meetings, it be-
came obvious that the most important criterion was the politi-
cal orientation of  the potential faculty member. The lady 
that I thought was most qualified was a bit on the left side of  
the political spectrum, and the other members of  the commit-
tee voted her down. 

	I found Rethymnon very charming, with a maze of  
narrow streets and many Venetian corners, a wonderful fort, 
and a lovely beach. The harbor is particularly nice. Pola and 
I explored the West side of  that island, which has many Byz-
antine, Frankish, Turkish, and Venetian sites. The monaster-
ies are especially noteworthy. The Arcadiou monastery is lo-
cally famous because 1,000 women and children blew them-

selves up inside the church when they were besieged by the 
Turks. It has a 16th century church and a superb view of  
Mount Ida. In 1941, many of  these monasteries gave shelter 
from the Germans to the remains of  the Australian and New 
Zealand armies until they could be rescued by the British and 
taken to Libya. 

The monastery of  Preveli is perched above the Libyan 
Sea. To get there, one drives through an impressive gorge 
and over a 400-year-old bridge. The village of  Spili has won-
derful water gushing through natural fountains and white-
washed houses. The taste of  this water is so good that even 
the ancient Greeks recorded in their books that it was superb. 

The Gorge of  Samaria is the largest canyon in Europe. 
The top is alpine and the rest is heavily wooded. It takes 
about 8 hours to walk through it. We did only two hours, 
walking among evergreens, and that was quite enough for 
our strength. At age 64, I could not do what I was able to do 
in my 20s. On the return trip, we picked up a lady who was 
hitchhiking. She told us her life’s story, including how many 
sheep and goats she owned, about her store, and her cherry 
orchard. She told us about her children; she was especially 
proud of  her son who worked for the Post Office. When we 
delivered her to her destination, she filled an enormous bas-
ket with cherries for us. The advantages of  knowing the local 
language cannot be overestimated. When they ask me where 
I come from, I do not say the United States. I say Athens, 
which was true in the 1940s. If  I say America, they may 
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think that I am a millionaire, which is not the case. Their 
stereotypes of  Americans are often totally unrealistic.

	From Crete we went to Athens, which felt empty with-
out my mother. Pola had never been to Mystra, a medieval 
site that was the last refuge of  the Byzantines after the Turk-
ish occupation of  1453. So we drove there. Mystra has many 
churches with beauti-
ful frescos, a magnifi-
cent palace, and 
countless houses. It 
was a great cultural 
center at its height. 
The convent was still 
functioning. The 
nuns provide tourists 
with a wrap-around 
skirt or a jacket. 
That is better than 
my experience in Me-
teora, where they did 
not let me into a con-
vent because I was 
wearing a short 
sleeved shirt, and I had to walk a mile to the car to get a long 
sleeved sweater. Mystra at one time had 40,000 inhabitants; it 
now has a few hundred.

	The drive through Arcadia was truly spectacular. In the 
literature, Arcadia is an “earthly paradise.” On this trip we 

could agree that this is what it is. The mountains were cov-
ered with yellow flowers and the villages were friendly. We 
stopped in Bassae, where the famous temple, designed by the 
architect of  the Parthenon, is now covered by a giant tent. 
While this avoids deterioration from pollution (mostly from 
cars), it eliminates the aesthetic effect of  a great temple. At 
Bassae they are reinforcing the structure with steel “braces” a 

technique later used 
on the Parthenon. 
	 Next we drove 
through Olympia, 
the site of  the Olym-
pic Games. The mu-
seum has the Apollo 
of  Praxiteles and is 
very much worth a 
stop. We finally got 
to my birth town, Pa-
tras, where my father 
is buried in the major 
cemetery. The Trian-
dis vault in very im-
pressive and contains 

many of  my ancestors, with the dates of  their birth and 
death. I also visited the tomb of  my cousin Maria, who died 
at age 10 of  meningitis. Her father, my uncle Hercules, had 
inscribed on it, in German: “Im Leben und in Ewigkeit ich 
liebe dich Maria.” (In this life and for eternity, I love you 
Maria.) I cannot suppress a tear when I visit this grave. Then 
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we moved to Corfu, where we stayed with Vassilis Kombolitis 
at the hotel Marida, as usual. We visited my mother’s grave, 
which she shares with her brother, Tasso, and sister-in-law, 
Abigail. Fortunately, my cousin, John, is taking care of  it. 

	On July 10, I gave the Opening Address to the Work-
shop on Collectivism and Individualism, titled "Theoretical 
and Methodological Issues in the Study of  Collectivism and 
Individualism" in Seoul, South Korea. We were housed at the 
Korean Institute of  History and Culture. That Institute has 
beautiful gardens, and very attractive buildings. But the food 
included very small portions. Being 6 foot 4, I needed more 
food than most Koreans. Unfortunately, the Institute was lo-
cated in an isolated area, and there were no restaurants in 
the vicinity. We had to tolerate being hungry. Even my room-
mate, Susumo Yamaguchi of  the University of  Tokyo, 
wanted a bit more food. Fortunately, Samsung, the multina-
tional electronics firm, invited us to dinner after showing us 
their plant, and we had a very good meal. We visited the pal-
ace of  Korean kings. It was very similar to palaces in China. 

On July 12, I lectured to the Korean Human Develop-
ment Institute (top Korean business and political leaders) dur-
ing breakfast, and that also provided a good meal. On July 
18, I chaired a symposium on the "Cross-Cultural Study of  
Values" at the meetings of  the International Association for 
Cross-Cultural Psychology in Nara, Japan. I also gave a collo-
quium at the University of  Osaka. Nara is always a wonder-
ful town, and I enjoyed walking around. My former student, 
Bob Bontempo, stayed at an expensive hotel, while my hotel 

was modest. He explained that he has to show high status 
when dealing with his business clients. My other former stu-
dent, John Adamopoulos, reported that he crossed the street 

against a red 
light at 2 in 
the morning, 
when there 
was no traf-
fic of  any 
kind, but a 
passerby 
shouted at 
him. 
	On July 22, 
I was inaugu-
rated as 
President of  
the Interna-
tional Asso-
ciation of  

Applied Psychology (IAAP) in Kyoto, Japan. In addition to 
participating in the opening ceremony, I chaired the Execu-
tive Committee of  IAAP. On July 23, I chaired a symposium 
on "Core-Issues of  Cross-Cultural Psychology," and I chaired 
the Invited Address of  Prof. Y. Amir, from Israel. Amir had 
replicated several social psychological experiments in Israel 
and found that main effects do replicate but interactions do 
not. 
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Opening ceremony in Kyoto, Japan, 1990. I am 
seated second from the right. To my right is Ed Fleish-
man (USA) Past Past President of  IAAP, next to 
him is Claude Levi-Leboyer (France) Past President. 
Our Japanese hosts are also in the picture



On July 24, I was a discussant at the symposium, "The 
Cross-Cultural Study of  Meaning of  Work." On July 26, I 
gave an address to the Japanese Society for Industrial and Or-
ganizational Psychology, also in Kyoto. 

	That same year, I visited Spain again and went to Sala-
manca, where the local social psychology professor was my 
host. This was one of  the early universities. It started in 
1220. They showed me the room with the maps that Colum-
bus consulted before going to the New World. I saw the cathe-
dra used by professors when they taught ex cathedra! They 
read the Bible and interpreted it, and the students could ask 
questions only later in the courtyard. One of  the professors 
was imprisoned by the Inquisition for more than a year. 
When he returned he started his lecture with “As I was telling 
you yesterday…” At that time, when a student obtained a 
doctorate, he had to give a party for all the inhabitants of  
Salamanca. A bull was sacrificed for that party and the blood 
of  the bull was used to write the name of  the new doctor and 
the date on a particular wall. I saw numerous names on that 
wall. If  the candidate for the doctorate failed the exam, he 
was placed on a cart and driven out of  town.

1991
Louisa started graduate work at the Jane Addams Col-

lege of  Social Work of  the University of  Illinois in Chicago. 
She and a friend shared a small apartment near Wrigley 
Field. 

	February 18-24. As President-Elect of  the Society for 
Cross-Culture Research, I had to organize the society's an-
nual meeting. The meeting was held in Puerto Rico. The or-
ganization of  this meeting required almost full time work for 
two months, selecting papers, placing them on the program 
so that a speaker would not have to give two papers at the 
same time. I invited Shalom Schwartz to be the Keynote 
Speaker, and he was terrific. I had help from Nydia Lucca 
and Angel Pacheco, who did an excellent job organizing the 
social program, including Puerto Rican dances.

	  In the summer, Pola, Louisa, and I returned to Europe. 
Pola’s cousin, Nussi, was the Consul of  Austria in Milano, 
and we spent a few days with them. It was a chance for Lou-
isa to get to know her Austrian cousins, Alexandra, Elizabeth, 
and Nicole. We saw a good deal of  Milano, such as the Mu-
seum at La Scala, but we did not attend the opera, which is 
much too expensive. We saw the famous Last Supper in the 
church of  San Ambrogio. Cousin Mary Jane drove us 
around, and we visited many little charming towns in the vi-
cinity, such as Bergamo and Vigevano and the spectacular 
charter house of  Pavia. It is remarkable that these small 
towns in Italy (population around 50,000) have so much to 
see, such as beautiful squares, with wonderful unified architec-
ture. We also took advantage of  that location to go by train 
to Locarno, Switzerland, where we stayed one night at a won-
derful spot on the Lago Maggiore, and then took the boat to 
the south to see the Isole Boromee. After Milan, we headed 
to Austria with a stop in Verona where we had a memorable 

161

Harry C. Triandis AUTOBIOGRAPHY



meal, and saw what they present to the tourist as the Julietta 
house and balcony.

 From Vienna we went by train to Bratislava and Prague. 
Bratislava is so close to Vienna that they used to be a street 
car linking the two cities. We had a wonderful meal in a res-
taurant overlooking the Danube. From there we traveled to 
Prague. Our Illinois friend, Hanna Wickersheimer, came 
from there and had a relative in town. With the transition 
from communism to a free trade economy they were short of  
cash, so they rented a room in their house to tourists. Her 
husband, Jiri Matejicek, had a Ph.D. in Czech culture and 
was employed during communism as a specialist on that sub-
ject by the National Theater. With the change from commu-
nism this job was eliminated. So, he became a tourist guide. 
In addition to Czech, he spoke perfect French. That did not 
bother us, since we are both fluent in French. He gave us an 
unforgettable tour of  Prague. He brimmed with enthusiasm 
about the city that he loved dearly. He gave us so much back-
ground in history and local culture that we got exhausted lis-
tening, but it was simply marvelous. He would say such 
things as “Here is where Mozart stayed when he was compos-
ing Don Giovanni. Across the street lived da Ponte, who wrote 
the libretto of  the opera. Mozart would have an idea at 5 in 
the morning and would shout to da Ponte to tell him…” As 
we passed a building he would tell us “Here is where defenes-
tration was used to eliminate the Prime Minister at such and 
such a time.” Jiri knew in great detail the stories surrounding 
the Prague synagogue and Jewish cemetery.

	We went to a performance of  Don Giovanni at the opera 
house, with a Russian Don who was excellent. We saw a per-
formance of  the famous “black light” theater that operated 
during the communist period, managing to surreptitiously 
criticize the regime by using shadows rather than real people. 

 We walked so much in Prague that we needed to sit 
down. We went to Hungary, where we attended the Euro-
pean Regional Conference of  Cross-Cultural Psychology, 
which met in Debrecen, a town near the Romanian border 
that has been the center of  Hungarian Protestantism. The 
meeting was organized by our friend, Ibolya Vari Szilagi, 
who put a lot of  effort into this event. We went to dinner 
with Simka Ronen and his wife; Simka took us to a pub 
where we heard authentic gypsy music. From Debrecen, on 
the way to Budapest, Ibolya arranged for us to see a display 
of  Hungarian horsemanship by the famous “csikos” (or cow-
boys) in the middle of  the great plain, the Puszta. It was quite 
spectacular, but it made us late for the opening ceremony of  
the European Congress of  Psychology in Budapest.

	On July 8, I was a symposium discussant at the Second 
European Congress of  Psychology in Budapest. I angered 
some of  the presenters by saying that their papers were too 
difficult to follow. Marissa Zavalloni has not spoken to me 
since. On July 10, I chaired two symposia and presented one 
paper at the Congress. I was annoyed with the organizers of  
the Congress because they put me in a small room, and I had 
a very large audience. We had to look for another room, and 
that took most of  the time of  the lecture. I was also annoyed 
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that the reception had very little food, and it looked like the 
organizers were trying to make money rather than serve the 
European Congress of  Psychology. On July 11, I chaired the 
invited address of  the organizer of  the Congress, Prof. Huny-
ady. Apparently, Hunyady is a famous name in Hungary, go-
ing back to the 16th century, and I think he was too cavalier 
about organizing the congress. 

	Victor Sanua had seen a New York Times description of  a 
desert at Gerbaud, a famous café in Budapest. We went to 
that café together so he could have this confection, which con-
sisted of  several ice creams and several liqueurs. I had some-
thing less caloric. Sadly, Victor did not live much longer after 
that. 

Pola and I took a side trip to St. Andre, a charming vil-
lage near Budapest whose inhabitants are mainly Orthodox 
Serbs. There are both Catholic and Orthodox churches. 
Many inhabitants speak Serbian. The food was very good if  
a bit heavy. One evening in Budapest, I saw a man beating a 
woman on the street. I intervened and called the police. 

	Our social psychologist friend, Ibolya Vari-Szilagi, 
arranged for us to rent a flat in Budapest, which provided the 
experience of  ordinary living in that city. She also arranged 
for us to spend a week on Lake Balaton, at the summer vaca-
tion villa of  the Hungarian Academy of  Sciences. This was a 
pleasant area; the water of  the lake is warm and we had good 
swims, but the food at the villa consisted of  eggs for break-
fast, lunch, and dinner, as well as a lot of  goose liver. I in-
quired about life expectancy in the area and they told me it 

was 55. I wonder if  that report is accurate, however, given 
this diet it is plausible.

	From Hungary I went by train to Poland for a meeting 
designed to introduce cultural psychology to Polish social psy-
chologists. This was done at a conference at Dobieszkow out-
side Warszawa. It was organized by Pawel Boski, who had 
gone from Poland to Nigeria during the communist period in 
Poland. I remember reviewing one of  his cross-cultural pa-
pers when he was in Nigeria. It was very good but the Eng-
lish needed work. I spent some time fixing the English. In 
1991, Boski had an appointment at the Polish Academy of  
Sciences. The presenters were 5 former officers of  the Inter-
national Association for Cross-Cultural Psychology and the 
audience included 30 Polish academic psychologists from 5 
universities.

	On July 19, I gave a lecture as part of  the celebration of  
the 100th anniversary of  the Department of  Psychology at 
Cornell University. The invitation to give this lecture suggests 
that they considered me as one of  their more successful 
graduates. I had dinner with Beth and Bill Lambert and told 
them about my study in which I found that collectivists are 
more likely to act in corrupt ways than individualists, as long 
as they are dealing with members of  out-groups. On the 
other hand, they are often benevolent in dealing with mem-
bers of  their in-group.

	In September, I participated on a panel on problems of  
psychological assessment across cultures and lectured on as-
sessment across cultures at a conference on the future of  psy-
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chological assessment, organized by Personnel Decision, Inc., 
Minneapolis, Minnesota. I had always enjoyed a good rela-
tionship with Marv Dunnette, who created that organization, 
and was happy to see that some of  our graduate students had 
jobs there. Sadly, Marvin died a few years later. 

	On October 4-5, I participated at a conference organ-
ized by Marty Fishbein that included Al Bandura, Michael 
Becker, and Fred Kanfer. Its purpose was to develop a behav-
ioral model that can guide interventions to change behaviors 
relevant to the AIDS epidemic. We met in a room at the 
Smithsonian Museum in Washington, DC. The model was 
published by Fishbein, Triandis et al (2001). Sadly, again, 
Marty died a few years later. The social psychology program 
in Illinois had seven members: Davis, Fishbein, Komorita, 
Laughlin, McGrath, myself, and Wyer. At this time only Bob 
Wyer and I are alive. 

	“Some tests of  the distinction between the private and 
the collective self,” by Trafimow, Triandis, and Goto (1991) 
was published that year, and it was quoted extensively. We as-
signed students randomly to two groups. In one group we 
asked them to think of  their family and friends; in the other 
group we asked them to think of  outgroup members. Then 
we measured their collectivism, by means of  the “I am…” 
test, which was content analyzed to see how many responses 
were collectivist. The former instruction produced more col-
lectivist responses. In an additional experiment, we presented 
collectivist themes and individualist themes and obtained the 
same result. Thus, people can be made allocentric or idiocen-

tric by thinking of  allocentric or idiocentrics themes. Priming 
has become an important method of  research in this area be-
cause it offers experimental control with random assignment 
of  individuals to primed and not primed conditions. 

	Pola and I had our 25th wedding anniversary and we 
celebrated it with a cruise in the Caribbean. It started and 
ended in Puerto Rico, where we enjoyed the hospitality of  
Nydia Lucca and Angel Pacheco, and saw the wonderful 
jungle-park of  El Yunque. Nydia had spent a year with me in 
Illinois. Nydia was one of  some two dozen siblings because 
her father has had many relationships. She purchased pre-
sents for each and every one of  them and for their children 
before leaving Illinois to visit Puerto Rico. Nydia and Angel 
broke out the champagne to start our celebration.

	The cruise included Antigua, St. Thomas, St. John, 
Martinique, St. Martin, and Barbados. We especially enjoyed 
three islands: Martinique, St. Martin and Barbados. Martin-
ique is a French Department, and the food is very good. 
They copied everything French, down to the calligraphy of  
the menus in the restaurants. St. Martin is half  French and 
half  Dutch, and has a lovely beach. On the French side we 
had a nice café au lait. Barbados provided the experience of  
being a minority. On one of  the streets we were surrounded 
by black people. It really felt strange to be a minority. 

	In Antigua, we saw a magnificent yacht in the harbor 
owned by an English citizen. We were told that he flies every 
so often from London and uses it, but most of  the year it just 
sits there in the harbor, with a crew of  20! He must be fabu-
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lously wealthy to be able to afford such luxury. That raises 
the question: Can the world survive with so much inequality? 
The evidence is very clear that the more inequality, the worse 
the health of  the population, the more unhappiness, crime is 
more common, the more violence, the lifespan is shorter, and 
people do not do a good job preserving the environment. It 
seems that in my lifetime, inequality has increased noticeably. 
I remember with nostalgia the years of  the Eisenhower Ad-
ministration, when the top tax rate was 92%. 

1992
Louisa graduated with her Master’s degree in social 

work. She also told us that she wanted to live in California be-
cause she did not like the climate in Illinois. Two of  her best 
friends were in San Francisco and she was able to share an 
apartment with them. We indicated that we could support 
her for a limited time, until she could find a job. She man-
aged to find several jobs in San Francisco: she worked a few 
hours per week doing clinical work, a few hours with young 
people who improved their mental health by riding and car-
ing for horses, and a few hours answering the phone in a 
school, “Weekend en Español.” That job proved to be useful 
because it provided Spanish lessons. Louisa soon discovered 
that Spanish is an essential skill for social work jobs in Califor-
nia. She was able to work further on her Spanish with 
courses in Cuernavaca, Mexico and later in Costa Rica. 
Over time she became fluent and that was an important fac-
tor in her getting jobs in social work.

One evening in 2010, when we were all vacationing in 
Nuevo Vallarta, she really impressed us when she unleashed a 
torrent of  Spanish at a guard at the resort who made us walk 
up a steep hill in the dark instead of  giving us a ride in his 
golf  cart. They say that a sign of  true fluency in the ability to 
swear effectively! Louisa had to receive 3,000 hours of  super-
vision as a social worker to obtain her license in California. 
She was able to get her license that year. 

In January, we visited Madrid, Spain, to check on the 
preparations for the 1994 International Congress of  Psychol-
ogy. I gave a press conference, as President of  the Interna-
tional Association of  Applied Psychology (IAAP), to the Span-
ish press on what contributions psychologists are making to 
society, and had an interview with Papeles del Psicólogo on why 
Madrid was chosen by IAAP, how I evaluated Spanish psy-
chology, about developments in Latin American psychology, 
what are Hispanic psychologists accomplishing in the U.S., 
and the challenges facing applied psychology during the cen-
tennial year of  the APA.

On February 29, I gave the Presidential Address to the 
Society for Cross-Cultural Research in Santa Fe, New Mex-
ico. Santa Fe has some amazingly good museums. The most 
impressive perhaps is the Museum of  Indian Arts and Cul-
ture. We also had a very nice time dining and talking with Al-
bert Pepitone. 

On June 11-13, I gave the opening lecture to the "Inter-
national Conference on Emotion and Culture," organized by 
Hazel Markus and Shinobu Kitayama on the campus of  the 
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University of  Oregon in Eugene. Shinobu had us over to his 
house for a party. I took advantage of  being in Oregon to 
visit the Great Crater Lake. This is one of  the most spectacu-
lar national parks because the lake is something like 1,500 
feet deep and that produces the most wonderful blue color. 

On June 17, I gave the opening presentation at the work-
shop on "Making Basic Texts in Psychology More Culture- 
Inclusive and Culture-Sensitive" on the campus of  Western 
Washington University in Bellingham, Washington. Walt Lon-
ner, who was the host, invited me to his house, which has a 
superb view. The whole area is really very attractive, with ex-
tensive woods.

On July 6, I gave a colloquium, at the Department of  Psy-
chology, University of  Giessen, Germany. This trip allowed 
me to have a good look at Frankfurt, the financial capital of  
Germany. It is a lot like an American city; as a result of  WW 
II there are only a few old buildings. 

On July 8, I gave a colloquium at the Max Planck Insti-
tute for Human Development and Education in Berlin, Ger-
many. My lecture was based on my Psychological Review paper. 
I mentioned cultural simplicity-complexity, tightness-
looseness, and collectivism-individualism. Paul Baltes, the Di-
rector of  the Institute, thought that the tightness dimension 
might turn out to be the most interesting. This turned out to 
be the case, due to the work of  Michele Gelfand, who studied 
this dimension both across cultures and across the 50 states 
of  the U.S. Baltes was really brilliant and it was a great loss to 
psychology that he died in 2006 at the age of  67. 

I think Berlin is a very exciting city, with three opera 
houses and superb museums. I found Berlin fascinating. It is 
truly one of  the great capitals of  the world. Berlin now is 
very different from the Berlin we saw in 1973. Even East Ber-
lin now looks modern and glitters. 
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The Bellingham conference that discussed how to bring more cross-
cultural information into regular psychology texts. One can identify John 
Berry, Walt Lonner, Juris Draguns, Cigdem Kagitchibasi, Rich Brislin, 
Dharm Bhawuk, Uichol Kim, Kwok Leung, and Harry Hui.



On July 14, I gave the Keynote Address during the open-
ing ceremony at the congress of  the International Association 
for Cross-Cultural Psychology (IACCP) in Liege, Belgium. 
The Congress took place in a very nice building in a heavily 
wooded area. Liege is a very attractive city.  The Congress 
was held jointly with ARIC, the French counterpart of  that 
association. ARIC has not been as visible as IACCP, and at 
this point in time I am not sure that it is still active. In any 
case, there is an unmistakable trend to switch to English in 
scientific conferences. I regret this, because there is a large Af-
rican population that speaks only French. On July 15, I par-
ticipated at a symposium on the epistemology in cross-
cultural research at the conference, and I was also a discuss-
ant for two symposia.

On July 17-19, I chaired the Executive Committee of  the 
International Association of  Applied Psychology in Brussels, 
Belgium. On July 19-24, I participated in two symposia at the 
meetings of  International Congress of  Scientific Psychology, 
and was a discussant in one. In the park where the confer-
ence took place, they had an interesting exhibit. It consisted 
of  minuscule replicas of  significant buildings of  the world. 
For example, there was a replica of  the Acropolis, about two 
feet in size. They had the Dutch canals, views of  Paris, and 
many other interesting sites as well. I enjoyed seeing it. 

In Brussels, I stayed at a B & B and had very interesting 
discussions with the owner, who was a French speaking ac-
countant. We discussed the government of  Belgium and all 
the inefficiencies and mistakes it is making. I consoled him by 

telling him that all governments make mistakes. However, the 
conflict between the French and Flemish Belgians is most un-
fortunate. For example, I understand that they divided the li-
brary of  the University of  Louvain by having the even num-
bered volumes of  journals in Louvain and the odd numbered 
volumes at the French counterpart of  that university in the 
south of  Brussels. 

On July 25-27, I attended a conference organized by my 
friend, Shalom Schwartz, on the cross-cultural study of  val-
ues at the Free University of  Amsterdam, The Netherlands, 
where I functioned as a discussant/participant. Amsterdam is 
a lovely city because the canals provide beautiful vistas. 

On August 18, I made a presentation concerning the 
needs of  international psychology to the American Psycho-
logical Foundation in Washington, D.C. When I first started 
in psychology in the 1950s, culture was not an important con-
cern of  the field. Thanks to the efforts of  cross-cultural and 
cultural psychologists, it is now an important branch of  psy-
chology. In 2013, the APA circulated the titles of  some 50 
books they had published that were related to culture. 

On September 17-19, I participated on the Committee 
on New Directions for the East-West Center, Honolulu, Ha-
waii. The committee discussed the future of  the Center. It in-
cluded many “Derrida anthropologists.” When I presented 
quantitative work, they rejected it with emotion. l told them 
that they were moving anthropology to the brink of  extinc-
tion, which is what actually happened some years later, when 
the East-West Center reorganized and excluded “interpre-
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tive” work. Anthropology has two epistemological ap-
proaches. One approach includes the members of  the Soci-
ety for Cross-Cultural Research, and is scientific. The other 
branch is “interpretive.” The interpretive approach, in my 
opinion, is highly subjective and is closer to art than to sci-
ence. 

On September 24, I gave a college-wide lecture at Knox 
College in Galesburg, Illinois. Knox and similar colleges are 
very good, but the faculty is not specialized and does little or 
no research. It emphasizes teaching. I suspect that the teach-
ing is better than in such places as Harvard, Yale, or Prince-
ton. On the other hand, the students do not have the chance 
to meet professors who know their subject inside/out, and 
can present findings from their research that have not yet 
been published. I felt very excited when I presented my own 
work in class, and that must be missing in colleges like Knox. 
From my own observations, Louisa did much more writing 
and was corrected more thoroughly at Northwestern than I 
corrected my own undergraduate students. I think my teach-
ing of  graduate students was excellent, but my teaching of  
undergraduates was not as good as in small colleges. My con-
clusion is that students who want to go to graduate school 
will do better going to research universities and continue 
their graduate work there. But the ones who only aim at a 
bachelor’s degree might do better in small colleges. It is inter-
esting that in Europe, in some instances, they separate the 
teaching, which is done at universities, from the research, 
which is done in research institutes of  their academies of  sci-
ence. This allows people who are passionate about research 

to work in the right environment. I remember an incident 
from the history of  psychology: Helmholtz put a sign up that 
said that there will be no lectures for some time, because he is 
doing some exciting research. On the other hand, in my 
teaching, I often brought material that I had just discovered 
and this probably made it exciting for the students. I suspect 
that a perfect solution does not exist.

1993
I was elected a member of  the National Research Coun-

cil Commission on Behavior, Social Sciences and Education, 
of  the U. S. National Committee for the International Union 
of  Psychological Science for 1993-1999. This committee dis-
cussed, among other topics, the way psychology can be ex-
panded to include the perspectives of  people from different 
cultures.

I gave a colloquium to the Behavioral Sciences Institute 
at the City University of  New York, New York. After my talk, 
I was invited to a party at the home of  a faculty member, 
which was located very near the institute. I was impressed by 
the small size of  the rooms, which reminded me of  the home 
of  a faculty member in Copenhagen, Denmark. 

On July 5, I participated in a symposium on possible Col-
laboration between Psychologists of  North and South Amer-
ica at the Interamerican Congress of  Psychology, Santiago, 
Chile. The temperature in Santiago was about 50 degrees 
and it was uncomfortable sitting in unheated chambers for 
hours. 
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I took a trip to Valparaiso, which is really picturesque 
with steep streets and superb views of  the sea. Hector Betan-
court, who is Chilean, took me on an excursion to see the An-
des, and it was interesting to see how far tropical plants, such 
as palm trees, extend to the beginning of  the slopes of  these 
mountains. 

On July 7, I gave an Invited Address on "Individualism-
Collectivism" to the Interamerican Congress of  Psychology, 
in Santiago, Chile. On July 8, I chaired a symposium organ-
ized jointly by the International Association of  Applied Psy-
chology, the International Union of  Psychological Science, 
and the International Association for Cross-Cultural Psychol-
ogy, on "What Can Psychologists Contribute to Solving Prob-
lems Concerning Population and Environment?" at the In-
teramerican Congress of  Psychology, in Santiago, Chile.

	  I wrote most of  Culture and Social Behavior (McGraw-Hill, 
1994) and Individualism and Collectivism (Westview Press, 1995) 
that year. An appointment at the East-West Center in Hawaii 
made the writing of  the latter especially easy. The Center pro-
vided computers, secretarial help, and a library. The Univer-
sity of  Hawaii is on the same campus and had 4 million vol-
umes, and they were easily accessible. Rich Brislin was help-
ful in many ways. My schedule consisted of  getting to the 
East-West Center at 5 a.m. and working until lunch, and 
then I went for a swim, had dinner, and went to sleep very 
early. As I write this in 2013, I am amazed that after almost 
20 years I am still getting royalties from the 1995 volume.	

In the summer, we were on Martha’s Vineyard for the 
wedding of  Sheila Findley. It was a splendid affair, but sadly 
the marriage did not last. The most memorable part of  the 
wedding was the behavior of  the father of  the groom and 
most of  the wedding party, who monopolized much of  the 
event by singing about Harvard. It was a bit obnoxious, as if  
Harvard is on another planet. Yet the psychology department 
at Illinois is often rated better than the one at Harvard. I 
think that the enormous reputation of  Harvard is due to the 
cognitive simplicity of  the population. They remember very 
few universities. My intimate knowledge of  Cornell, which is 
in the Ivy League, and Illinois, which is not, indicates that 
there is very little difference, except that departmental quality 
at Cornell is more even–they are all good–while in Illinois it 
is uneven, with two dozen first rate departments, including 
psychology, and the rest only adequate. In 1969, I was given 
a chance to go to Cornell, and Pola and I decided to stay in 
Illinois. In fact, Pola disliked Cornell and Ithaca for its lack 
of  friendliness and geographic isolation. The collegiality of  
the department in Illinois made it very attractive, while I 
heard terrible stories about faculty conflict in the Ivy League. 
However, I must admit that Harvard does well because it has 
a high reputation, so that the brightest students apply there. 
Illinois does especially well with students from abroad be-
cause it has an excellent reputation in East Asia and Latin 
America. After this wedding we went to Canada and stopped 
at St. Jean sur Richelieu, where I had spent a year while at 
McGill. 
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	In the summer, we spent a couple of  weeks in Hawaii. 
We took a tour to Hanna on Maui to avoid driving that hair 
raising road. On the way one sees some impressive waterfalls, 
an area with seven lakes, and the tomb of  Charles Lind-
bergh. 

1994
The American Psychological Association appointed me a 

Distinguished Scientist Lecturer for the 1994 convention. My 
paper, “Extracting the Emics of  Diversity," received the best 
paper of  the year award from the International Academy of  
Intercultural Research. In 1994, I also received the Klineberg 
Award of  the Society for the Psychological Study of  Social 
Issues for my paper, “Collectivism and individualism as cul-
tural syndromes” (Triandis, 1993). 

On Jan. 14, I gave the Keynote Address to the Texas So-
cial Psychological Society, in El Paso, Texas. El Paso provided 
a fascinating cultural experience. It was part Texas and part 
Mexico. We encountered many people who were completely 
bilingual. The border was right there and we were able to 
walk across to Juarez, go shopping, have lunch and return to 
our hotel. On the return trip we had to pay 25 cents to get 
back into the U.S. We also visited friends who had retired in 
Las Cruces, New Mexico, and enjoyed the Mexican environ-
ment and the food in that area. Finally, we heard a surpris-
ingly good concert (string quartet) in El Paso and visited an 
Art Museum specializing in European and Mexican art. How-
ever, Juarez has recently become the most dangerous city in 
Mexico; it is no longer safe to go there. 

On Feb. 9-10, I participated in the Assembly of  the 21st 
Century at the National Press Club in Washington DC. This 
event was organized by the American Psychological Associa-
tion to discuss the future of  psychology. Fifty heavy-weight 
psychologists were invited. It was nice to meet such people as 
Hans Eysenck, whose work I had studied when I was in To-
ronto in 1953, but I do not think that we made much of  a 
contribution. 

On Feb. 11, I was invited by Martin Chemers to Clare-
mont College (in California), to give the Keynote Address at 
the Conference on Work Diversity, which Marty had organ-
ized. I always enjoyed Marty, who has since become a top uni-
versity administrator at the University of  California Santa 
Cruz. 

On June 10-15, I selected the 
education and psychology faculty 
for the new University of  Cyprus, 
in Cyprus. I found Cyprus (popu-
lation about 600,000) very attrac-
tive. It has a lovely coastline. It is 
both British (driving on the left, 
orderly, people cue) and Byzan-
tine (the church is a central factor 
of  life, Archbishop Makarios was 
the national hero). On Cyprus, 
when one speaks Greek, one is 
called a coumbaros (a relative by re-
ligion). That was agreeable. 
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	They gave me the cost of  the trip in Cyprus pounds, but 
I did not want to carry that much cash, so I tried to convert 
the sum to travelers checks. It was very difficult. I had to go 
to several banks before I found one that carried travel checks. 
It must be that Cypriotes do not travel much, or they take 
cash with them because they live in an environment that is 
safe from burglaries. 

	Makarios had a superb collection of  Byzantine icons 
and paintings, set in a lavish palace with marble floors. There 
is Byzantine art in other museums as well, such as in Pathos, 
and in numerous monasteries. The art is well preserved be-
cause the island was under the Crusaders for a century after 
the fall of  Constantinople in 1453, and by that time the 
Turks had changed their policy and did not destroy Christian 
objects. Byzantine art is very important in the history of  art. 
It is evident in Venice, Ravenna, and in Padova, where one 
can see its influence in the work of  Giotto. 

	That summer, we exchanged our Mexican timeshare for 
one in Portugal. Pola, Louisa, and I started in Lisbon, which 
combines narrow streets with Arab overtones in areas like the 
Alfama, with 18th century elegance. We were lucky that a psy-
chologist colleague, Prof. Marques, was our guide. After the 
1755 earthquake, which destroyed the center of  the town, the 
Marquis of  Pombal rebuilt it in the classical 18th century 
style. It is situated on several hills, with aerial ferry rides to 
the hills, which provide marvelous views of  the River Tagus. 
The Gulbenkian museum has an excellent private collection 
with art from the 16th to the 19th centuries. It is situated in a 

park with ponds, a waterfall, and benches. The monastery of  
San Jeronimo has a double cloister and houses the remains 
of  Vasco da Gama in a setting fit for kings. The Tower of  Be-
lem emphasizes the middle ages, while the monument to the 
Descrubridores emphasize the age of  discovery, when Portu-
guese navigators sailed all over South America (Brazil), India 
(Goa), and the Far East (Macao). 

Several bus excursions from Lisbon included Estoril and 
Cascais, where many members of  Europe’s royalty lived dur-
ing the Second World War. It has s superb climate. The Portu-
guese buses were excellent—they had TV and stewardesses 
providing coffee. The town of  Evora has a lovely Roman tem-
ple of  Diana, surrounded by medieval and renaissance build-
ings. We had a memorable lunch at the Posada dos Loiu-
os—highly recommended if  you can afford it! The monas-
tery in Evora contains the famous map showing the division 
of  Latin America into the Spanish and Portuguese zones of  
influence. 

Then we moved to the south of  the country, the famous 
Algarve. We made our base in Albufeira a charming fishing 
village, and rented a car to go to the Atlantic coast, where it 
is cool, and to Faro on the Spanish border, which is very hot. 
We saw some charming resort towns, like Lagos, and some 
with Arab influences, like Silves. The swimming was very 
good, with a fine beach and wonderful rock formations. 

Caceres in Spain was our next stop. This is the heart of  
the Extremadura, one of  Spain’s poorer regions, from which 
the adventurers who explored Latin America embarked. 
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They became rich and then returned and built impressive pal-
aces that are still in good shape and worthy of  a visit. 
Caceres is also famous for its many towers built by the 
Moors. The center of  Caceres is like a museum, and the sur-
rounding area is like Northern Italy. The museum has a Rem-
brandt. An hour away is Trujillo, home of  the notorious Pi-
zarro. The house where he was born is now a museum. His 
brother also built a palace for himself. I dislike Pizarro be-
cause he behaved abominably toward the King of  the Incas, 
Atahualpa. He said to him, “if  you fill this room with gold I 
will let you go.” After the room was filled with gold, he killed 
Atahualpa. 

Our next stop was in Madrid. As President of  the Inter-
national Association of  Applied Psychology (IAAP), I was 
given the Presidential Suite at the Holiday Inn. On June 17, I 
spoke during the inauguration of  the international congress. 
My talk was given in Spanish, French, and English. The 
Spanish was a translation of  the English text by my Spanish 
friends. Since my Spanish accent is good, it went very well. 
The other two languages were the official languages of  the 
association. I welcomed the delegates and wished them a suc-
cessful congress. There were many receptions at embassies ad-
vertising upcoming congresses. Thus, we went to the Greek 
Embassy in anticipation of  the European Congress of  Psy-
chology in 1995. Of  course, I spoke to the staff  in Greek, 
which annoyed Kurt Pawelik, the President of  the Interna-
tional Union of  Scientific Psychology, because he always 
thought that his organization was “better” than the IAAP, 
and here was the President of  IAAP introducing the 1994 

congress in three languages and then using a fourth at one of  
the embassies! I eventually established friendly relationships 
with the Union, so that each organization held a Congress 
every four years, and the meetings were coordinated so that 
there was an international meeting every two years. 

	On June 23, I spoke during the closing ceremony of  the 
international congress in Spanish and English. I thanked the 
Spanish colleagues, especially José María Pieró, for organiz-
ing a superb congress. I also mentioned the next interna-
tional meeting, that of  the European Association of  Psychol-
ogy, which was to be in Athens, Greece. 

	During the IAAP Congress, there were dinners every 
night and receptions at the embassies of  Greece, Canada, 
Sweden, and the USA because the psychology congresses 
that were coming up 
were in Athens 
(1995), Montreal 
(1996), San Fran-
cisco (1998), and 
Stockholm (2000), 
and the organizers 
put in their budgets 
money to advertise 
these congresses.

	The 1994 
congress was really 
successful. It even 
made a little money, 
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and José María Pieró gave me a gold pin representing psy-
chology, purchased with the surplus money. On June 24, I 
gave a talk at the Congress of  the International Association 
for Cross-Cultural Psychology in Pamplona, Spain. Pam-
plona is where they have the running of  the bulls, where indi-
viduals try to outrun the young bulls. It is insane, as far as I 
am concerned, but that is the local custom. I took advantage 
of  being there to visit some of  the resorts in the area, such as 
Biarritz in France, and San Sebastian and San Andres in the 
Basque country of  Spain. 

	In September, I was invited to give the Keynote Address 
to the conference on Culture & Health at the meetings of  the 
National Association of  Research Nurses in Milwaukee, Wis-
consin. The nurses found my attitudes and behavior model 
especially useful because it has a habit component. So much 
of  the behavior of  patients, such as taking their pills on a 
regular basis, is habitual.

On Oct. 21, I gave the Keynote Address to the joint meet-
ing of  the Mexican Society of  Social Psychology and the re-
gional conference of  the International Association for Cross- 
Cultural Psychology, in Merida, Mexico. Merida is one of  my 
favorite towns. It has wonderful 16th century Spanish archi-
tecture, but also an avenue that mirrors the Champs Elysee 
in Paris, and a wonderful museum of  archeology. During its 
heyday in the 19th century, Merida’s wealth came from vast 
plantations of  hemp for rope and cordage. Its closest ties 
were to New Orleans, not to Mexico City, and the rich of  Me-
rida often went to France. The food is also remarkably good, 
with some restaurants providing high level cuisine, close to 
French cooking with a Mexican accent. 

	On Nov. 9, I gave a paper at the conference on Values 
and Work at Tilburg University, Tilburg, The Netherlands. 
On Nov. 30, I participated in President Clinton’s Cancer 
Panel in San Francisco on the problems of  communication 
and attitude change when communicating medical informa-
tion to culturally different groups. My paper “Simpatia as a 
cultural pattern among Hispanics” was praised by some of  
the participants. I was impressed by the reports of  some of  
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the representatives of  religions 
groups that do not allow smok-
ing, drinking of  coffee and the 
like. Their members live longer 
than most other Americans.

	Phil Zimbardo asked me to 
write a book on culture for the so-
cial psychology series he was edit-
ing. This resulted in Culture and 
Social Behavior (Triandis, 1994). It 
included chapters on “Our cul-
ture influences who we are and 
how we view social behavior,” “ 
Why bother to study culture-
social behavior relationships?” “How to study cultures,” “Ana-
lyzing subject culture,” “Some interesting differences in the 
elements of  subjective culture,” “Cultural differences in pat-
terns of  social behavior,” “Culture and communications,” 
“Cultural influences on aggression, helping, dominance and 
conformity,” “Dealing with diversity and intercultural rela-
tions,” and “Intercultural training.” This book sold about 
11,000 copies, which is not bad.

	I edited the Handbook of  Industrial and Organizational 
Psychology (Triandis, Dunnette & Hough, 1994). This book 
has had a long history. In the 1980s, Marv Dunnette asked 
me to do a chapter on culture for his Handbook of  Industrial and 
Organizational Psychology. I produced one, but the other chap-
ters of  the Handbook were late coming in. Around 1988, Marv 

asked me to bring it up to date, but the other chapters were 
still not ready. Finally, by 1990, culture had become a “hot” 
topic, and he suggested that I edit the culture volume of  that 
handbook. I used the individualism and collectivism theme 
very heavily in organizing that volume. 

1995
The American Psychological Association gave me its Dis-

tinguished Contributions to International Psychology Award 
in 1995. It recognized my work in culture and psychology 
and the initiation of  cross-cultural psychology as a distinct 
branch of  psychology.

I gave a lecture at the University of  Kent in Canterbury, 
where I stayed with the Davises, who were there on sabbati-
cal. The Cathedral is really wonderful and is full of  history. I 
then took the channel train to Paris, where I stayed with the 
Bourgains. Their daughter, Valerie, had spent a year in 
Champaign with us, and I saw Valerie and met her new hus-
band. They were very nice to me, making sure that I got onto 
the train to Zurich without difficulty. 

My curriculum vitae does not have any entries for 1995. 
I do not know why this happened. I must have gotten tired of  
listing all the talks I gave all over the world. In any case, that 
year I was invited by the University of  Innsbruck, in Austria, 
to give a series of  lectures on culture and health. Innsbruck is 
a lovely town, and my apartment was very comfortable. I 
stayed about 6 weeks, and during that time each week I went 
to another country because Innsbruck is so close to Switzer-
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land, Italy, Germany, and, of  course, I explored Austria. I 
went to Vienna for a long week-end and went to the opera 
several times, including a performance of  Don Giovanni in an 
expensive seat, where I was surrounded by Japanese. 

I rented a place near the University of  Innsbruck and 
took the bus there every day. My apartment was near a park 
that had a sign: Froschwanderung (frog crossing). The view 
of  the mountains from my apartment was simply superb. I 
had a senior pass for the railway, so I went to Lake Como 
and from there to Bellagio, to Bolzano, and to Merano on dif-
ferent weekends. There were some wonderful walks in these 
places. On the way to Lake Como, I went through Switzer-
land and ended up on a very narrow gauge train. After a cer-
tain point, they put us on a bus until we connected with the 
Italian trains. Pola’s Aunt Sibe was in a retirement home in 
Innsbruck, and I visited her regularly. She got to be 90 years 
old, and the Mayor of  Innsbruck presented her with flowers. 
Pola’s cousin, Mume, came to visit her too, and we had lunch 
in a very pleasant outdoor restaurant. At the end of  my stay, 
Pola came and we stayed at the Pension Paula, a very agree-
able place. We did a lot of  sightseeing in the area and even 
ran across an Illinois professor and his wife who were visiting 
there. We saw an early Illyrian settlement. We were there be-
cause Sibo conducted the excavations. At the center of  Inns-
bruck is a restaurant called Das Goldene Dach. It is very pho-
togenic, and I have several pictures of  it. 

	After Innsbruck, we went to Corfu, where I organized a 
tour of  the island that included a one week exploration of  

the island. John and 
Christine Adamopou-
los, Michael Bond, 
Walt Lonner, the Dav-
ises, the Costas, the 
Osborns, the Fowlers, 
Ray’s son Derek 
Fowler and his wife 
Valerie, the Drenths, 
Ted Singelis, Scott 
Tindale, Louisa and 
her friend Lisa, and a 
young man who was 
the Coca Cola repre-
sentative in Poland 
constituted the “tour” 
that I led. We filled 
five rented cars. I 
drove the first, Jim 
Davis, Howard Os-
born, Ted Singelis, and Walt Lonner drove the others. Every 
day we had at least a choice of  two tours, A and B. That way, 
all ages and interests were accommodated. We all stayed in 
Ai Jiannis, which gave them a taste of  village life (the Fowlers 
found it a bit primitive, because they changed towels only 
twice a week). We visited my favorite beaches as well as Palio-
kastriza, Pelekas, where we saw a wonderful sunset, the Achil-
leion (Palace of  Queen Elizabeth of  Austria, and later the 
Kaiser), where Andreas Papandreu hosted the prime minis-
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ters of  the 
European 
Union, 
Mon Re-
pos, where 
they were 
impressed 
by the fact 
that Prince 
Philip, 
spouse of  

Queen Elizabeth, was born there. Sadly, it was not in good 
repair. In Pontikonissi, they admired one of  the great vistas 
of  the world. They also saw the Bella Vista restaurant, on top 
of  Paliokastriza, where Tito and other luminaries had coffee, 
and the view is as breathtaking as the view of  the Grand Can-
yon. We took an excursion by boat to the island of  Paxos, 
where we swam in a marvelous multicolored cave. 

	At the end of  the week, I heard the morning news on 
Corfu radio and learned that the maritime workers were go-
ing to be on strike, thus shutting down the ferry services to 
the mainland. I immediately called the airline and got tickets 
for everyone, so we were able to get to Athens on time for the 
European Congress of  Psychology. But my friend, Peter 
Drenth, had a problem. He had driven to Corfu from Ath-
ens, so he had to leave his car on Corfu and have Avis pick it 
up after the strike. I imagine this was a pricy thing to do, but 
Peter had a connection with Avis. 

	My book Individualism and Collectivism (Triandis, 1995) 
reviewed the history and examined the content of  individual-
ism and collectivism in different cultures. It sold about 5,000 
copies and was translated into Farsi and Japanese. Even more 
important: it continues to sell in 2013, after almost 20 years.

1996
On the occasion of  my 70th birthday, the department 

provided some funds, and John Adamopoulos and Pola organ-
ized my retirement event. It was held at the auditorium of  
the Beckman Institute. John Berry came from Kingston, On-
tario and Walter Lonner came from Washington State for the 
event. Louisa came from San Francisco, Pola’s cousin Seka 
came from D.C. Pola invited many of  my friends, but some 
sent their regrets for not being able to come. For instance, 
Shalom Schwartz said that it was the beginning of  the aca-
demic year in Israel and so he could not come. Michael Bond 
wrote from Hong Kong. Dan and Rae Landis wrote from Ha-
waii, Bill and Beth Lambert from Ithaca, N.Y., Darius Chan 
sent a sculpture from Hong Kong, Fred Fiedler had a commit-
ment that day in Seattle, Washington, Jim Davis sent a poem 
about me from Sapporo, Japan, co-author Ravi Jain exagger-
ated by saying that I was a genius, Dave Trafimow men-
tioned how our influential paper was generated in a discus-
sion we had near the drinking fountain. 

Individual presentations were made by John Berry and 
Walter Lonner, Andy Davidson, Jack Feldman, Chris 
McCusker, and John Adamopoulos. Rabi Bhagat spoke about 
why he was proud to be my student. Former colleague Roy 
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Malpass gave a 
talk about the 
situation when a 
person from cul-
ture A does 
something in cul-
ture B that is cus-
tomary in A, but 
illegal in B. For-
mer research as-
sociate Rosita Al-
bert, from Bra-
zil, was at the 
event. Former 
students Sharon 
Goto, Phani Ra-
dahkrishnan, 
Dharm Bhawuk, 
Jim Westaby, 
Bob Bontempo, 
and Lois Ku-
rowski attended 
the event.

	In the afternoon they teased me by saying that now that 
I will retire I will become a tour director, since I did such a 
good job in 1995 as a tour director of  many Corfu sites, in-
cluding Myrtiotissa beach (which Lawrence Durrell, in Pros-
pero’s Cell, called it the most beautiful in the world) that they 

would not have found it without my guidance. I was pre-
sented with a t-shirt with the logo “Triandis Titanic Tours.”

	I was moved when John Berry presented me with a copy 
of  the Second Edition of  the Handbook of  Cross-Cultural Psychol-
ogy because I could see my work being continued. I had writ-
ten Triandis (1997) for that handbook.

	John Adamopoulos and Yoshi 
Kashima edited a volume in my honor, 
titled Social Psychology and Cultural Con-
text that included chapters by John 
Berry, Michael Bond, Andy Davidson, 
Jack Feldman, Fred Fiedler, Jim Geor-
gas, Harry Hui, Jim Jaccard, Emiko 
Kashima, Kwok Leung Darius Chan, 
and Roy Malpass. 

	The festivities included a recep-
tion in which I cut a cake decorated 
with a globe and the Greek symbol psi (Ψ). Pola and John Ad-
amopoulos’ organizing required many emails and secrete 
phone calls. Many participants said that I put culture into psy-
chology. The newsletter of  the Dean of  Arts and Sciences 
published an article about my career in which they said that 
my research was 30 years ahead of  its time. I was quoted as 
saying that up to about 1970, 99 percent of  psychology publi-
cations had nothing to do with culture. Culture is now a fash-
ionable topic in psychology. In fact, in 2013, the APA sent 
out a whole pamphlet advertising books on culture. There 
must have been 50 such books.
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	Pola organized a dinner at 1 Lake Park, with John 
Adamopoulos, Seka Allen, Rosita Albert, Rabi Bhagat, Bob 
Bontempo, Michele Gelfand and her husband Todd, the 
Markoviches, the Skaperdas, Xenia Kokotovich, Eleanor 
Bloom, Roy Malpass, John Berry, Walter Lonner, the Temper-
lies, Pearl Goodman, Helen Govedariza, and Louisa. With 
Nicholas Temperley at the piano, the assembly sang “I’m 
wild about Harry, Harry’s tops in psychologeee...” 

	We were deeply moved when Dharm Bhawuk and his 
wife Poona announced that they had contributed $2,000 for 
the Harry and Pola Triandis Award that had been created re-
cently by a committee of  the International Association for 
Cross-Cultural Psychology, William Gabrenya (chair), Sha-
lom Schwartz, and Rolando Diaz-Loving. We were amazed 
because they did this with money saved as graduate students! 
The Award has become important in the life of  that organiza-
tion. It is given for the best dissertation every time the organi-
zation meets (every two years). The organization pays a mod-
est amount from its funds to support the winning student’s 
travel to the meeting of  the student who wins it. It is adminis-
tered by the Executive Council of  IACCP, which solicits ab-
stracts of  dissertations and reads the finalists in full. Over the 
years, it has been given to students from Lebanon, the United 
States, Brazil and other countries, and the topics have cov-
ered all aspects of  cross-cultural psychology. At the Congress 
in Poland, I was able to give this award in person. However, 
old age has prevented my attendance at the other meetings. 

The 
American Psy-
chological Soci-
ety (APS, re-
named Associa-
tion for Psycho-
logical Sci-
ence) gave me 
its James M. 
Cattell Award 
in 1996. It rec-
ognized that I 
was involved 
in the establishment of  cross-cultural psychology as a distinct 
discipline. The Association for Psychological Science was es-
tablished by psychologists who wanted to emphasize the sci-
ence as opposed to the application of  psychology. I have been 
a Fellow of  the APS since it started, and even now that I am 
retired I remain a member of  both the APA and the APS. 
The reality is that the APA is much larger and richer than the 
APS. It has about 150,000 members, while the APS has 
about 20,000. The APA also has the oldest and best journals, 
and a program of  book publication that is most impressive. 
On the other hand, I must admit that the conventions of  the 
APS include more exciting lectures than the meetings of  the 
APA.

January 11-16: Participation at a conference and presen-
tation of  a paper at the Hong Kong University of  Science 
and Technology. This is an excellent university, located in a 

My visit to Hong Kong in 1996 with former 
students and co-authors Harry Hui, Darius Chan, 
Kwok Leung and X. P. Chen
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John Berry with Rosita Albert and Michele Gelfand

With co-author Rabi Bhagat

With co-author Roy Malpass



highly scenic area of  Hong Kong. I remember seeing the 
boats zigzagging in the sea from the balcony of  the university 
on the week-end. My old 
students had me for dinner 
at a very good restaurant. 
Harry Hui, Kwok Leung, 
Darius Chan, and Xiao-
Ping Chen were in atten-
dance. In 2010, Xiao-Ping 
Chen visited Illinois, and I 
have a photo she took with 
the Davises, Nori Komorita, 
and Pola. She is now the 
head of  the department of  
management at the Univer-
sity of  Washington, in Seat-
tle. In Hong Kong, also, Mi-
chael Bond took me to a fish 
restaurant where I had the 
best fried rice in my life.

On May 24, I partici-
pated at a symposium of  the Greek Psychological Society in 
Patras, Greece. Since I was born in that town, it had special 
meaning for me. I was able to see the house where I was 
born, which is now an insurance company, and to visit the 
cemetery where many of  my relatives are buried.

	In July, we were in California, where we visited the 
Hearst Castle in St. Simeon, Monterey; Carmel, and San 

Francisco. The William Randolph Hearst castle is very inter-
esting because it mixes a variety of  artistic styles and yet they 
blend well. The architect was Julia Morgan, a woman who 
had studied in Paris.

	On Aug. 12, I gave the G. Stanley Hall Lecture to the 
American Psychological Association in Toronto, Canada. I 
always enjoyed Toronto, since I got my Master’s degree 
there. Before getting to Toronto, we stopped in Stratford, 
home of  the Shakespeare summer festival, to see some plays. 
Stratford is an excellent stop for those who want to see good 
theater. I was there for its first season when I lived in Hamil-
ton. At that time, I saw Alec Guinness riding his bicycle. In 
1996, it was much more sophisticated. We saw plays by 
Shakespeare and Feydau, ate in excellent restaurants, and 
stayed in a comfortable motel. Then we drove to Toronto, 
where we visited Cousins Steven and Danae and their two 
sons, George and Alex. Toronto has wonderful museums. 
The Royal Ontario Museum has an outstanding collection of  
Asian art and fine paintings by Canadian artists. The Bata 
She Museum was new and unexpected. It featured every kind 
of  shoe from ancient sandals to the latest designer shoes. 

	Then we went to Montreal for the International Con-
gress of  Psychology. Montreal was much more French in 
1996 than it was when I was there as a student. The food was 
terrific, and affordable. The botanical garden and the Metro 
were most impressive (they did not exist in the 1950s). 

	On the way back, we stopped in Craftsbury, Vermont, 
where we spent a couple of  days with friends. Vermont is a 

With Geert Hofstede in Montreal 
in 1996
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lovely state, at least in the summer when we saw it. It is cool, 
and there are so many trees. The little towns are charming. 

	On Oct. 23, I gave a Keynote Address to a Joint meet-
ing of  the Mexican Social Psychological Society and the Re-
gional Congress of  the International Association for Cross-
Cultural Psychology in Hermosillo, Mexico. I found Hermo-
sillo a very pleasant town, which was the center of  a wine 
making region. I took an excursion to the Golf  of  California, 
which is nearby. But the beach was not attractive. 

 My American Psychologist article, “The psychological meas-
urement of  cultural syndromes,” (Triandis, 1996) appeared 
that year. Since the American Psychologist is a high circulation 
(about 150,000 subscribers) journal, it had some impact.

	In the summer, Pola and I went to Canada: New Bruns-
wick and Prince Edward Island (PEI). We started in Maine 
and drove to these destinations, after exploring Arcadia Na-
tional Park. The scenery in that part of  the world is magnifi-
cent. This is the land of  the Bay of  Fundy, which has the 
highest tides in the world. You can walk on the ocean floor 
and later, 48 feet of  water rush in and everything is sub-
merged. The Bay is at the border of  New Brunswick and 
Nova Scotia. There are visitor centers in both provinces. The 
pamphlets at these centers were interesting. The ones in New 
Brunswick said that the bay was in New Brunswick; the ones 
in Nova Scotia said that it was in Nova Scotia. Of  course it 
was in both, but each claimed it as uniquely theirs.

	PEI is charming and beautiful. It has the lowest crime 
rate in North America. It is wooded, but gives the impression 

of  an immense garden. It also has a section where numerous 
historic events took place. It is the home of  the heroine of  
Anne of  Green Gables, the immensely popular series of  L. M. 
Montgomery, and the province has created a real industry for 
the visitors who come to see her cottage and buy souve-
nirs—shirts, jams, license places. The Anne books were very 
successful in Japan, so there were numerous Japanese visitors 
when we were there.

These two provinces were originally settled by the 
French. These were the Acadians who later went to Louisi-
ana. The name was transformed into “Cajuns” by their 
American neighbor. We found many Acadians and ate at a 
restaurant where the food was Acadian. We spoke in French, 
and the waitress understood us, but we did not understand 
her answers. A family of  French Canadians from Montreal 
sitting at the table next to ours had the same difficulty.

1997
I finally reached age 71 and it was time to retire. I be-

came Professor Emeritus that year. I continued giving a 
course on culture and psychology for the next two years, but 
I became disengaged from the Psychology Department, and I 
no longer had students. In the next chapter, I introduce my 
many students, their special qualities, and their careers up to 
the time of  this writing. 

In the spring, Seka (Pola’s cousin) persuaded us to go to 
Warm Mineral Springs, Florida. This is a warm spring that 
supposedly has curative properties. The clients are mainly 
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East European, and they walk in 
the water going round and 
round, wearing elaborate hats. 
They clustered in ethnic groups 
on the banks of  the water—U-
krainians, Russians, Poles, etc. I 
enjoyed walking in the water, 
and did also some swimming. 
The food was Polish, with deli-
cious piroshky at the snack bar.

On July 29, I gave an In-
vited Address to the Regional 
Meeting for Professional Psy-
chologists in the Americas, spon-
sored by the International Asso-
ciation of  Applied Psychology and the International Union 
of  Psychological Science in Mexico City. I was asked by 
many local psychologists for my autograph. I read my talk in 
Spanish (translated by Gerardo Marin). On Aug. 1, I intro-
duced Rogelio Diaz-Guerrero at the same meeting.

Pola also retired, so we were now free to travel during the 
academic year. A memorable trip was taken with Seka and 
Pola’s friend, Ann Carpenter, through Greece. I organized it, 
and we had a very good time. We started in Athens, where I 
took the ladies to see some of  the old churches, such as the 
Kaissariani Monastery, and the view from the top of  the 
Lykavitos hill. We took a ferryboat to Patmos, our first stop 
on our island-hopping tour. We sailed by Sounion, which dur-

ing ancient times constituted one third of  a triangle with the 
Areopolis and the Temple of  Aphea in Aegina. This allowed 
fires in one of  the three to be seen by the other two. Special 
messages could be exchanged this way. 

Patmos is the island of  St. John the Divine or John the 
Theologian, author of  the book of  Revelation. According to 
tradition John wrote this book in a cave which can still be vis-
ited. The views from the top of  the mountain in Patmos are 
breathtaking. The Bay of  Scala has the configuration of  a 
fjord. Near the cave is a monastery that has a museum that 
houses manuscripts and icons from the 9th century. The 
nearby town of  Chora is extremely charming, with narrow 
lanes and sugar cube houses and lots of  geraniums. 

We stayed in a charming small hotel which unfortunately 
lacked air conditioning, so I slept on a chair on the balcony. 
The owner had spent time in Germany and had observed 
what European visitors liked for breakfast. Unlike many 
Greek hotels that offer what the Ministry of  Tourism speci-
fies (cake, toast, juice, tea or coffee) he provided yogurt, eggs, 
cereal, fruit, and cheese.

Next, via hydrofoil, we passed by the islands of  Leros and 
Kalymnos and then stopped in Kos. This was the island of  
Hippocrates, whose 2,500 year old tree is still standing (per-
haps, that is what the locals say). The world’s first hospital 
was located at the Asklipeion on top of  a forested hill, and 
from there the view is terrific. There are four levels, each con-
taining different temples. The fourth level has a Doric temple 
in good condition. Most of  the buildings are from the 2nd 
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century BCE. The Kos beaches are wonderful (especially 
Paradise Beach and Ajios Stephanos), and there is also a 
mountain village that provides cool, dry air, for a change of  
environment. The sea is a wonderful blue, just as Homer de-
scribed it as the “wine-colored sea.” At the beach one can 
rent an umbrella for $6/day. The museum is very good, and 
there is also an impressive Roman villa, with huge rooms and 
a covered track for running and gymnastics. In the middle of  
the villa is an orange tree. The size of  the rooms is unbeliev-
able. In one it would be possible to have 100 standing people. 
While running, the owner could admire the mosaics! The Ro-
man who built it must have been immensely rich. 

Kos has numerous excavations, such as the Odeon, an 
Acropolis, and an Agora, where the locals feed the city’s wild 
cats, as well as several mosques. One site has huge mosaics, 
one of  which must have been 20 by 40 feet. The Castle of  
Antimachia, built about 1494, was occupied by the Knights 
of  St. John. The food was also very good. On one occasion, 
we asked for fresh fish and they said they did not have any. 
When I spoke to the owner in Greek, he produced delicious 
fresh fish! In the evening one could see the flocks of  sheep re-
turning to their night’s abode and hear their bells. It was a 
peaceful scene from long ago. 

One of  the excursions from Kos was to Bodrum, Turkey, 
which has a museum of  underwater archeology located in 
the Castle of  the Knights of  St. John. As we strolled through 
the castle there was a quartet playing Mozart. One of  the 
shops had an interesting sign: “Genuine Fake Watches.” We 

changed $50 and had enough money for the entrance fees to 
the museums and a very good lunch for three people. 

From Kos, via Patras, where we had a wonderful meal on 
top of  the hill looking at the sunset, we took the boat to 
Corfu, where the ladies saw the Island of  the Dead, Palio-
kastriza and the Achilleion. The restaurant next to the Achil-
leion has one of  the more beautiful views in the world. One 
can see the coast all the way to the Corfu fortress, including 
the Island of  the Dead. The olive trees and other trees pro-
vide a horizontal dimension, while the cypress trees supply a 
vertical dimension. The aesthetic effect is similar to a Chi-
nese scroll where the mountain provides the vertical and the 
river the horizontal dimension. 

We stayed at the Hotel Marida, where the hospitality was 
excellent. We visited both cousin Christiana in her house 
built about 1500, and Cousin Irene in her relatively recently 
built summer house. We drove to St. Spyridion beach, where 
I had the best melon ever. We also drove to the Bella Vista res-
taurant, which has a superb view of  Paliokastriza and is next 
to the Argyrocastro. In ancient times, when the Democrats 
were in power, the Oligarchs took refuge there, and when the 
Oligarchs were in power, the Democrats took refuge. After all 
this, Seka and Ann flew to Athens and to the States, while we 
took the boat to Ancona. Sadly, both Seka and Ann are no 
longer with us. 

From Ancona we reached Bologna by train, where we 
went looking for lasagna verde. It was not easy but we did 
find a restaurant that served it. We saw the Piazza Maggiore 
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and San Patronio, the Palazzo Communale, the Piazza Gal-
vani, and the Piazza de Neptuno, but it was very hot and 
even the arcaded streets did not provide much shelter. 

By late evening, we were in Mantua, in a hotel with air-
conditioning. In Mantua, we saw the church of  San Lorenzo 
(built in 1050), the house of  Giovanni Boniferti (built 1455), 
the Palace of  the Gonzagas (13th to 15th centuries) with 500 
rooms, loaded with art, such as Mantegna’s Camera degli 
Sposi. The Gonzagas and the Bonacolsi families were ene-
mies, the way Romeo and Juliet’s families were. The Gon-
zages managed to expel the Bonacolsi from Mantua. The 
Gonzages also built the Palazzo di Te (1530), which has mo-
saic floors and frescoed walls. A notable fresco is “Jupiter 
Sends Thunder to the Giants.” Many scenes are from the Il-
iad. It is beautifully proportioned, and has a marvelous gar-
den. 

Mantua has some canals, like Venice, and much of  the 
art was the work of  Mantegna and Gulio Romano. The 500 
room palace is so large and heavily decorated that one can-
not see all of  the art. One needs a guide to go through it, be-
cause it is easy to get lost. 

There is also a memorial to Virgil, who came from that 
part of  the world. Pola found a memento of  her visit to Virgil 
to send to her 92 year old Latin teacher. In town there are 
also flea markets, and a charming Theater-Concert Hall of  
1777, with a capacity for 500 persons that Mozart would 
have found just right for his purposes. Finally, the Palace of  

Justice is well worth a visit. It was constructed in 1200 and 
has a very interesting stairway. 

On July 21, I gave an invited address to the Regional 
Meeting of  the International Council of  Psychologists in Pa-
dova, Italy. I found Padova utterly fascinating. It has one of  
the oldest universities (from 1222) in the world, and was one 
of  the first that used dissection to train physicians. One can 
see a circular stairway where the students were standing to 
look down while the professor cut up a cadaver. I saw the box 
on which there was a chair where Galileo taught. The gradu-
ates of  that university included world-changing individuals 
such as Dante, Keppler, Copernicus, and Harvey (circulation 
of  the blood). The center of  the city has many beautiful build-
ings, including one with a huge hall. At one point we ob-
served a ceremony that takes place when a student completes 
his doctoral studies. He is pushed into a fountain where he 
gets completely soaked, while his friends shout “Dottore! Dot-
tore!” Padova has some remarkable art, including the famous 
Scrovegni Chapel with frescos by Giotto. 

The environment of  Padua is no less interesting. We took 
a boat from Padua to Venice, via the Brenta Canal. The locks 
on this canal were designed by Leonardo da Vinci and are 
still working perfectly. They raise the boat 9 feet. The canal 
also crosses several bridges, and the bridges open to let the 
boat go through. Along the way, we saw a number of  villas 
designed by Andrea Palladio, with huge gardens where the 
Venetian aristocracy spent its summers. Venice is relatively 
dense; but the properties along the Brenta Canal are huge. 
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One of  them is a mini-Versailles. Especially interesting is the 
villa of  the Pisani family, which has frescos by Tiepolo. The 
Valdelina villa has peacocks in the garden. One of  the villas 
was the Malcontenta, the villa of  a lady that was exiled there 
by her husband because she had been indiscrete. The garden 
has an alley that allows a person to walk in the shade. One of  
the villas was of  the Foscari family and is inhabited by them 
even today. 

In Venice, we experienced a tremendous thunderstorm, 
but after that there were several rainbows. I think the most 
perfect space in the world is the square in front of  the church 
of  San Marco. We visited Torcello (populations 36) with its 
well preserved cathedral that was begun in 639. A very knowl-
edgeable British guide showed us around. The Byzantine Last 
Judgment is a remarkable mosaic with amazing blues. We had 
lunch next to the Cathedral at Cipriani’s, which is where roy-
als dine when they visit Venice.

1998
I was diagnosed with cancer of  the prostate. They gave 

me a hormone that stops the development of  the cancer. 
Since I had retired, I was free to accept the position of  Chan-
cellor's Visiting Professor at the University of  California, Ir-
vine, for the winter 1998. I was invited to Irvine by Professor 
Chen and my duties consisted of  giving one seminar on 
cross-cultural psychology. 

While at Irvine, I met Pat and Walt Franke, who had re-
tired in that area from Illinois. I went to a very nice Center 

for Performing Arts for concerts and to an upscale shopping 
center (the second largest in the world). I stayed in faculty 
housing, which was very comfortable. I found the UC Irvine 
a very pleasant environment. It has a park in the middle that 
is about one kilometer in diameter, and the most frequently 
used buildings face that park. The faculty at Irvine teach 
about 30% more than the faculty at Illinois. I was welcomed 
by Jack Peltason and his wife, whom I knew from Illinois, 
where he had been the Head of  the Department of  Political 
Science and later the Chancellor. He had retired as Chancel-
lor at Irvine, and was very hospitable, inviting me for lunch, 
for pizza, and we went together to a concert. The campus ob-
viously liked him, because several streets were named after 
him, such as Peltason East, Peltason West, and so on. I gave a 
university wide lecture “Culture and Social Behavior” which 
was advertised on the lighted board of  the university that an-
nounced current events. It said “lecture by Harry C. Trian-
dis,” and gave the time, place, and the title. 

I knew Bill Gudykunst from several cross-cultural confer-
ences, and visited him at his house in Laguna Beach. He 
drove me to Los Angeles to see exotic parts, such as Little To-
kyo, which is quite authentic (architecture, food). I loved the 
oceanfront in Laguna Beach, which has a lovely park, where 
you can hear the waves pounding the rocks. The Aegean Res-
taurant was very good, but unfortunately it did not survive. 
Unfortunately also, Bill did not survive for more than five 
years after our meetings. 
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I rented a car and ex-
plored San Juan Capis-
trano, where I had a 
good lunch at “L’Hiron-
delle.” I visited the mis-
sions, one of  which goes 
back to 1776. They have 
lovely gardens, some in-
teresting museums, and 
one can hear the nice 
sound of  bells. After the 
Mexican revolution of  
1821, a wave of  anticleri-
cism resulted in the mis-
sions becoming ne-
glected. In 1865 Presi-
dent Lincoln returned 
them to the Catholic 
Church and many have 
been beautifully re-

stored. The original San Juan Capistrano mission was par-
tially destroyed by an earthquake and the replacement was 
built on nearby grounds.

Near Irvine is a Sculpture Garden. I also enjoyed seeing 
Newport Beach and Balboa Island, where every house 
seemed to have a boat parked next to it, and there were no 
cars. I visited the botanical garden in Pasadena, the Getty 
Museum in LA, the bird sanctuary nearby, and I even went 
to San Diego, where I admired Harbor Island, the much pho-

tographed Hotel in Coronado, and the Animal Park. There 
was a child psychology conference at that hotel, and I went 
there with the Chens and their children. 

Since I was not far from San Francisco, where Louisa 
was, I saw her often. Pola came out to see both of  us. I ex-
plored the California environment quite a bit. In San Fran-
cisco I did a lot of  sightseeing, such as Alcatraz, and the 
Muir Woods. 

I went shopping with Louisa for a wedding dress for her 
November wedding. Louisa had become engaged to a young 
man from Indiana working in California. We had met Jim 
Giolitto in Mexico and were delighted. The wedding was 
splendid. Planning a long distance, or “destination,” wedding 
is not easy, but Pola had retired and could use her conference 
organizing experience. Louisa and her friend Lisa found a 
wonderful hacienda on top of  the hill near Santa Cruz. Ke-
nollyn had been a private estate and was now a combination 
camp and conference center. Louisa had spent a number of  
summers at a camp in Wisconsin and loved it. The location 
was wonderful since it overlooked Monterey Bay in the dis-
tance. It reminded me of  the view from Kavalouiri or 
Sfakara.

After California, I returned to Illinois where they placed 
176 radioactive molecules on my prostate and killed the can-
cer. But it left some consequences, such as the need to fre-
quently go to the bathroom. 
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In retirement I 
continued being 
on the board of  
several journals, 
such as the Jour-
nal of  Personality 
and Social Psychol-
ogy until 2001. 
My article with 
Michele Gel-
fand, “Converg-

ing measurement of  horizontal and vertical individualism 
and collectivism” (Triandis & Gelfand, 1998) provided a 
method for the measurement of  individualism and collectiv-
ism at the individual level. Even this year (2013), I receive re-
quests for this paper, and they come from all over the world. 
Our chapter, “A theory of  individualism and collectivism” 
(Triandis & Gelfand, 2012) provides my final statement on in-
dividualism and collectivism.

Before the celebration of  Jim and Louisa’s betrothal in 
Corfu (see below), Pola, Louisa and I spent some time on 
Crete. We started in Rethymnon, where we rented a flat for a 
week and took excursions from there in a rented car. We 
went to the Gorge of  Samaria, which Louisa hiked while we 
waited in the hotel on the top of  the hill (7,500 feet eleva-
tion). We drove slowly on narrow roads. The smell of  pines 
and the sound of  the bells of  the sheep made the atmosphere 

exceptionally relaxing. We went swimming; the sea was very 
warm. 

Crete has been through a large number of  civilizations: 
Minoan, Mycenaean, Roman, Venetian, Turkish, and Greek. 
One finds remnants of  each, such as narrow streets, loggias, 
fountains, and so on. For the nth time we visited Knossos, 
where we explored the Palace of  Minos in some detail. The 
Minoans had a ritual that required jumping over a bull. One 
can see how this was done in the museum. The Palace is so 
large and complex that it probably was the very site of  the 
Labyrinth. The new museum in Herakleon was full of  inter-
esting Minoan artifacts, such as ancient jewelry, paintings 
(e.g., the lovely one called “La Parisienne”), but unfortunately 
it had no air conditioning and the temperature was 96. 

The big event of  1998 was Louisa’ marriage to Jim 
Giolotto on November 7. The celebrations were in three 
parts: in Illinois for our Illinois friends, in Corfu for our Euro-
pean friends, and in California for our American friends. 

It started in Illinois in June, where we had an engage-
ment barbecue for 50 of  our friends in the garden by the 
lake. We had a Klesmer band that included Rudolf  Hakken, 
a well known local composer. We set tables all around and 
the event was most joyful. Nussi, who at the time was Consul 
General of  Austria in New York, and Mary Jane came for the 
event. 

Part 2 of  the celebration was in Ay Yannis, Corfu. The 
European relatives came to that event. Cousins Aris and 
Maria came from Athens; Cousin Irene, who spends the sum-
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mers in Corfu anyway came and invited her childhood nurse 
Mme Picket, from Switzerland. Pola’s Cousins Mume and 
Pepi, and their daughter, Ursi, and son-in-law, Fritz Ottl, and 
their four children came from Austria. Friends of  Louisa, 
Daniel Eisele and Bridgitta Peyer, came from Switzerland. 
They gave Louisa a large number of  small presents, such as 
Swiss flags, cowbells, and Christmas decorations. There were 
other presents as well, from Vassilis and others. His daughter, 
Marida, who is the same age as Louisa, looked a bit sad, per-
haps because she did not yet plan to marry (she did marry a 
few years later). His wife, Nitza, though ill with cancer, was 
also there. Dinner for some 40 guests, was provided by the vil-
lage tavern. The owner, Maria, produced delicious barbe-
cued chickens. We bought the Greek deserts in town. 

	We hired a band that played until midnight. The villag-
ers from the neighborhood heard that there will be dancing 
and came in large numbers, thus, some 400 people partici-
pated in the dancing, including some dozen girls dressed in 
traditional Corfu attire. The dancers came from many coun-
tries: Dutch tourists, Swiss, Austrians, and Greeks, and all 
ages, from 2 years old and to 80. Only a couple of  these danc-
ers were obese, perhaps because the obese did not join the 
dancing. All this mass of  people kept congratulating Jim and 
Louisa and wishing them happiness in Greek, and Jim 
learned to say “eucharisto” and to smile appropriately. The 
band stopped playing at midnight and many of  the dancers 
were disappointed and complained, but we wanted to have a 
good night’s sleep. One of  the villagers told Jim and Louisa 
“May your path be full of  flowers.” I liked that so much I re-

peated it at Louisa’s actual 
wedding reception in Cali-
fornia. 
	 After Corfu, we gave Jim a 
taste of  Greece, going by 
boat to Patras, and by 
rented car to Delphi. This 
was our fourth time there, 
but it was worth visiting be-
cause there was a new mu-
seum. Crossing back to the 
Rion, Louisa was driving 
off  the ferry boat and she 
might have scratched the 
car of  a local. He went into 
a rage, shouting, and de-
manding compensation. His 
wife told me that he had a 

heart condition, and that this kind of  event was not good for 
his health. I had to do a lot of  negotiating, and even the cap-
tain of  the port of  Rion got involved. 

	After spending the night in Rion, we drove to Monem-
vassia, which is like Gibraltar. It is a medieval town on a 
steep rock, surrounded from three sides by the sea and con-
nected to the mainland by a narrow bridge. One can see 
some cruise ships in the surrounding water. Its history started 
in the 6th century. It was occupied by the Venetians, the 
Pope, the Turks, and others. The views from the top are ex-
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ceptional, and Louisa and Jim walked like goats, while Pola 
and I worried that we might fall on the very slippery stone 
road. We reached the top, the church St. Sophia (started in 
1150, most of  it is from the 13th century) holding the side of  
the path with our hands. Everybody had been there: The an-
cient Greeks, Byzantines, Venetians, Ottomans, leaving their 
traces. There were traces of  every kind scattered around, 
such as Byzantine churches and Ottoman houses. Some of  
the houses have been converted to boutique hotels. There are 
no cars or donkeys, only cobblestones rubbed to a slippery 
gloss by the ages. Then Jim and Louisa took a hydrofoil to 
Spetzai and Pola and I drove to Mani. 

	Our first stop was Gytheion, where we saw the island 
where, according to legend, Helen and Paris spent some time 
after fleeing Menelaus, starting the Trojan War. Mani is a 
wild part of  Greece, where families built towers that could be 
used to defend the family against pirates and other undesir-
ables. There are several villages like Acropolis that are men-
tioned in the Iliad. By now the towers have been inherited by 
numerous descendants who quarrel about repairing them, so 
they are largely in poor condition. But the place is incredibly 
scenic with fjord-like inlets. On the way we passed a village 
with a narrow street and saw a truck full of  chairs, and heard 
the loudspeaker shout: “Karekles, karekles.” A strange way 
of  merchandizing chairs. We had a wonderful lunch with a 
view of  the sea, went for a swim, and passed Olympia on the 
way to Patras, where we returned the rented car and took the 
bus to Athens to meet Jim and Louisa. It was quite an ekdromi 

(Greek for excursion) on winding roads, and dodging goats 
and trucks carrying fruit to EU countries. 

	Part 3 was the actual wedding in California, which 
included our North American friends. It was in a beautiful 
place near Santa Cruz with a hacienda on top of  a hill, sur-
rounded by woods, with a view of  the Pacific. Unfortunately, 
it rained in the morning and my two ladies were in tears, but 
by the afternoon the weather cleared and we had a wonder-
ful wedding. My nephews George and Alex Triantis came 
from the East coast, as well as Ioanna Bertzekas. Many 
friends came from Illinois and California. My old friend 
Frank Rosten, who was my roommate when I lived in Hamil-
ton in the 1950s, came and told stories about 19th century 
California after the rehearsal dinner. The wedding was offici-
ated by Pola’s cousin, Wilifred Allen, who is an Episcopal 
Priest. Louisa entered the church with both Pola and me, a 
tradition Louisa copied from Jewish weddings. I was very 
moved to see my little girl married. The caterers were excel-
lent, the band was very good, and all had a great time.

	While Louisa’s wedding provided joy for this year, there 
was also sadness, since Cousin Seka had died that year. Her 
daughter officiated at the wedding and Seka’s grandchildren, 
Kit and Sophia, were ring bearer and flower girl. It would 
have been so nice if  Seka could have been at the wedding. 
However, Seka did enjoy our trip to Greece the previous year 
(see above) so much that she left us when she was happy.
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1999
From January 20 to March 1, I was the Shaw Visiting 

Professor at Nanyang Institute of  Technology in Singapore. 
Nanyang aspires to be the MIT of  the Far East. Pola and I 
found Singapore a very interesting place. First, it works like a 
clock. Second, the food is excellent and comes from all over 
the world; there is even a Greek restaurant. Third, the people 
are very hospitable, taking us to various social events. Fourth, 
it has many attractions, such as the Bird Park, the Zoo, the 
Aquarium, and Orchid Garden. The Bird Park has 8,000 
birds, 200 species, and is so large that one uses a monorail. It 
has the largest human-made waterfall in the world, an artifi-
cial thunderstorm for the birds, artificial waves in one of  the 
pools, and birds that can count to ten in English, Chinese, 
and Japanese as well as sing “Happy Birthday to you.” The 
Zoo is one of  the best in the world, and the visit at night is 
both cool and magical. The Aquarium has 7 foot tubes 
through which the visitors walk, while fish swim around the 
tubes. The Orchid Garden has orchids from all over the 
world, and many named after famous people, e.g. Margaret 
Thatcher (it had wilted a bit!)

	Raffles Hotel is in Singapore, and it is worth a visit. It 
opened in 1887 and at that time was the best hotel east of  
Suez. It has been restored to its 1915 glory. We had high tea 
there and felt that we had gotten our money’s worth ($16/
person). It was impeccably served, with all kinds of  silver and 
linen, wonderful food, delicious deserts. Pola even took a 

cooking class there. After showing how to prepare Penang 
Curry, the meal was served in style by Raffles waiters. 

	We were entertained by Molly and Meng Chan, parents 
of  former student Kim Chan. We had dinner at their house 
and they took us to their golf  club a number of  times. We 
even spent New Year’s Day with them. When they visited 
Kim in Illinois we took them to Allerton and to see the 
Amish. 

	We were located in an interesting part of  the world, so 
we visited Malaysia, Bali, and some beaches in Indonesia. We 
took a bus to Malacca, which was colonized first by the Portu-
guese in 1511, then came the Dutch, and finally the British. 
Malaysia became independent after WWII. Malacca was a 
very interesting town, with restaurants of  all kinds, and our 
guide was remarkable. He had gotten a “by mail degree” 
from Oxford, England, spoke wonderful English, and had all 
kinds of  stories to tell about each of  the houses located on 
the local river as we sailed by. The population is Moslem; but 
there were few women covering their faces. At the beach they 
were fully clothed even in the water. 

	In February, we were in Jordan, starting in Amman 
which has a superb museum with artifacts from 10000 BCE 
to 100 AD. The neighborhood of  the museum has upper 
class housing, with two cars in each driveway. The Roman 
Temple of  Hercules is next to the museum. The Hashemite 
Square at the center of  town is a wonderful place to see the 
crowds. The call to prayers early in the morning did wake us 
up. 
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	 We rented a car and 
drove to Petra, a city sculp-
tured in red rocks on the 
side of  the mountains. It 
was founded around 500 
BCE by the Nabataeans 
and flourished as the cen-
ter of  trade routes until it 
was taken by the Romans. 
The architecture shows in-
fluences of  Persia, Egypt, 
Greece, and Rome. The 
city is located at the end 
of  a long ravine (the siq). 
It takes about 30 minutes 
to walk through it. Many 
visitors go on horseback. 

The first sight is The Treasury, carved in pink sandstone. As 
you walk through the town you see tombs on the Avenue of  
the Facades and temples and even a Roman theater (with 
room for 7,000 spectators). We stopped for Arab coffee (with 
cinnamon and cardamom) and could see half  a dozen tem-
ples around us. The Nabataeans who built the city were ex-
pert hydrologists and built an elaborate water system. There 
is a good museum at the far end of  the city with artifacts 
from 8000 BCE to 500 BCE. We saw a “camel parking lot” 
where half  a dozen camels were resting. The city was easy to 
defend since one can only reach it through the long ravine. In 
fact, the city was lost after the Romans left, and was not dis-

covered until the 19th cen-
tury. An amazing example of  
modernity in Petra: I had a 
bank account in Singapore. I 
needed some money in Petra. 
I went to the Arab bank of  
Petra and used my Singapore 
card and got the money! 
After Petra, we drove to Kar-
nak, a fortress built by the 
Crusaders. The view was 
spectacular, looking down to-
ward the Dead Sea. There 
was a very civilized guest 
house, where we had a good 

lunch. Then we drove down to the Dead Sea, where we saw 
some kids who were as curious about us as we were about 
them. There are some resorts on the Dead Sea featuring mud 
baths, supposed to help with skin problems. Our next stop 
was Mataba, about 60 km from Amman. The church of  St. 
George has very interesting mosaics, including a map of  the 
world as they knew it in the 5th century. The labels are in 
Greek letters, and Jerusalem is in the center of  the map. 
Mataba has also excellent Byzantine mosaics, well preserved, 
and the keeper was eager to show them to us. They repre-
sented Spring and Summer and the like. Another excursion 
from Amman was to the Hellenistic-Roman city of  Jerash, 
which goes back to the time of  Alexander the Great and was 
part of  the Decapolis, which included Damascus. The city is 
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so large it takes an hour 
to walk through it. The 
hippodrome was one of  
the largest in the world. 
Jerash is so well pre-
served, with broad ave-
nues, that one gets the 
sense of  what such cities 
were like. There is a colon-
nade with Corinthian col-
umns. The city had sev-
eral theaters, one of  
which had room for 
25,000 spectators, and a 
small theater with Greek 
inscriptions. The seats 
were numbered with the Greek system of  numbers A=1 and 
so forth. There are a number of  churches from the 6th cen-
tury AD that were constructed with material from the Ro-
man site. The Byzantine cathedral was from 365 AD with 
good mosaics. There was a Forum, similar to the one in 
Rome.

From Jordan we flew to Cyprus, where I participated in a 
conference on March 20-26 of  the East Mediterranean Psy-
chology Association. That association was supposed to in-
clude the whole Mediterranean, and a psychologist from 
Malta was supposed to organize it, but as far as I know it did 
not develop.

I organized a symposium and gave a paper at that sympo-
sium. I included in that symposium Shinobu Kitayama, who 
came from Kyoto, Japan, Juris Draguns, who came from 
Penn State, Peter Smith, who came from Sussex, England, 
Chris McCusker, who came from Yale University, Gabriele 
Oettingen, who came from Berlin, Germany, and Anu Realo, 
who came from Tartu, Estonia. All of  them had done some 
research related to collectivism. For example, Anu had sam-
pled inhabitants of  Estonia, including some in remote is-
lands, and came up with a reconceptualization of  the mean-
ing of  collectivism.

Pola was delighted to be at a place where she could eat 
the salad. Pola, Shinobu, and I did a very nice excursion to 
the South of  the Island, where we saw the spot where the leg-
end has it that Venus was born, and some outstanding mosa-
ics. It was an unusually windy day, and we had to get into a 
cafe to warm up. One of  the sites we saw was the palace 
where Richard the Lionhearted married Princess Berengaria. 

Nicosia has a superb museum of  Byzantine icons, the 
work of  Archbishop Makarios, next to a church from 1662 
that is covered with frescoes and mosaics. The Petrakis Mu-
seum in Larnaka is amazing. It has artifacts from 10,000 
BCE, documents that describe events in the history of  Cy-
prus, such as the taking over of  the island by the Venetians. 
The waterfront in Larnaka has many coffee shops, and very 
well designed beds of  flowers.

That year, I also gave a number of  colloquia. On April 6, 
I was at the University of  Tartu in Estonia, where I was an 
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external examiner for the doctoral thesis of  Anu Realo, who 
has since become an important cross-cultural psychologist. I 
found Estonia very attractive. Tartu has many buildings from 
the 17th century. Tartu is an old university town, which was 
started by the Germans, and still has some of  the feeling of  a 
German academic environment. It has a castle from 1260. 

My hotel had a small room, at $70/night, and an inscrip-
tion that the first President of  Chechnya had lived there in 
1981. My little radio picked up signals from St. Petersburg, 
Russia.

Tallinn, Estonia is a walled city, with a medieval interior, 
and a charming network of  narrow streets. The town hall is 
from the 12th century. 

On April 28-30, I at-
tended the meetings of  the 
International Academy of  
Intercultural Relations, at 
Kent State, Ohio; I gave a 
paper at a symposium and 
was a discussant at two 
symposia.

	In July 1-30, I was a 
Distinguished Visiting 
Scholar at The University 
of  Hawaii, at Manoa, 
Honolulu. Pola and I al-
ways enjoyed Hawaii, and 
we took advantage of  be-
ing there to visit our favor-
ite beaches.

	On August 1-6, I gave 
a Keynote address to the 
Asian Association of  Social Psychology in Taipei, Taiwan. 
The meeting was organized by my former student Yang Kuo-
Shu, who at that time was the acknowledged leader in indige-
nous psychology in Taiwan. One of  his papers, published in 
the Nebraska Symposium on Motivation, is a revision of  the 
Maslow hierarchy appropriate for East Asia. Yang Kuo-Shu 
was the Vice President of  the Academia Sinica, and had a 
chauffeur driven car, which he placed at my disposal so I 
could see Taipei. He also had one of  his students act as my 
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interpreter-companion. He showed me the center of  town 
that has the National Theater, the National Concert Hall, the 
National Library, the Museum of  Taiwan History, next to the 
Chiang Kai-Chek Memorial. He also showed me some 18th 
century temples. I spent some time videotaping worshipers at 
one of  those temples. They were so absorbed in bowing in 
front of  religious objects that they did not bother to see what 
I was doing. One of  the events we saw was the funeral of  the 
major boss of  a criminal gang. It had 90 cars! We also saw 
the temple of  Confucius, which had few visitors. Apparently 
people visit it only on September 28, his birthday. 

The area around Taipei is very scenic. Some parts are 
volcanic and one can see steam coming out of  the ground. 
Most of  it is heavily wooded, with lots of  flowers. The air 
was cool and pleasant. The best part of  the visit was the Na-
tional Palace Museum. The collection consists of  a quarter 
of  a million artifacts, and there is room to show only a small 
percent of  what they have each year. I went there twice, in dif-
ferent years, and have seen only a part of  the collection so 
far. However, there is considerable repetition. The Museum 
of  Taiwan History is also interesting. It shows artifacts that 
resemble what one sees in the Bishop Museum in Honolulu, 
but some are a bit more complex. Presumably, the migration 
was from Asia into Polynesia and then from Tahiti to Hawaii. 
Apparently the original Asian cultures were more complex 
than the ones that were included in the migration. 

In November, Pola and I explored the South of  France. 
We flew to Paris and took the TGV to Avignon, where we 
rented a car and drove to the surrounding villages. The Vau-
cluse is dotted with villages. Especially notable was Roussil-
lon, which claims to be the most beautiful village of  France. 
The earth in that area is red/brown and was used in the con-
struction of  the houses, so the houses are multicolor, varia-
tions of  red and brown. We also stopped in Gordes, a charm-
ing village surrounded by lavender fields, and Les Baux. 
Once a thriving hilltop village, Les Baux dwindled to a few 
hundred people. It is now a crowded tourist site. We were 
lucky to be there in November so we were able to find a park-
ing spot.
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From there we drove to the Cote d’ Azur, where we spent 
a week in a timeshare exchange. The timeshare was not par-
ticularly good, compared with our Mexican timeshares. 
When we arrived, they handed us sheets and towels and we 
were on our own. Because it was so late in the season, most 
of  the 12 restaurants were closed and few of  the 1,000 tourist 
units were inhabited. Our experience with exchanges of  time-
shares is that the Mexican ones are far superior to the Euro-
pean ones. The one in Portugal was in a lovely area called Al-
garve, but my bed was so small my legs stuck out of  it. On 
the other hand, the exchange in Puerto Vallarta was ex-
tremely nice, and eventually we bought one there after selling 
the one in Cancun. Luckily, the French exchange was in a 
very attractive spot on the coast. It allowed us to explore the 
area around it, which is certainly lovely, and one can see the 
wealth of  the people visiting it. 

From our timeshare we drove to all kinds of  museums, 
such as the Fondation Maeght, the Matisse Chapel at Vance, 
charming medieval villages, and castles. Three things stand 
out: 

1. The village of  Cassis which is as cute as can be; it has 
a kind of  fjord (called calinque in that part of  the world), 
and a lovely beach. 
2. The garden of  the house of  Renoir in Cagne-sur-Mer 

which is marvelous and was laid out by Renoir. 
3. The reproduction of  an ancient Greek villa in Beau-

lieu. 

The villa Kerylos was built by a rich French archaeolo-
gist, married to a Rothschild, who lived in it for 25 years. It 
had some original Greek and Roman walls, but most of  it 
was built after 1900, based on data from Greek vase paint-
ings, sculptures and mosaics. Every detail has been accurately 
reproduced. The bathroom is really splendid in marble, the 
symposium room has the kind of  furniture they had in the an-
cient world. There is Greek lettering on the walls, such as 
Athena, and To an Unknown God. The shrine to the Un-
known God is in the middle of  the living room. The garden 
looks out over the sea, which surrounds it from three sides. 
There are mountains in the background. It is an amazing ex-
perience. It provides an excellent example of  the way wealthy 
ancient Greeks used to live. It reminded me of  a house I had 
seen in Delos (next to Mykonos). This was the house of  a rich 
merchant who started building it when his ship full of  mer-
chandise sank near Marseille. The loss forced him to aban-
don constructions of  the house. In 1950, archaeologists 
found a ship on the bottom of  the sea near Marseilles. Was 
this the ship of  the merchant from Delos? 

Several other spots were memorable, such as Hyères, 
with the house of  Edith Wharton, and St. Tropez, with its at-
tractive harbor. We returned the rented car in Avignon and 
then went by train to Lyon. When I was there, I received a 
call that Leigh had died in an airline accident on EgyptAir. It 
is unclear what happened, but I suspect that the assistant pi-
lot committed suicide. The plane had 50 Egyptian officers on 
board, returning from military training in the U.S. It was 
probably a terrorist incident. In any case, it was curious that 
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they called Louisa, who was at home, about Leigh’s death. 
But by that time all her relatives were dead or distant, and I 
was the only one vaguely linked to her. There was not much I 
could do from France. The following year I participated at a 
memorial for her, held at the meetings of  the Society for 
Cross-Cultural Research. Both of  us had been presidents of  
that society.

Lyon has a superb Roman museum with magnificent mo-
saics next to a Roman amphitheater. It was the center of  Ro-
man Gaul and there are countless vestiges from that period. 
The food is probably the best in France. 

From Lyon we went to nearby Vienne, famous for its Ro-
man temple and one of  the best restaurants in France. Unfor-
tunately we could only afford two entrees. Vienne had a very 
attractive Romanesque-Gothic church, the Temple of  Augus-
tus, and the 15th century church of  St. André. Its Roman 
theater was unusually large (13,000 spectators) and is now 
used for performances, such as Berlioz’ Faust. The church of  
St. Maurice is Gothic with Romanesque traces. 

Lyon was especially impressive for its huge square (Place 
Belcourt), one of  the largest in the world. The Roman Mu-
seum (Musee Galo-Romain) is in four levels, next to a Roman 
theater that had room for 4,500 persons. Lyon has an attrac-
tive opera house, and an old city with narrow streets and 
charming courtyards, with tunnels or “traboules” which were 
used to transport bolts of  silk while they were protected from 
the rain. There are also some painted walls that represent the 

way the city was in the past. From Lyon by train we reached 
Geneva. 

In Geneva, we visited many spots where Pola played as a 
child, such as the Jardin de la Reformation. My talk at the 
University of  Geneva allowed me to see my old friend (from 
Illinois in the 1960-62 period), Jean Cardinet, who came 
from Neuchatel to see us. Pierre Dasen, the Professor in Ge-
neva, and his charming wife had us for dinner and they in-
cluded him. 

Pola found the house where she lived as a child in Ge-
neva until she was 5. We visited the Hotel des Alpes, in Glion 
sur Montreux, owned by my Uncle Andre, who was married 
to my father’s sister, Nina. The hotel has a superb view of  the 
lake. After Andre died, Nina sold it and invested in Swiss 
bonds. The Chateau de Chillon, a classic sight found in 
many travel books, is nearby. In Geneva, Pola met one of  her 
friends that she had not seen for many years, whose husband 
invited us to the golf  club, a very impressive establishment, 
with a view of  Mont Blanc. 

From Geneva we went to Vienna and visited the cousins. 
It happened to be November 7, the anniversary of  the wed-
ding of  Louisa and Jim, and all of  them said something that 
I recorded in my video camera. Then we went to Paris where 
we stayed with the Findleys. With Paris as a base we went by 
train to Tours, where we rented a car and explored the Cha-
teaux de la Loire in some detail.

Especially memorable was Fontainevrault, with the 
Tombs of  the Plantagenets. The Romanesque abbey includes 
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the tombs of  Henry II, Eleanor of  Aquitaine, and their son 
Richard the Lionhearted. They had an exhibit about Rich-
ard and his acts during his 42 years. In Fontainevrault we 
stayed at a B & B which had originally been the stopping 
place of  the pilgrims to St. James of  Campostella. The estab-
lishment lacked heat, but the food was outstanding. 

Nearby, the Chateau de Villandry has 52 kilometers of  
boxwood and 250,000 flowers, and is an amazing site. Be-
cause it was November, the flowers were not in bloom but 
there were beds of  multicolor cabbages! We found a B & B in 
a chateau and had a superb omelet for breakfast. The cha-
teau de Chenonceaux is partly a bridge over the Cher river. 
During WWII, that was the border that separated German 
occupied France from Vichy France. Catharine de Medici 
had tried to make the chateau like the Ponte Vecchio in her 
native Florence. It has a lot of  good art hanging in it and 
some fireplaces that are supposed to be the most impressive 
in the world. Upon returning to Paris, we went with Susie Fin-
dley to the Institut Arab which has an excellent view of  the 
city. We were very sad in 2014 when Susie died.

Thanksgiving that year was in Solana Beach and that 
gave us a chance to drive around California, including Big 
Sur and other magnificent sites.
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Chapter 12

FORMER 
STUDENTS

Former students, Peter Smith, and Pola at the IAAP congress, Athens, 
2006



I have had a lot of  wonderful students, and this chapter 
is about them. At the end of  the chapter, I provide a list of  
my tudents with the information I have about them at this 
time.

I can give details on only some of  them, because I de-
pend on what the former students sent to me. Some commu-
nicate at Christmas time and others are silent. 

Josie Naidoo was from Durban, South Africa. When she de-
cided to marry Jim Leslie, a graduate student in physics, in 
1964, she asked me to “give her away” since she did not have 
family in North America. After graduation they went to Wa-
terloo, Ontario, Canada, where she taught psychology and 
raised three children (Christina, Kenneth, Michele). I have 
pictures of  Christina receiving a math award in1992, from 
her graduation in Applied Mathematics from Waterloo Uni-
versity, and entering Timbuktu on a camel; of  Michele at 
McGill University, and of  Kenneth’s graduation from Water-
loo in Systems Design Engineering. Josie has now retired. 

	Jack Feldman taught at the University of  Florida and 
Georgia Tech in Atlanta. He did write some papers that were 
widely quoted. His hobby was motorcycles, and I believe he 
rode one to Alaska. When he was in Illinois, he had a bad ac-
cident. He has now retired, enjoying his children, who in-
clude an MD, and grandchildren.

	Andy Davidson worked at Battelle and the University of  
Washington in Seattle, Washington and later at Columbia 
University, where he held several administrative jobs, includ-
ing Vice Provost. He married Alexandra Notara, who was 

the daughter of  Aliki Notara. Aliki and her sister Miranda 
were nieces of  Aristidis Mavridis, husband of  Dadine, close 
friend of  my mother, mentioned earlier. When I was about 8 
years old, we used to visit Aliki and Miranda at their house in 
Kifissia, and I played with them. Aliki married Costas Nota-
ras, an Admiral of  the Greek Navy. He was the witness at my 
marriage to Pola. At that time, he was the Naval Attaché at 
the Greek Embassy in Washington, D. C. Alexandra spent 
two years at 1 Lake Park while studying architecture, and 
there she met Andy. They both eventually got MBAs from 
Harvard, so they could do their administrative work better. 
She was Vice-President of  Sachs 5th Ave for some years. 
They have a son who went to Yale and is now an MD. 

	Rabi Bhagat came from India with an undergraduate 
degree in physics. He focused on cross-cultural management. 
I have played a father figure role in his life. Even now, at 64, 
he consults me about his career, and about what books he 
should write. I understand Indian culture enough to accept 
that relationship. After graduation, he came to me and told 
me that he had made marriage plans with a Mormon 
woman, but that he had serious doubts about marrying her. I 
told him to stop the plans, but he said he could not do that be-
cause his relatives were coming from India for the wedding. 
Shortly after the marriage, he called Pola early one morning 
(I was at a conference) to tell her that his wife had drawn a 
knife on him. I advised him to end the marriage, and he di-
vorced soon after, He went back to India, where he married 
Eva in an arranged marriage. They have two daughters. The 
oldest daughter is getting her Ph.D. in English Literature at 
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the University of  Michigan. The other daughter is not aca-
demically inclined. He taught at the University of  Texas, Dal-
las, and then at the University of  Memphis, Tennessee. We 
went to the marriage of  the oldest daughter in Memphis. It 
was a traditional Indian wedding with Hindu Priests that 
lasted most of  a day. The ladies wore beautiful saris and 
much jewelry, which they changed at different times during 
the event. It was truly a cross-cultural experience. 

John Adamopoulos is from Thessaloniki, Greece. He went 
to Yale for his undergraduate degree, where Bill McGuire di-
rected him to come to me for his doctorate. After graduation, 
he taught at the University of  Indiana, South Bend, and after 
that at Grand Valley State University in Michigan. He mar-
ried Christina, a social psychologist, and they have two sons, 
Nicos and Alex. Nicos is probably a genius since he was do-
ing 5th grade mathematics at age 6. John was editor of  the 
International Association for Cross-Cultural Psychology’s 
Cross-Cultural Psychology Bulletin in the early 1990s. He does 
content analyses of  classic texts, such as the Iliad, which he 
links to the culture of  that time. That way of  studying culture 
is certainly original, but he has not convinced other research-
ers to work that way. He is currently developing theory on 
the meaning of  “action.” He organized my retirement event, 
with Pola, and edited a Festschrift in my honor with Yoshi Ka-
shima.

Dave Brinberg taught at the University of  Maryland and 
then became Head of  the Department of  Marketing at Vir-
ginia Tech.

Bernadette Setiadi came from Indonesia on a government 
scholarship. She is now the Rector of  the University of  Indo-
nesia in Jakarta. In 2002, she organized the International 
Congress for Cross-Cultural Psychology in Yogyakarta, Indo-
nesia. I was surprised that at the opening of  that congress 
they had dances of  the kind one might find in a Miss Amer-
ica Pageant. Yogyakarta is a very interesting city. About 
100,000 students from all over Indonesia study there. Nearby 
is the major Buddhist shrine of  Borobudur. The Congress or-
ganized an excursion there, and I remember walking to the 
top of  the multiple level temple in the company of  my last 
Ph.D., Arzu Wasti. 

Harry Hui and Kwok Leung were students of  Michael Bond 
at the Chinese University of  Hong Kong. When they men-
tioned that they wanted to study culture and psychology Mi-
chael sent them to me for their doctorates. They were both 
excellent. Harry developed a method for the measurement of  
collectivism, and is now teaching at the University of  Hong 
Kong and consulting in Hong Kong. Kwok was a top cross-
cultural psychologist, focusing on conflict resolution across 
cultures. He was a Chair at the City University of  Hong 
Kong. He tragically passed away in May, 2015 at a young 
age.

Yoshi Kashima and Emiko Shimada came to Illinois in the 
1980s. She had been “promised” to Morishima, the son of  a 
friend of  her father, who also came to the Institute of  Labor 
and Industrial Relations, where I had a one third time ap-
pointment. So he was also my student there, although he did 
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not do his doctorate with me. When Emiko met Yoshi, it was 
love at first sight. She dropped Morishima and married 
Yoshi. Her father never spoke to her again. She used to meet 
her mother in Paris because she did not dare go to Japan as 
long as her father was alive. I was supportive of  her choice. 
Yoshi is really brilliant and a much better choice than 
Morishima. Yoshi went to the University of  Tokyo, the Har-
vard of  Japan, where he got a law degree and then decided 
to study psychology. He consulted M. Brewster Smith, a dis-
tant relative of  his, who suggested that he study with me. 
Yoshi and Emiko have two children, a boy, Ryuchi and a girl, 
Eri. They keep me updated about the activities of  their chil-
dren. Yoshi is at the University of  Melbourne in Australia, 
and Emiko is on the faculty of  La Trobe University in the 
same city. They are both widely published, hold editorial jobs 
in major journals and important roles in the Asian Society of  
Social Psychology. Yoshi was the most recent President of  the 
International Association for Cross-Cultural Psychology. 

At the 1988 International Congress of  Scientific Psychol-
ogy in Sydney, Australia, the Kashimas and I rented a flat in 
Manley, outside of  Sydney. We went to the congress by boat. 
It was an excellent arrangement and less expensive than a ho-
tel. When I visited Japan the following year, I stayed at the 
villa of  Yoshi’s mother in a very nice town near Mount Fuji. 
We drove around, visiting interesting sites, including an unbe-
lievable park full of  sculptures by Henry Moore, Picasso, and 
other artists. Yoshi got his degree in 1985, Emiko in 1990. 
Her dissertation defense was conducted by teleconference us-
ing equipment borrowed from the medical school, then a 

new technology. It was much better than having to come 
from Australia for a few hours.

Marcelo Villareal is a consultant to industry in various cit-
ies of  Mexico. The last time I saw him was in Mexico City at 
one of  my conferences.

Robert Bontempo is really brilliant, but not a dedicated 
scholar. His first job was at Columbia University in New 
York, and he soon developed consulting relationship with 
banks and other institutions, to the point where he had so 
much income that he employed an accountant to keep track 
of  what he earned. He teaches now at Columbia as an Ad-
junct Professor. He told me that, in his consulting work, he 
tells his clients what he learned in my class and they love it. I 
was asked to do a session on culture at the meetings of  the In-
dustrial and Organizational Psychology Division of  APA, 
and I asked Bob to help me. I provided the theory and he pro-
vided the anecdotes. That made the theory come to life. He 
was really terrific. He is lots of  fun. For instance, he sent us a 
constructed picture of  himself  with Gorbachev. On February 
4, 2014, National Public Radio interviewed him; he com-
mented about the new CEO of  Microsoft. 

Kim Chan came to Illinois on a scholarship from the Singa-
pore Army. He is especially interested in leadership, and is 
now a professor at Nanyang Technical University in Singa-
pore. We visited Singapore in 1999 and 2001 and his parents 
were unbelievably gracious to us. We were invited to their 
home for dinner, we were taken to their golf  club for lunch 
and dinner and so on. We met his sisters and wife, and more 
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or less feel like members of  his family. He is married to a fel-
low Singapore army colleague and they have a daughter. 

Darius Chan also came from Michael Bond’s university, 
and he did brilliant quantitative work. He is teaching back at 
his old Alma Mater. The last time I was in Hong Kong, my 
former students from Hong Kong had me for dinner at a 
very good Chinese restaurant, and we had a wonderful eve-
ning. 

Chris McCusker started teaching at Yale, and was an excel-
lent teacher, but he is a perfectionist. He did not publish 
much because nothing was good enough. He married Wendy, 
one of  my undergraduates. Wendy required help with some 
elementary statistics, and rather than taking the time to teach 
her myself  I sent her to Chris to help her. That developed 
into a love affair, and marriage. We went to the wedding in 
Chicago, which was a brilliant affair with Mariachis and Pol-
ish polkas. She has since gotten her Ph.D. in Clinical Psychol-
ogy. However, the marriage did not last. He did not get ten-
ure at Yale and is now, I believe, at Northern Illinois Univer-
sity. 

Sharon Goto wrote a very interesting dissertation and has 
since published quite a bit. When I was in California in 1998, 
she invited me to give a colloquium at her college (Pomona). 

Dharm Bhawuk is from Nepal. Its culture has much in com-
mon with India. He studied engineering first, and then after 
working for the airline industry in Nepal, he came to the Insti-
tute of  Labor and Industrial Relations in Illinois for his doc-
torate. He wrote a very good dissertation, and is now a profes-

sor at the University of  Hawaii in Manoa. He is interested in 
Indian philosophy and its relation to modern psychology. He 
is a wonderful organizer of  conferences in many countries, 
and has done much for the International Association for 
Cross-Cultural Psychology. We visited him in Hawaii in 2013 
and had a wonderful vegetarian meal at his house. His two 
sons are successful. The older one is an engineer working on 
the Honolulu transportation system. The younger one is 
teaching mathematics in Japan. 

Michele Gelfand is the same age as Louisa, and Pola and I 
consider her a member of  our family. She arrived in Illinois 
at the time Louisa left Illinois, so she functioned as our daugh-
ter. We went to her wedding and kept in close touch over the 
years. At age 87+ I felt too unstable on my legs to travel to 
Washington for her daughter Jeanette’s bat mitzvah. She did 
her undergraduate work at Colgate College in New York 
(graduated in 1989), and developed an interest in culture. 
She consulted Rich Brislin where to study, and he directed 
her to me. After her Ph.D., she considered working for the 
State Department. She reminded me, when I told her that I 
am writing my autobiography, that I convinced her that an 
academic career at a research university is likely to be more 
rewarding. Obviously I was projecting my own values! She 
has since developed a brilliant academic career. She has re-
ceived all kinds of  grants, in the millions of  dollars, from sev-
eral agencies of  the federal government, including the Na-
tional Science Foundation, for her studies of  the tightness-
looseness dimension of  culture, about which she published a 
paper in Science, the top science journal. In 2009, her univer-
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sity identified her as a “Distinguished Scholar-Teacher” in a 
special ceremony that I was able to attend. She has received 
many awards for “best paper of  the year” from many organi-
zations. She also received the Allport and Klineberg Awards. 
By 2013, she had authored or edited seven books. She re-
ceived a very impressive award, with a generous grant, from 
the Alexander von Humboldt Foundation in Germany for 
her research. She is married to lawyer Todd Betke, who is 
very supportive of  her career. They have two daughters. 

Jim Westaby is at Teacher’s College of  Columbia Univer-
sity. He has a new book about the way organizations have dif-
ferent interrelated parts. He published a paper in the American 
Psychologist in 2014, which has the largest circulation of  any 
journal in psychology. He is married to a physician and they 
have twin daughters. 

Arzu Wasti teaches at a major private university in Istan-
bul. She was very successful, having gotten an award that was 
given to her by the President of  Turkey. She married a jazz 
musician, but it did not work out and they divorced. In that 
part of  the world a woman with an important career is some-
thing of  a threat to most men so it is not easy for her to 
marry. In Arzu’s case different life styles were the problem.

Every graduate student, just like every child, is an experi-
ment. Some experiments work out well and others do not. 
On the whole, looking at the list of  students, I feel satisfied 
that there have been many successes. 
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PHD STUDENTSPHD STUDENTSPHD STUDENTS

NAME YEAR LAST KNOWN APPOINTMENT

Al Bass 1963 Head of  Department at Wayne State, Detroit, 
Michigan

Bob Ewen 1965 New York University, then Miami University, 
Florida, then full-time textbook writer

He was the son of  David Ewen, world famous musicologist, who had 
written many books about classical music, so he was independently 
wealthy and could afford to spend his time writing a book. His book on 
personality has been published in many editions.

He was the son of  David Ewen, world famous musicologist, who had 
written many books about classical music, so he was independently 
wealthy and could afford to spend his time writing a book. His book on 
personality has been published in many editions.

He was the son of  David Ewen, world famous musicologist, who had 
written many books about classical music, so he was independently 
wealthy and could afford to spend his time writing a book. His book on 
personality has been published in many editions.

Josie Naidoo 
Leslie 1966 Was professor inWaterloo, Canada. Has now 

retired

Michael 
Wood 1970 Ohio State; then at Battelle Institute in Seattle, 

Washington

David Lewin 1972 U of  Florida, then Georgia State, has retired

Andy 
Davidson 1973 Battelle Inst. and U of  Washington, Vice 

Provost of  Columbia U, New York

Dave Weldon 1973 Washington U in St. Louis Missouri

Rabi Bhagat 1978 U of  Texas, Dallas; U of  Memphis, Tennessee

John 
Adamopoulos 1979 U of  Indiana, South Bend; then Grand Valley 

State U, Michigan

Dave 
Brinberg 1979 College, then Head of  the Department of  

Marketing, Virginia Tech

Jay Brown 1980 State of  Illinois

Lee Stepnia 1980 U of  Wisconsin
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NAME YEAR LAST KNOWN APPOINTMENT

Van the Nhut 1981 U Quebec

Bernadette 
Setiadi 1983 Rector of  U of  Indonesia in Jakarta

Harry Hui 1983 U Hong Kong

Josie Naidoo 
Leslie 1966 Was professor inWaterloo, Canada. Has now 

retired

Kwok Leung 1985 Chinese U of  Hong Kong (psychology); City 
U of  HK (chair); Chinese U of  HK (business)

President of  the International Association of  Cross-cultural Psychology 
2010-2012
President of  the International Association of  Cross-cultural Psychology 
2010-2012
President of  the International Association of  Cross-cultural Psychology 
2010-2012

Yoshi 
Kashima  1985 U Melbourne, Australia

President of  the International Association of  Cross-cultural Psychology 
2012-2014
President of  the International Association of  Cross-cultural Psychology 
2012-2014
President of  the International Association of  Cross-cultural Psychology 
2012-2014

Marcelo 
Villarreal 1985 In private practice in Mexico. I last saw him in 

Mexico City in 2003

Robert 
Bontempo 1989 U of  Indiana, South Bend; then Columbia 

Business School

Dave 
Brinberg 1979 Private practice; adjunct professor, Columbia 

U, New York City

Emiko 
Shimada 
Kashima 

1990 La Trobe U, Australia

Kim Yin 
Chan 1990 Nanyang U, Singapore

NAME YEAR LAST KNOWN APPOINTMENT

Darius Chan 1993 Chinese U of  Hong Kong 

Chris 
McCusker  1994 Yale U; then Northern Illinois U

Michele 
Gelfand 1995 New York U; then U of  Maryland

She won the prestigious Anneliese Maier Research Award from the 
Alexander von Humboldt Foundation in 2012
She won the prestigious Anneliese Maier Research Award from the 
Alexander von Humboldt Foundation in 2012
She won the prestigious Anneliese Maier Research Award from the 
Alexander von Humboldt Foundation in 2012

Sharon Goto  1995 Pomona College, California

Dharm 
Bhawuk 1995 U of  Hawaii, Manoa

James 
Westaby 1995 Teacher’s College, Columbia U, New York 

City

Ellen Shupe 1997 Grand Valley State U, Michigan

Lois 
Kurowski 1997 In private practice

Angela Ebreo   1997 National Center for Institutional Diversity, U 
of  Michigan

Arzu Wasti  1999 Sabanci U in Istanbul Turkey
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POST DOCSPOST DOCSPOST DOCS

NAME YEAR LAST KNOWN APPOINTMENT

Earle Davis 1964-66 Director of  Research Social Science Research 
Center in Dublin, Ireland, now deceased

Davis 
Summers 1966-68 U of  Kansas. Then attorney in Seattle WA

Rosita Albert 1975-77 U of  Minnesota

Lou Rojas 1980-82 Anthropologist. Lost track of  him

Judy Lisansky 1980-82 Anthropologist. World Bank

Jean Morat 1982-83 U of  Freiberg, Switzerland

Ellen Shupe 1997 Grand Valley State U, Michigan

Kumiko 
Maruyama 1983 Small college in Kyoto, Japan

Jyoti Verma 1984 U of  Patna, India

Nydia Lucc 1986-87 U of  Puerto Rico

NSF SUMMER FELLOWSNSF SUMMER FELLOWS

NAME LAST KNOWN APPOINTMENT

Wally Loh President of  the University of  Maryland

Lesley Levin Consultant at Behavioral Health Response, St. Louis, 
Missouri
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Chapter 13

THE 2000S: 
FOOLING 

OURSELVES



2000
My second 3-month visit to Singapore occurred while 

Jim and Louisa were in Taiwan, so we visited them there. 
They had a nice apartment on the 4th floor. That floor num-
ber means “death” in Chinese (si/四) so they got it very inex-
pensively. They both learned some Mandarin. We enjoyed 
seeing the area around Taipei and were lavishly entertained 
by Yang Kuo-Shu, who was my student in Illinois in the 
1960s and was the Vice President of  the Academia Sinica at 
that time. His wife was impressed with Jim’s Mandarin. Lou-
isa became a good friend of  ladies from Latin American em-
bassies that were located in Taipei. Speaking Spanish in Tai-
wan seems a bit strange.

In April, Pola turned 70, and we spent her birthday in 
Urbino, Italy. We had seen Sir Kenneth Clark’s television pro-
gram, Civilization, which included the claim that the most 
beautiful building in the world is in Urbino, so we had to go 
see it. It is in the palace of  Federico da Montefeltro. Indeed it 
is extremely well proportioned, and the palace itself  contains 
many treasures. However, it does not have enough restrooms, 
so I had to walk for some time to find one. 

Urbino is a wonderful university town, with few tourists 
and no cars, surrounded by landscapes you see in Rafael’s 
paintings. This was his hometown. Urbino is not overrun by 
tourists the way many Italians towns of  that size are, so we 
recommend it. 

Before Urbino, we spent the night in Parma, which was a 
discovery. It has a charming opera house, and the inhabitants 
were so sophisticated that they did not think that Pavarotti 
was good enough—he never sang there again. This was also 
Toscanini’s home town. The center has a very impressive ca-
thedral. 

After Urbino, we went to Florence, where we were joined 
by Jim and Louisa. They bicycled on Route 222, from Flor-
ence to Siena and back, while we carried the luggage in a 
rented car. This road has little traffic and goes through some 
marvelously scenic Tuscan country side. It has the vineyards 
that Chianti comes from, medieval villages on top of  hills, 
and superb food. We coordinated so we would meet for din-
ner and for the night in the same place, such as San 
Gimignano, Siena and the like. Jim discovered places and 
told us where to drive to. We saw the Castle of  the Baron Ri-
cardi, who makes Chianti Broglio, and Monrtereggione, an 
unforgettable little medieval walled village on top of  a hill 
with a superb square. For my taste, Montereggione is the best 
village in Italy. I think I had one of  the best dishes of  pasta in 
my life in that village. From Florence we drove to Arezzo, a 
medieval town with a wonderful piazza grande, an impressive 
church, and a splendid cathedral. After that, Jim and Louisa 
went to Venice and Milan and we went on to Sicily. 

The tour started in Palermo. Our guide was enthusiastic 
and very well informed. He kept telling us about the island 
until late at night. At one point I told him: “We cannot ab-
sorb so much information per day. I am a teacher and I know 
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how much students can absorb.” The tour put us up in first 
class hotels, we boarded our bus early in the morning, and 
were on the go until 8 or so in the evening. The mafia is part 
of  Sicilia but they did not bother us. However, one afternoon 
on the way to the opera in Palermo we stopped at a café 
where we spotted the perfect Mafioso: pinstriped suit, black 
shirt, white fedora, and spats. But perhaps he was only there 
to add a bit of  local color.

The island is amazing because of  its archaeology, archi-
tecture, and art treasures. It has some wonderful views of  the 
coast, such as the village of  Castelmare del Golfo at Erice. In 
ancient times it was a Greek colony, called Magna Grecia, 
and one can see two sites with Greek temples. 

Near Palermo we saw Monreale, a monastery con-
structed by William de Hautville, who was a first cousin of  
William the Conqueror of  1066 fame. While William took 
England, the other William took Sicily. He built the cathedral 
and monastery with the help of  workmen from the Byz-
antium, and local Arabs. The buildings are a wonderful mix-
ture of  medieval styles. The base of  the cathedral is Arab 
and the upper walls are Byzantine, with the best mosaics I 
have ever seen. Blue color of  various densities was all over 
the cathedral.

We circled the island counter clockwise and saw many 
charming coastal villages. There is room here to talk only 
about some of  the sites. A memorable spot was called Piazza 
Armerina. There we saw what art historians consider the best 
mosaics in the world. These magnificent mosaics include 

hunting scenes and even ladies in bikinis. The decorations of  
a Roman emperor’s “hunting lodge” say much about the life-
style of  these emperors. 

The Greek ruins in Sicily are not as attractive as the ones 
in Greece because they are not made of  marble. They look 
brownish, but are still worth seeing and many are remarkably 
well preserved. We stopped in Syracuse and saw where the 
Athenians had been put to do hard labor after they were de-
feated by the Syracusians. That expedition was Alcibiades’s 
folly during the Peloponnesian War. 

A most wonderful stop was in Taormina, which is 
perched on the side of  Mount Aetna. It is a resort that goes 
back to the Romans, and has every conceivable charm. Some 
of  the members of  the tour went to see Mt. Aetna, but we 
took some time to admire the site. 

After Sicily, I went to Greece via the southern part of  It-
aly, where I stopped in Taranto. This was once inhabited by 
Greeks, and as I walked around I heard some Greek words. 
For example, there was a Giardino di Peripato! Peripato is 
Greek: Peri means around; pato means step. You step around, 
means that you are taking a walk, which is the current Greek 
word for taking a walk! From there I went to Brindisi and by 
boat to Corfu.

We also visited Poland that year. We started in Krakow 
the intellectual capital of  Poland. It has the largest medieval 
square in Europe and is full of  traditions. For example, on 
the church of  St. Mary (10th Century), there is a trumpeter 
who stops blowing at one point to commemorate the time, 
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6oo years ear-
lier, when an 
arrow pierced 
the throat of  
the original 
trumpeter of  
Krakow. The 
square is lined 
with small ca-
fes. The one 
we stopped at 
for some “café 
tourism” had 
velvet sofas. 

Plastic would have been totally out of  place. “Café tourism” 
is a term Pola and I developed as we got older and less ener-
getic. We enjoy sitting in an open air café watching the locals. 
It is amazing how much you can see. 

	We had as our guide Halyna Grzymalka, the professor 
of  the psychology of  religion at the Jagiellonian University. It 
is one of  the oldest universities (started in 1364 AD). Coperni-
cus was a student there and then a professor. The great hall 
has paintings of  the famous alumni and of  those who re-
ceived honorary degrees from that university, such as Marie 
Curie. The university had an interesting museum where they 
showed memorabilia, such as the Nobel Prize received by a 
faculty member.

The magnificent Wavel palace of  the Polish kings is lo-
cated next to the Vistula River. The kings were elected. It 
was decorated by none other than Albrecht Duerer! It was 
full of  art treasures, including 60 Goblin tapestries. Krakow 
has many small palaces, one of  which contains a painting by 
da Vinci. It also has many beautifully decorated churches. 
Krakow, unlike Warsaw, was untouched by the war, so it had 
the feeling of  Prague. 

On the recommendation of  Louisa, we went to a salt 
mine where many objects, including statues and chandeliers 
are made of  salt. At the bottom is a vast space that consti-
tutes a cathedral made of  salt. We walked down (466 steps) 
and our muscles and arthritic knees ached for days. However, 
fortunately we were able to take an elevator to get out. Once 
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Pola and Arzu Wasti in Poland, 2000

Pultusk IACCP 2000 Congress: On the couch 
with a sleeping Gustav Jahoda



out, we found a 
charming restau-
rant called Oko-
cima for lunch. We 
had a memorable 
lunch for $10 per 
person. 

I gave a Key-
note Address to 
the International 
Association for 
Cross-cultural Psy-
chology (IACCP) 
in Pultusk, Poland 
on July 18. Pultusk 
is a charming pro-
vincial town, not 
far from Warsaw. 
It is located on an 
island in the Narin 
river. We were greeted with salt and water, the traditional 
sign of  hospitality. We had a very nice suite in a 15th century 
castle, and the surrounding river had some good looking 
boats. I gave the first Triandis Award to the winner in per-
son. Pola was not there because she took a tour of  Warsaw, 
where she saw more palaces. The Award is given for the best 
dissertation of  the two year period between the congresses of  
IACCP. The 2000 recipient was a Turkish student, Candan 
Ertubey, who presented the emic/etic dilemmas and the prob-

lems of  measurement of  “control” by Turkish and English 
students. I said a few words before she presented her findings, 
in which I mentioned that the award was partially funded by 
Dharm Bhawuk and his wife Poona with $2,000 he had 
saved as a graduate student, which was really amazing.

The Award had been created recently by a committee of
the International Association for Cross-Cultural Psychology, 
William Gabrenya (chair), Shalom Schwartz, and Rolando 
Diaz-Loving. We were amazed because they did this with 
money saved as graduate students! The Award has become 
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Video 4. Presentation at IACCP 2000 Congress in Pultusk, 
Poland

For the full video in a larger  format, 
For the questions following the talk,

Candan Ertubey, University of  Luton, United 
Kingdom, accepts the first Triandis Award

click here.
click here.

https://vimeo.com/user30683526/review/133577241/ef77e09138
https://vimeo.com/user30683526/review/133577241/ef77e09138
https://vimeo.com/user30683526/review/133590272/24dc8bd72f
https://vimeo.com/user30683526/review/133590272/24dc8bd72f





important in the life of  that organization. It is given for the 
best dissertation every time the organization meets (every two 
years). The organization has enough funds to pay a modest 
amount, and support the travel to the meeting of  the student 
who wins it. It is administered by the Executive Council of  
IACCP, which solicits abstracts of  dissertations and reads the 
finalists in full. Over the years, it has been given to students 
from Lebanon, the United States, Brazil and other countries, 
and the topics have covered all aspects of  cross-cultural psy-
chology. I was able to give the first few awards in person. 
However, old age has prevented my attendance at more re-
cent IACCP Congresses.

We took a tour of  Warsaw, which was destroyed on Hit-
ler’s orders, but has since been reconstructed thanks to the 
drawings by Canaletto and other artists as well as maps that 
were available to the architects. There are magnificent pal-
aces, one of  which was the palace of  Jan Sobieski, who came 
to the assistance of  Vienna when it was attacked by the 
Turks. He essentially saved European Christianity. The pal-
ace has many corridors with the pictures of  Poles who did 
something important. If  one learned about them one would 
learn a fair amount of  the history of  Poland. 

One unforgettable excursion was to Fredrick Chopin’s 
house. A young pianist, who had recently won a competition, 
played Chopin while we sat on benches in the garden outside 
the house. We could not see him playing (he only came out at 
the end to take a bow) but could easily imagine that Chopin 
was playing his own music. They gave us a printed program 

for a one hour concert. The garden is full of  flowers, and has 
a little river. 

From Poland we flew to Sweden for the International 
Congress of  Scientific Psychology. I organized and chaired 
symposia at the congress in Stockholm, Sweden on July 25 
and 27. 	 Stockholm was a great experience. We rented a 
small apartment for a week. It was that week that the Con-
corde crashed and we were pretty upset. The city offers many 
sites, including the house of  the sculptor Miles, who created 
the Sun Singer sculpture in Allerton Park. The exact same 
sculpture is in front of  the Foreign Affairs building in Stock-
holm. Miles had a private collection of  Greek and Roman 
sculptures. His sculpture called the “Hand of  God” is remark-
able. 

We visited the City Hall and saw where the Nobel Prizes 
are awarded and where the dinners take place. The winners 
of  the award are housed at the Grand Hotel ($300/day) and 
some of  the psychologists at the conference did stay there. I 
see no point staying in such hotels. The old town has many 
charming narrow streets. There were several museums, in-
cluding one with the warship Vasa that sank in the harbor as 
soon as it first launched because it had too many cannons. 
They have restored it so that one can get a sense of  the life of  
sailors in the 16th century. There were many palaces and 
many canals, like Venice. The congress had a reception in 
one of  the palaces. There was also a tall ships event that we 
skipped. 
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We went to Uppsala University, which is reminiscent of  
Cambridge University in England. It had many famous 
alumni, such as Celsius and Linnaeus. There is a very nice 
garden that Linnaeus started, and one can see the house 
where he died. 

From Sweden we took the train to Norway, where we met 
Pola’s cousins, Mume and Pepi. In Oslo we visited the 
Munch Museum (famous for the picture called The Scream) 
and other Oslo sites, including parts of  the Oslo fjord. The 
Norsk Folkemuseum has numerous old buildings, including 
some with grass or trees on the roof. There was a park with 
very attractive iron work sculptures. The Oslo fjord has 550 
islands and many attractions, such as Friedrichstat, which has 
the palace of  Friedrich the King of  Denmark, and a 1227 
AD fort. 

Pola and I took a tour of  Norway, part of  which was by 
bus. The driver gave all kinds of  statistics: 67% of  Norwe-
gians live in their own house; 75% of  Norway is mountain-
ous and cannot be used for agriculture. For us flatlanders, 
this was an unforgettable experience. The tour included stay-
ing in the best hotels, such as the Hotel Alexandra, built in 
1884 and renovated many times. The Kaiser used to come 
every summer to one of  them. We had unbelievable smorgas-
bords with 150 or more items. We took many ferries and 
boats through the fjords. The bus driver was extremely skill-
ful, which is necessary in those precipitous roads. The roads 
are often too narrow for traffic to move in both directions. 
Then, the car that is going up has to retreat to let the car that 

is moving down to pass. In my 1961 trip to Norway, on a simi-
lar bus, two girls fainted when they saw this maneuver! 

	The trip through the fjords was unforgettable. The 
mountains drop almost perpendicular into the sea. Though it 
was August, we saw a lot of  snow. They had poles on both 
sides of  the road because, when there is much snow, the snow 
plows do not know where the road is; they use the poles to 
guide the plow. There are 650 glaciers in Norway, and we vis-
ited one, which was surrounded by flowers. 

	After elevations of  2,000 feet there was no vegetation. In 
Rocky Mountain National Park, Colorado, the tree line is 
above 10,000 feet. That is the difference that latitude makes. 
There are 1,000 waterfalls in Norway. We must have seen 50 
of  them. Several farmers from Minnesota were on the tour; 
they had an intense interest in barns! We stopped in some vil-
lages where their ancestors were supposed to have come 
from, and they took many pictures. 

	We took a boat through the Sogne Fjord and saw how 
things are changing. It used to be that people farmed the 
slopes. After 1961, this is no longer the case. The terrain was 
too difficult. In some cases, the terrain was so steep that par-
ents had to tie their children with ropes when they played out-
side so they would not fall into the water. 

	They keep some farms the way they were so people can 
see how it used to be. There is a lot of  boat traffic through 
the fjords. We saw many churches, including one that is the 
smallest in Norway,and has room for 40 people. It was built 
in 1147 and was very rustic. 
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	The bus took us to spots where the view was magnifi-
cent; some views from 5,000 feet looking down were as scenic 
as can be. They let cattle roam free because the price of  la-
bor is too high and they lose only 5% of  the animals from 
cars hitting them. We saw the Svor Museum, with works by 
the sculptor Svor. 

	We also did one stretch by train. It ascended 2000 feet 
in an hour. It included some wonderful waterfalls, as well as 
impressive mountain scenery. One of  the most delightful 
parts of  the trip was seeing the Norwegian landscape while 
listening to Edvar Grieg’s piano concert that the bus driver 
put on the radio. The fjords were spectacular, especially in 
the Midnight sun. I had been in Norway in 1961, and the 
place now was so very different—more modern, more afflu-
ent. 

	The tour ended in Bergen, home of  Holbein and Grieg. 
As the tour have not arranged for a hotel, we had to go to the 
tourist office to get a room, but everything was booked be-
cause the annual tugboat regatta was in town. So they 
booked us in the local hospital, which had facilities for the 
relatives of  the patients. It was a very comfortable room. The 
breakfast was superb. From the hospital we easily went to the 
center of  Bergen by bus. 

	The center has many buildings from the Hanseatic 
period of  the town. We could see how people lived at that 
time. We went to Grieg’s house one more time. I had seen it 
in 1961, but now it was a real tourist attraction, with a visitor 
center. There is no way to go inside his house now, as I had 

done in 1961. The unique experience I had in 1961 of  stand-
ing by Grieg’s desk and looking at the scenery outside was no 
longer available. Tourists have a way of  ruining sites. There 
were many new buildings in the center of  Bergen that did 
not exist in 1961. For instance, Griegshale is the huge, new 
concert hall. 

	Beginning in 2000, we spent December to March in the 
San Diego area, usually in Solana Beach, except twice when 
we exchanged houses with Grace and John Micetich in San 
Diego. John taught at the University of  Illinois in two winter 
semesters. When we exchanged houses we went all out, ex-
changing cars, coats, and more.

2001
Pola and I went to Thailand before my visit to Singapore 

from January to March. We were joined by Louisa for a cou-
ple of  weeks since she was in Taiwan. In addition to Bang-
kok, we went to Chiang Mai by train. It was interesting spend-
ing the night in a train compartment. Chiang Mai is about 
2,000 feet above sea level, and the climate is very agreeable. 
The temples were unbelievable in both places. They were cov-
ered with gold leaf, which floated in the air, so that we had 
fleches of  gold on our heads. There were statutes of  the Bud-
dha all over. In Chiang Mai we saw a very interesting mu-
seum of  local art, sponsored by the King of  Thailand. It is 
called the Hill Tribe Museum because most of  the artifacts 
were produced by people who live in the north of  the coun-
try. We dined in some lovely spots, sometimes near a river. 
We saw an elephant show, and the two ladies rode the ele-

214

Harry C. Triandis AUTOBIOGRAPHY



phants. Paint brushes were given to the elephants that pro-
duced credible modern art! The Thais were unbelievably 
friendly. At one point I touched a sharp edge at a market, 
and immediately they appeared with ice to stop the bleeding. 

In Bangkok, we enjoyed meeting Billy Slater, nephew of  
our close friends, the Temperleys. He and his friend, Koke, 
took us to authentic Thai restaurants, and Billy introduced us 
to his friends, who included an Australian journalist who had 
much to say about the town. We took a tour of  the canals in 
Bangkok where one sees the locals swimming off  their boats. 
The floating markets are full of  local color. There are also 
very modern elements, like the sky train, and very traditional 
elements, like the spirit houses that protect each house from 
evil spirits. People were very respectful of  old age. At one 
point, a rickshaw driver kissed my hand! Sadly, both Billy and 
Koke died soon after our visit. 

In the winter of  2001, I was the Goh Tjoel Kok Professor 
at Nanyang Technological University in Singapore. We vis-
ited again the Chinese garden, which has a wonderful Shu 
Zho corner, as well as a resort near Singapore that is located 
in Indonesia. 

During Chinese New Year, we went to Bali and had an 
absolutely wonderful time. In Bali, religion is a central part 
of  life; there are more Hindu Temples per square kilometer 
than in most places. Our hotel had a temple; some restau-
rants had temples. 

We started in Kuta, where we had a hotel with views of  
some rice fields. In Kuta, we saw one of  the most unforgetta-

ble sunsets. One of  them included many clouds that changed 
as the sun set. The colors were intensive blue, green, yellow, 
pink, the cloud formations were amazing, and it lasted a 
good half  hour; the colors kept changing like a movie. We 
had a beer sitting comfortably while watching the sunset. A 
group came by with the ashes of  a deceased relative, which 
they placed in the sea. I want my ashes to be placed in the 
sea also; the sea unifies the globe.

We took a tour that included the local color of  the island. 
It included a funeral which we followed with the mourners. 
We went to the Hilton to see the architecture. It was located 
not far from a hill that had many monkeys. A monkey took 
my hat, but I was able to retrieve it. At the Hilton, Pola 
slipped and fell, and they were immensely solicitous, proba-
bly to avoid a court case.

Then we moved to Ubud. At the Puri Bunga (Hotel of  
Flowers), there is a lady whose only job is to go from room to 
room and set rice and flowers on the thresholds, which are of-
ferings to the gods so that those who are in the room will be 
in good health. The views of  the fields and the river from the 
top of  the hill were unbelievably beautiful and exotic. The 
view from this hotel was spectacular. We could see a river in 
which people went rafting and swimming, and the place had 
flowers, butterflies, and wonderful birds. 

We saw a very good museum with Indonesian art. We 
were surprised that there were so many figures of  persons, 
supposedly not allowed in Islam. But this is a Hindu island. 
An indication of  the Indonesian tolerance is that the museum 
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was opened by the Minister of  Culture. We rented a car and 
driver and drove to the volcano of  the island. The peddlers 
were annoying, always wanting us to buy something. We vis-
ited many temples, many art studios where we saw the local 
artist at work, and we heard much local Gamelan music.

In sum, the island is loaded with flowers, spectacular scen-
ery, such as a volcano, and beautiful beaches. The sense of  
the aesthetic is everywhere, for instance at breakfast the sau-
sages with our eggs were sculptures. 

Later that year, we met Louisa and Jim at the island of  
Pangor in Malaysia, near Penang, where we spent a week at a 
breathtakingly beautiful beach. From the mainland to the is-
land, one takes a boat ($1 per person). We had two rooms at 
the hotel for $80 per night, including a wonderful breakfast. 
There was a good pool as well as a beach. The hills surround-
ing the beach were covered with jungles. We visited many is-
lands nearby. Coral island has a very expensive resort, up to 
$5,000/night; each room has its own butler! Pangor island is 
mainly jungle, with monkeys all over the place looking for 
things to steal out of  our bags. There were also birds, called 
hornbills, that have huge beaks and wings like helicopter 
blades. 

Kuala Lumpur had an unbelievably modern airport, 
which was more like a shopping center than anything else. In 
fact, the airports in Kuala Lumpur and Singapore make the 
North American and Europe airports look rather shabby. 
Downtown Kuala Lumpur has two towers that are supposed 
to be the tallest in the world, but I did not like them, so close 

to other buildings. Such buildings should be in the middle of  
a large park, so that one can see them from some distance. As 
it is, both of  these towers, and the 101 Tower in Taipei, 
which is also very tall, make my neck uncomfortable when I 
try to look at their tops. In any case, these buildings are con-
trary to the “nothing in excess” principle which I consider 
very important (Triandis, 2009). We did not see much green-
ery or good places to walk in Kuala Lumpur. 

	I gave a keynote address at the conference on “Dimen-
sions of  Culture” in Tilburg, The Netherlands, in April. It 
commemorated the second edition of  Hofstede’s book Cul-
ture’s Consequences. They put me up at a very nice hotel and 
the food was unusually good. 

	After this lecture, I met Pola in Paris, where we visited 
the the Quai d’Orsay and Pompidou museums, the latter fea-
turing an exhibit of  “From Matisse to Pollock.” We also went 
to Giverny, where we saw the house and garden of  Monet. 
The garden is unbelievably lovely, with all kinds of  flowers. 
He had an amazing eye for color, and the flowers provide it 
in abundance. The little pond was enchanting, and the Japa-
nese bridge, which he painted many times, were all there. 

 	Then we met Louisa in Zurich (she came from Taiwan) 
and proceeded to see the Cinque Terre in Italy. This is a de-
lightful set of  five villages perched on steep slopes that drop 
into the sea. There is a very scenic path between the villages. 
The villages have many steps and very narrow streets. The 
path between them has heart stopping views of  the sea and 
many flowers and vineyards. Louisa walked the whole 11 kilo-
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meters between the villages; Pola and I did only the stretch 
on the Via del Amore between the villages of  Vernaza and 
Monarola. The smell of  jasmine was everywhere. We took 
the boat that stops in all five villages and had some wonderful 
food in some of  them. The largest village is Monte Rosso, 
and is the only one that has cars. The region is famous for its 
wine, which tastes a bit like champagne, and lemons—won-
derful lemonades. 

	We had thought that we would have no trouble getting a 
hotel in Cinque Terre, but forgot that we hit the May 1 holi-
day. When we got to Genoa there was a flower show. We took 
the train down the coast, testing the waters in different cities 
and found no hotel until Livorno. This is not a tourist place, 
so the hotel keeper was delighted to see us, and even made 
dinner for us past midnight! The next day, he took us around 
to see the town, which has a really impressive train station. 
We finally found a very nice hotel in Pisa and took the train 
to Cinque Terre daily. 

	Pisa has the wonderful leaning tower and a splendid 
cathedral. The Campo dei Miracoli is an exquisite architec-
tural achievement. The cathedral has excellent mosaics and 
other art. The baptistery was designed by Nicolo Pisano and 
is a real jewel. In Pisa, there is the Scuola Normale Superi-
ore, which has half  international students and half  Italian 
students. The President of  Italy had gone there. My grandfa-
ther, John, got his medical degree in Pisa. We saw the exte-
rior of  that university. Even though it was early May, the tem-

perature was in the 80s. But the church of  San Matteo, 
which was begun in 1027, provided a cool interior	

	From Pisa we visited Lucca, where the old city wall is 
still intact. We had lunch at the café where Puccini, whose 
hometown this was, met his friends. We visited his home, 
which is now a museum, and saw the impressive church of  
San Michele. The church was started int the 7th century and 
reconstructed in the 8th and 14th centuries. One of  the 
squares in Lucca was a Roman amphitheater and has re-
tained that shape, with houses all around. 

	On the recommendation of  Wint Solberg, our neighbor, 
we went to San Miniato. This is a charming hill town, and 
the meal at the local hotel was memorable. It is a good sam-
ple of  Italian hill towns. 

	Then Louisa had to return to Taiwan and Pola and I 
took the boat from Venice to Corfu. In Corfu, Pola remi-
nisced about the wonderful engagement party we had there 
in 1998. We then drove to the village of  Lutzes, which is at 
about 1,000 feet above sea level and has a wonderful view, as 
well as unbelievable wild flowers. We went there because we 
had read about it in Kitchen in Corfu. The book was written by 
two Americans or Brits who spent some years in Lutzes and 
learned to cook in the local manner. 

	Once more we visited Mont Repos and saw the progress 
made in reconstructing the palace. This palace was claimed 
by the royal family of  Greece, but they did nothing to main-
tain it, so the City of  Corfu took it over and converted it to a 
museum. Most of  the properties of  the Greek royal family 
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have been taken over by the Greek state. The Greeks have 
had a turbulent relationship with royalty during the almost 
200 years since they gained their independence from the Ot-
tomans in 1821. They expelled and re-invited their King four 
or five times, I am not sure. The first King was Otto, Prince 
of  Bavaria. He came to Greece with several hundred Bavari-
ans. Some of  what they did was good. For instance, they cre-
ated a good brewery called Fix. I was at the Makris School 
with one of  the descendants of  Fix, and he was a nice boy 
with very bushy hair. However, there was a clash of  cultures, 
and Otto was expelled. 

	Then the Great Powers sent a member of  the Glicks-
burg family from Denmark. That worked a bit better, but he 
was expelled, then re-invited, and it went back and forth this 
way until 1975, when the king was expelled for good. Greece 
is now a Republic. I remember that, when I was a child, I 
was taken to the balcony of  a house overlooking Mitropoleos 
Square in Athens to see King George coming back. The 
crowds were immense and they applauded wildly. We went to 
the same place to see the wedding of  a Greek Princess to the 
King of  Romania. Again the crowd was enthusiastic.

	I think a Republic is much better. I do not believe the 
nonsense about anointed kings representing God on earth. 
Most royalty are ordinary individuals. A. V. Smith, Professor 
of  Psychology at the University of  Durham, with whom I 
took an excursion to the Adirondack Mountains when I was 
a graduate student at Cornell, told me that he tested Queen 
Elizabeth when she was a child and her IQ was 120, which is 

very good. I suspect that the average royal in the world has 
an IQ of  100. The ones I met, such as King Constantine 
when I was a member of  the Metaxas Neolea, did not im-
press me. I was also the interpreter for an American observer 
of  the referendum that brought the king back to Greece in 
1946. That did not work out either because Queen Frederica 
meddled in too much that she had no business in being in-
volved in. For instance, she decided who should be the con-
ductor of  the National Symphony of  Greece. Why should 
the Queen decide that instead of  letting the members of  the 
symphony decide, the way they do in the Berlin Philhar-
monic? 

	After that we visiting family in Athens, we made an 
excursion to Hydra, the island that has no cars. The mode of  
transportation is donkeys. The village of  Kamini on this is-
land has a restaurant that is so famous that it has no sign in 
front of  it. The food was terrific. 

	  Pola flew to Belgrade to visit her cousin and meet with 
the lawyers working on getting her property back. I went to 
Thessaloniki because the American College there asked me 
to visit. They wanted to know if  I was interested in coming 
there for a couple of  years to set up a psychology depart-
ment. I was not interested. The area is very pleasant, espe-
cially the location called Panorama, but I felt too old to un-
dertake such a task.

	I returned to Athens, and my friend Jim Georgas invited 
me to spend a few days in his summer home on Mykonos. 
His home has a wonderful view. Far away are the islands 
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Naxos and Paros. Sandy and Ray Fowler were also visiting. 
Poor Ray was at the time CEO of  the American Psychologi-
cal Association, and there was a crisis because someone had 
published something that offended certain people. He spent 
many hours on the phone to Washington D. C. discussing 
this crisis. 

	Mykonos has many boutique stores selling Greek art 
and international goods. I then returned to Athens where I 
spent one night at the Grand Chalet hotel in Kifissia and saw 
the way my father’s house, which he sold in 1998, has been 
transformed. It is now the Peruvian embassy and has an addi-
tional floor. I then flew to Berlin.  
	 I gave a keynote address at a conference on “Diversity” 
in Berlin and Potsdam, Germany. I love Berlin with its three 
opera houses. I went to the opera almost every night for a 
week. At the Volksoper I explained that I need to stretch my 
legs, otherwise they hurt. The problems of  old age! They 
gave me a wonderful seat where I could stretch my legs fully 
while I saw Eugene Onegin. I found a very good Greek restau-
rant near my residence. One can find a Greek restaurant in 
most German towns, and it is a pity that Champaign has not 
been able to keep one. I took the tour of  the city and walked 
around the Reichstag, on Unter den Linden and near Hum-
boldt University, and admired the super-modern buildings of  
Kurfurstendam. 

 	I also took a cruise through some lakes and was told 
that one of  the houses on the lake was where Einstein spent 
the summer when he lived in Berlin. I visited museums at lei-

sure, especially the Pergamon, which had an excellent audio 
program that gave details about what I saw. The Pergamon 
Museum has examples of  the art of  ancient Babylon, Greece, 
and other places. It is especially noted for the famous Altar 
of  Zeus. The Egyptian Museum is also superb, with the origi-
nal statue of  Nefrititi in the middle. Marty Chemers and his 
wife were also participants at the conference and we saw 
many exhibits together, including an impressive flower show 
with flowers from all over the world. I marveled at the extent 
to which the Palace of  Sans Souci had Corinthian columns. 
It was the first museum in the world when it opened in the 
18th century. The art museum also had a very good collec-
tion of  paintings by Van Dyke and Rembrandt.	

	We flew to Alberta, Canada in August and took the 
train to Jasper National Park. The trip was very pleasant be-
cause the area is so forested and the mountains so imposing. 
Jasper has a fantastic canyon about 250 feet deep and 20 feet 
wide, with a waterfall. There are two lakes as well, Medicine 
Lake and Madingo Lake, at an elevation of  10,000 feet. We 
took the boat through the lakes and the whole place was tre-
mendously scenic and peaceful. Alpine fir trees are so attrac-
tive. The oldest house in Jasper was constructed in 1913 and 
is now the Tourist Information Center. Then we took the bus 
to Banff. On the way to Banff, we stopped at the Columbia 
Ice Field, which I had visited in 1953, and toured in an ice-
mobile. In 2001 so much of  the glacier was gone that there 
was no way to use an ice-mobile. Global warming is taking a 
toll. We then flew from Calgary to Vancouver, where we 
started a cruise through the Inland Passage of  Alaska. 
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	The staff  of  the cruise was multicultural: The rooms 
were cleaned by Indonesians, the dining room staff  was Fili-
pino, the athletic staff  was Australian, the string quartet Rus-
sian, and the officers were Dutch. In addition, they had a na-
tive Alaskan who discussed the life and customs of  the 
Kwakiutl and other Northwestern tribes. We saw many totem 
poles; and visited an Indian long house. The most spectacu-
lar part of  the trip was the Glaciers and a chance to see them 
“calving”—huge chunks of  ice, the size of  a three story build-
ing, falling into the sea. 

	We visited a vast National Forest. In most communities 
that we visited, the tide was 14 feet, so most houses were on 
piles. We stopped in Juno, which has no roads to the main-
land, so everything has to come by sea. We saw a Russian Or-
thodox Church, a reminder that Alaska at one time belonged 
to the Russians, and the Alaska Museum. The sea had an 
amazing number of  salmon. Then we stopped in Skagway, 
population 2,000. We took an excursion by train, the White 
Pass Summit Railway, that was very scenic, with many water-
falls. Next was Ketchikan, which has only 40 days of  sun-
shine per year, but we were very lucky because the sun was 
shining! On the way back to Vancouver, we went through a 
maritime park that had numerous whales that could be seen 
from the boat. 

	In Vancouver, we visited my cousin Rena, who has three 
children, grandchildren, and even great grandchildren, 
though she is younger than I. Many of  them are birdwatch-
ers. She organized a party for Leonidas, her former husband, 

who had his birthday that day. We met most of  Rena’s de-
scendants. The food was abundant, and many bottles of  wine 
were given to Leonidas as gifts. 

	We visited the Chinese Garden in Vancouver, which is 
quite authentic. We also visited Mayne Island, where my 
cousin Rena lived for some years, and saw a very nice Japa-
nese garden that was made there to commemorate the pres-
ence of  Japanese citizens who were interned during WWII.

	After 9/11/01, people were afraid to travel. In October, 
we took a chance by bidding at a charity auction in support 
of  the Baroque Artists of  Champaign (BACH). The father of  
one of  the artists placed his Paris apartment in the auction, 
and ours was the only bid. It was on the 6th floor, with an ele-
vator, conveniently located not far from the Garede du Nord. 
Nearby were stores that sold pastries, cheese, vegetables, and 
meat. The French prefer to shop in stores that sell only one 
product; this permits them to have superb quality of  what is 
sold, though the cost is high. We did some sightseeing that we 
had not done before, such as the Chateau where Louis the 
XIV was born outside of  Paris. We had dinner with Michele 
Bourgain and that made it possible to discuss all kinds of  top-
ics in French. My colleague, Colette Sabatier, had us for din-
ner along with John Berry, and it was a wonderful experience 
that ended with a large platter of  cheeses. We were bewil-
dered about which to choose. 

	From Paris we took the overnight train to Venice, which 
we found flooded but delightfully empty of  tourists. The lo-
cals had placed planks about two feet above the ground for 
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people to walk around. We saw many things we had not seen 
on previous trips, such as the Guggenheim Museum on the 
Grand Canal, which has very good modern art. We visited 
the restored Ca d’ Oro. The view from it across the canal is 
very attractive. We took boats to Murano and Torcelo, where 
the mosaics of  the 12th century church are truly remarkable. 

	From Venice we took the boat to Corfu. Seeing Venice 
from the boat was a unique experience. We saw some parks 
and gardens we did not know existed. We were in Corfu on 
October 28, which is a national holiday that commemorates 
the “No” that Metaxas said to Mussolini on October 28, 
1940, in response to his demand of  free entrance for his 
troops to occupy Greece. There were many parades. It seems 
that every school had its own band, dressed in colorful uni-
forms. We had an excellent place to see these parades from 
the windows of  Aunt Helen’s apartment on the Rue de Rivoli 
of  Corfu, called the Liston. 

	We visited all of  our favorite sites on Corfu such as the 
Island of  the Dead. The café overlooking the island has a su-
perb view, and one can see the same view from the restroom, 
which must be the restroom with the best view in the world. 
We went to Paleokastriza, but it had virtually closed for the 
season, so we could not even get a cup of  coffee. There were 
no tourists, which made it especially attractive. The sea was 
very beautiful, as blue as can be, and unbelievably clear. The 
monastery was covered with flowers, especially cyclamens. 
Then we took the bus to Athens. The bus goes on a ferry 
boat to Igumenitz and then drives along the west coast of  Ae-

toloacarnania to 
the bridge that 
crosses to the Pelo-
ponnese. 
	We went up to 
the Acropolis for 
the last time. At 
age 75 that is the 
limit. We visited 
for the nth time 
the museum of  
the Acropolis, 
with its wonderful 
reconstruction of  
the Parthenon, 
where you can see 
how the freeze 
was organized. 
We saw the origi-
nal Caryatides, 
protected from 
the rain inside the 

museum; the ones outside are copies; we stopped at the Arios 
Pagos, where democracy was born and St. Paul preached to 
the Athenians. We strolled leisurely around the Plaka and ate 
at my favorite restaurant, Zeus.

We celebrated the 35th anniversary of  our wedding in 
2001. For that occasion, we commissioned an original compo-
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sition by Rudolf  Haken, a noted local composer. We asked 
that the composition have some relationship to Bach’s “Wed-
ding Cantata.” Rudolf  created a cross-cultural composition 
with a structure that corresponded to Bach’s “Suites”: Intro-
duction and then dances. The dances came from Africa and 
Latin America. It was performed on the second floor of  the 
Levis Faculty Center. Rudolf  played an instrument called “a 
viola pomposa” that was like a violin of  Bach’s time, which 
he described in a little lecture. We invited about 60 of  our 
friends and many were present for the dinner, after which 
they heard the composition. Louisa and Jim came from the 
West Coast; she was pregnant with Alex at the time, but gave 
a delightful toast. Michele Gelfand and her husband, Todd, 
came from the East Coast. I said that we wanted to celebrate 
our 35th since I was not sure we would make it to our 50th. 
Many said that we would make it to our 50th. At this time we 
are only one year away, so maybe we will. 

2002
I was invited to spend a semester at Victoria University, 

in Wellington, New Zealand. In addition to teaching social 
psychology, I gave a public lecture at that university, and 
spoke on a New Zealand-wide radio program discussing the 
main findings of  cross-cultural psychology. I also flew to 
Auckland, where I gave a colloquium at the Technical Univer-
sity. 

	To get to New Zealand, Pola and I stopped in Papeete, 
French Polynesia and flew to Bora Bora, which is perhaps the 
most beautiful place that I have seen in all my travels. It has a 

lagoon with crystal clear waters that could not be bluer. In dif-
ferent bays the color changes from blue to green to turquoise. 
In the middle of  the lagoon is an island, the remains of  a vol-
cano. We took a catamaran and could almost touch the fish. 
We did swim off  the catamaran and the water was clear as 
tap water and a perfect temperature. We stayed in the Mai 
Tai Hotel. When we entered our room, we found flowers all 
over the room, even in the bathroom. Not only was the food 
French, but the weather report had nothing to do with Bora 
Bora—it reported the weather in Paris! It was an unforgetta-
ble experience. We left with regrets, flying out of  the Faaa 
Airport to New Zealand. 

	Our first stop in New Zealand was in Auckland, where 
we stayed at the Mercure Hotel. The buffet breakfast was un-
believably good. Auckland has an excellent exhibit which 
simulates the experience of  going to the Antarctic. Sitting on 
a train, you go through snow looking at penguins. Next to it 
is an exhibit of  Scott’s tragic 1911 expedition there. Every 
day they have to make 2.5 tons of  snow for these exhibits! 

	The main museum featured Maori culture, with 20 
meter long canoes that could take 100 warriors. There was 
also a performance of  dance that featured Maori men who 
were quite aggressive with movements designed to scare “the 
enemy,” including sticking out their tongues. The women 
danced like in Hawaii. Pola and other observers joined the 
dance at one point. The dances were accompanied by a 
Maori horn that made a deep sound. 
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	From Auckland we took the train to Wellington. We saw 
some very nice scenery, woods, and volcanoes. When we got 
to Wellington, Colleen Ward, The Head of  Psychology at Vic-
toria University, met us and took us to a very good restaurant 
and then to our apartment, which was located in the center 
of  town. We could walk to the grocery shop, which had prod-
ucts from all over the world, and to many restaurants. Wel-
lington is the capital and has many government buildings, in-
cluding the Parliament that is in the shape of  a beehive. 
There is an excellent museum that features Maori culture, 
and also includes much material about the colonization of  
New Zealand. The National Library was an interesting stop. 
The sign in front of  it is in both English and Maori. The Eng-
lish sign is smaller than the Maori one. I assume that the 
Maori sign says something like “the place where you can find 
things that can improve what you know.” I entered my name 
in the computer. It did list my books and mentioned that they 
did not have them, but that they were available on Amazon 
and gave the prices. A chorus of  Maori performed at the li-
brary. For the best view of  Wellington, take the cable car to 
the top of  Mt. Victoria. 

	At Victoria University, there was a ceremony to wel-
come new faculty members. I was considered a new faculty 
member. Another new faculty was a Maori clinical psycholo-
gist. Her father spoke extensively, indicating that she comes 
from illustrious ancestors. He pleaded with the faculty to 
treat his daughter well. Colleen Ward, the head of  the depart-
ment, welcomed her in both Maori and English. Then the 
old faculty lined up and we went through the line rubbing 

noses with each of  the old faculty members. Finally, there 
was lunch, with lots of  wine. One felt really welcomed! Why 
don’t we do that in the States? 

	Wellington is on the North Island. You can reach the 
South Island by ferry. From there we took the train to Christ-
church, traveling along the East Shore of  the island, seeing 
beautiful rock formations, and woods. We found a Greek res-
taurant called Spetze that was unusually good. We stayed at 
the Windsor Arms Hotel, which was charming. It even pro-
vided guests with hot water bottles. I had visited this city in 
1974 and found it now greatly transformed. In 1974, there 
were no exotic restaurants; now there are several. It was 
March, the beginning of  autumn, and the leaves were turn-
ing a good red. We took the train to the mountains of  the 
west of  the South Island. It is a very impressive, beautiful 
land. The train went through the mountains; it was a transal-
pine trip to Arthur Pass National Park. We could see the 
snow on the peaks of  the mountains. A storm was coming, so 
we hurried to get back to our apartment on the North Island. 
Indeed, after we got there, the ferry service between the two 
islands stopped because of  the storm. 

	Wellington has a wonderful botanical garden as well as a 
zoo. The garden has flowers from all over the world. The 
rose garden is especially impressive, with a large variety of  
roses. One corner features a Japanese environment. It was do-
nated to New Zealand by Japan because New Zealand did 
not accept nuclear weapons, making it impossible for some 
American navy ships to stop there. Mt. Victoria has a very 
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good view of  Wellington. There is also a bird sanctuary, 
which has a fence to prevent mammals from disturbing the 
birds. We did some excursions from town to various beaches. 
One of  these beaches featured seals. The males come visit 
that beach only in the winter. During the spring they swim to 
the South Island where they mate. The zoo is also worth a 
visit; it has many of  the animals of  Australia

	We took many excursions on the North Island, which 
has a lake formed from an extinct volcano and an area with 
geysers like Yellowstone. One of  the geysers looked a lot like 
Old Faithful, but it went on spouting for a good half  hour, 
which Old Faithful does not do. One of  the geysers is called 
Prince of  Wales (how royal can you get!) The Maori name 
for New Zealand translates to “the land of  the long white 
clouds.” Indeed, we saw many such clouds. We visited a 
Maori village and saw a good deal of  Maori woodwork and 
weaving, and they tried to give us an idea of  the Maori way 
of  life.

The Queen Mother died that year. The town went into 
deep mourning. The British Royal Family is very much the 
leader of  New Zealand.

	Pola had to cut her trip to New Zealand short because 
our grandson Alex was born and she went to California to 
help Louisa. She arrived from the airport at the door as the 
proud parents arrived from the hospital. I had regular reports 
about the baby via e-mail. Alex would not nurse, and Louisa 
asked for advice. All I could offer was that the Watutsi placed 
a warrior’s spear in the room where the baby sleeps. A better 

solution was a special baby nurse. The first three months 
were quite stressful, but after that, Alex settled down and has 
had an excellent appetite ever since. We were very pleased 
with the name Alexander because there were numerous mem-
bers of  our families with that name. 

I was invited to give a colloquium at the University of  
Auckland. On that trip, I saw the Auckland Maritime Mu-
seum, which had interesting exhibits about the travels of  the 
Maori from other islands to New Zealand. Apparently, they 
took everything with them, pigs, seeds, and the like, so that 
when they reached this land they settled it with ease. 

In July, I was in Yogyakarta, Indonesia, for the Interna-
tional Association for Cross-cultural Psychology Congress. 
The city is famous as the center of  the major university of  In-
donesia, which has 100,000 students from all over Indonesia. 

I did not give a paper, but I met my old students and had 
a good time. The hotel was excellent, with wonderful gar-
dens, pool, and superb breakfast, all for $46/night. The at-
mosphere was reminiscent of  Bali. The Palace of  the Sultan 
was not as impressive as European palaces, but worth seeing. 
At the palace of  the Sultan, there was a stately dance per-
formance accompanied by Gamelan music. There were ex-
otic markets in town. 

The opening ceremony of  the Congress included the 
usual speeches and a dance performance, with girls wearing 
colorful costumes featuring local fabrics; they used their fin-
gers to express various emotions and a great deal of  symbol-
ism.	The streets had many motor bikes and few cars. The 
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Congress arranged for an excursion by bus to the Buddhist 
temple of  Borobudur. This is the largest Buddhist temple in 
the world. We had a police escort and went through all the 
red lights. An ambulance took up the rear of  the procession. 
The temple has 7 levels, and I found it difficult to get to the 
top. They offered to help me, but I refused, and did make it. 
There was a performance of  the Ramayana Ballet after the ex-
cursion, with the actors in many costumes, representing 
scenes of  war, hunting, and exaggerated sex roles.

From Indonesia I went to Cambodia to see Angor Wat. I 
always wanted to see it because, on a cruise through the Ae-
gean in 1954, I talked to an Englishman who said it was the 
most wonderful building in the world. There were few cars, 
but many motor bikes. There were some invalids in the 
streets, reflecting the crazy Pol Pot period. Angor Thom is an 
extensive site, with 292 temples, one of  which has two rows 
of  54 statutes. Sadly, some temples were taken over by the 
jungle. There is a sense of  a real war between the jungle and 
the temples. One temple was believed to be the middle of  the 
world. All humans are ethnocentric! Many temples are sur-
rounded by moats, representing the ocean, while the temple 
represents mountains. 

There is much evidence of  the struggle between Hindu-
ism and Buddhism. Most temples were originally Hindu then 
were converted later to Buddhism. Angkor Wat is the most 
impressive of  the temples, with a moat that is 5.5 km long 
and 200 meters wide. Japanese funds have been used to re-
store it. One approaches it on a 349 meter causeway. It is 

very beautiful, especially when seen mirrored in its moat. It is 
800 meters by 800 meters in size and well preserved. At one 
time it contained 6 libraries. There are representations of  
1,500 heavenly dancers on its walls. It took half  a million 
workers 6 years to build it. At one time, one million people 
lived in it.

Back in North America, I gave a keynote address at the 
conference one Culture and Organizational Behavior, in Chi-
cago, Illinois. Clearly, as the years go by, my life is becoming 
less hectic when compared with previous years. The Ameri-
can Psychological Association’s Division 52 (International) 
named me Distinguished International Psychologist of  the 
Year in 2002. 

	Triandis, Carnevale et al (2001) presented evidence that 
collectivists are more likely to cheat, or to bribe, than indi-
vidualists. The essence of  the argument is that collectivists 
generally do not cheat an ingroup member, but an outgroup 
member is fair game.

Pola and I took a trip to Costa Rica, which has a com-
mendable ecological conscience. The Grano de Oro Hotel in 
San Juan was excellent. San Juan is the capital and has an op-
era house, a museum, several ecological exhibits, some nice 
parks, and a zoo. The highways were poor, but we did not 
drive. We left that to the tour operators. The cloud forests at 
Monteverde were full of  monkeys and flowers. Manuel Anto-
nio, on the Pacific Ocean, was a wonderful resort. It had su-
perb beaches and wonderful walks in the jungle. The forests 
were dense and had many interesting animals, such as mon-
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keys, ants, and colorful birds. Pola, like most tourists, had 
hoped to see the famous quetzal but, although the guide tried 
his best, the bird did not show up.

We went for a walk to a beautiful deserted beach, but the 
prospect of  an hour long uphill climb was too daunting. Luck-
ily, we spotted a man with a boat and asked him to give us a 
ride. He did that for a small sum. He told us that he does a 
lot of  life saving because the ocean has riptides, and that he 
once saved the life of  a French biologist, who later married 
him. This seems farfetched, given that he is not well edu-
cated, but plausible because he is very attractive, with broad 
shoulders. We were very impressed by some of  the hotels that 
were very well designed, integrating the jungle with modern 
conveniences.

Pola and I also did our usual summer European trip, 
which included France, Venice, Corfu, and Athens. 

2003
I had only two professional events that year—what a con-

trast with the 1980s! A colloquium at the University of  Illi-
nois in Chicago and a keynote at the School of  Professional 
Psychology, also in Chicago.

	We spent two weeks this year on the Big Island in Ha-
waii, which we always love, with Jim, Louisa, and Alex. It 
was Alex’s first big trip and he proved to have the Triandis 
travel gene. One of  the best sites on the Big Island is Waipio 
valley. I do not remember how many times I have looked at 
it, but I always thought that it is one of  the best views in the 

world. We then spent three days on Oahu and went to Maui, 
where we visited the superb aquarium and met the Bertezi-
kas. We spent a good deal of  time admiring the kids who 
were surfing in very rough waves. 

	In July, we joined a very interesting Elderhostel in 
Carmel California, focusing on the music of  Bach. Carmel is 
a charming town, and we enjoyed the Borromeo mission 
where we heard one of  the Bach concerts. There were some 
very lovely parks, where the smell of  pine was delightful. 
Point Lobos State Park has very interesting wild life; one can 
even see some whales. There are also islands covered with 
birds. Driving on the 17 Mile Drive was an experience: e.g., 
seeing houses in Byzantine style, with several Royce Royces 
in front. There is so much money in that part of  the world! 
Pacific Grove has superb, delightfully smelling flowerbeds. 
We then went to Big Sur, where we stayed at an attractive 
state park and visited the only beach one can drive to. Nepen-
the (means no worries) is a lovely site, with terrific views, and 
a good restaurant. Henry Miller’s house was worth seeing; he 
lived there for 22 years. We then drove to Sacramento which 
has a museum in an old mansion. We visited my co-author, 
Ravi Jain, at the University of  the Pacific, where he is the 
Dean of  Engineering. It is near Stockton, which is the 4th 
largest inland port in the U.S. We never knew that. We 
passed through Donner Pass and arrived in Lake Tahoe, 
which is one of  the most beautiful lakes in the world. We 
spent some time at King’s Beach on Lake Tahoe with Louisa 
and her family. The lake is an amazing deep blue and has 
some very nice houses and a castle that can be visited. We 
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took a cruise on the lake and saw the castle, which has a terri-
fic view on Emerald Bay with a little island in the middle. We 
also went to Squaw Valley, a former Olympic site, and took 
Alex in his stroller to the top of  a mountain where there were 
ski lifts, a huge pool, and a lot of  scenery. This was a bit of  
Switzerland near the lake. 

	I went to Greece and spent a week in Edypsos, which is 
supposed to have medicinal water that is good for my arthri-
tis. At the hotel once every day, they set up a hot bath in a 
large bathtub. It did not do much for my arthritis, but I had a 
wonderful time eating “skordalia” every day (large quantities 
of  garlic, and potatoes, mixed with olive oil). Pola objects to 
the intensive smell of  garlic, so I normally cannot eat it when 
she is with me. 

We went to Miami to visit cousins Kips and Chris and 
their kids, and while there we drove to Key West. There are 
some charming restaurants on the way, and we admired some 
famous sunsets. The locals congregate at a particular square 
and wait for the sun to go down. Fort Jefferson was a most in-
teresting boat trip to the Dry Tortugas National Park. There 
you will find an impressive fort which guarded Florida. It was 
also where Dr. Mudd, the physician who treated John Willes 
Booth, Lincoln’s assassin, was incarcerated. The snorkeling 
around it is superb. Truman used to spend part of  the winter 
in Key West and one can see the “White House” of  that pe-
riod. We also saw some marvelous birds.

Fooling Ourselves
The events of  9/11/01 changed my life because, from 

about 2001 to 2008, I spent most of  my time writing a book. 
The title: Fooling Ourselves: Self-Deception in Politics, Religion and 
Terrorism (2009, Westport, CT: Praeger). The book received 
the William James Book Prize from the General Division of  
the APA as “an outstanding example of  integrative work in 
psychology across specialty areas.” 

The focus on the book is on 
self-deception, which I will discuss 
below. The book includes the wis-
dom that the ancient Greeks wrote 
on the temple of  Apollo in Delphi: 
“Know thyself,” and “Nothing in 
Excess.” However, this wisdom is 
universal. A lot of  Indian philoso-
phy includes the “know thyself ” 
viewpoint. The Buddha wanted to 
see the world without self-
deceptions and emphasized “the 
Middle Way.” In China, Confucius 
emphasized the “rules of  propriety;” in which he objected to 
both extravagance and parsimony. Laozi, as well as Confu-
cius, avoided extremes. Most utopias, such as those written by 
Plato and Thomas More, recommended moderation. Post 
World War II Japanese child-rearing encourages self-
reflection and self-criticism, which can increase self-
knowledge.	
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Unfortunately, much of  modern culture ignores these 
two pieces of  wisdom. To “know thyself ” means to entertain 
the possibility that you are deceiving yourself. Many of  us de-
ceive ourselves and are unaware that we are doing so. Other 
ancient wisdom also opposes self-deception. For example, the 
Talmud says that “Thunder exists only to straighten the 
crookedness of  our hearts, to strip away the layers of  our self-
deception.” Under the influence of  the advertising industry, 
we are urged to buy more and more luxuries, not realizing 
that we are overusing the resources of  the world and contrib-
uting to global warming. 

	“Nothing in excess” suggests that we must not do or 
have too much of  any “good thing.” Too much food, drink, 
or jogging, are likely to have bad consequences, such as obe-
sity, auto accidents, or arthritis. Too little water results in de-
hydration, and too much in hyponatremia (this happens to 
long distance runners who drink as they run). Even too much 
money is not good for us. Muscular men are attractive to 
women, but the optimal attraction occurs when the man is 
not excessively muscular. In a study done in 1979, the level of  
happiness of  the sample was measured, and in 1975 the par-
ticipants were asked how much they earned. The top earners 
were not the ones who were most happy in 1976 but the ones 
who were next most happy. Thus, even in the case of  happi-
ness “nothing in excess” seems to work! Nothing in excess 
criticizes the extreme elements of  our cultures, such as the ex-
treme materialism of  the West, but also the extreme non-
possession of  anything material, as practiced by the Jains in 
India. It criticizes too much passion and too little passion. It 

is critical of  the fashion industry because it encourages peo-
ple to spend one thousand times the daily income of  some 
people in the developing world on the latest stylish bag or 
hat. 

Note also that “nothing in excess” is cognitively more 
complex than taking any polarized position. Our politicians 
take polarized positions that are much too cognitively simple. 
The book advocates moderate complexity. Too much of  our 
tax law and health system are more complex than most of  us 
are capable of  dealing with. 

	I started writing this book after 9/11 when I read that 
Mohammed Atta, the leader of  the terrorists, had in his lug-
gage a “Manual for the Raid” that defined the action as “do-
ing God’s work.” In other words, God wanted 3,000 innocent 
people to be killed! That prompted a study of  the role of  re-
ligion in human affairs. Based on 700 references from experi-
mental psychology to Ancient Greek, Indian and Chinese phi-
losophy, with a close look at Islam, the book argues that hu-
mans universally let their needs, hopes, and desires shape 
their beliefs. That phenomenon was defined as self-
deception. A recent example is the financial meltdown, 
which reflected the self-deception that the price of  housing 
will continue going up forever. For people who own a house, 
that is consistent with their desires, but reality was different 
and precipitated a world-wide financial recession. 

Numerous examples were provided from politics (“we 
will be greeted as liberators in Iraq”), religion (Mohammed 
was a great poet, but the Qur’an was his self-deception that it 
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was given to him by God), and terrorism (bin Laden’s self-
deception that he will be the Caliph when the whole world 
becomes Muslim). 

Even intellectual giants, such as Nobel Prize winners, are 
susceptible to self-deception. For example, in 1914 the Mani-
festo of  93 German Intellectuals stated “It is not true that Ger-
many trespassed neutral Belgium…It is not true that the life 
and property of  a single Belgian citizen was injured by our 
soldiers…It is not true that our troops treated Louvain bru-
tally…” In fact, historians report that Germany did trespass, 
some Belgians were killed, and the library of  the University of  
Louvain was burned, so that there is now a plaque there 
thanking the Rockefeller Foundation and several universities 
for help after the war in reconstituting the library. The sign-
ers of  the Manifesto were the top intellectuals in the world at 
that time. They included Max Planck, who developed quan-
tum theory, which is considered as important as Einstein’s the-
ory of  relativity; Wilhelm Roentgen, who discovered X-Rays; 
and Wilhelm Wundt, who established the first psychological 
laboratory in the world. In retrospect, one can ask: How 
could these intellectual giants, sitting in their universities, 
know what German soldiers did? Obviously, they had no di-
rect evidence. They just projected their hopes, desires, and 
needs, which is the very definition of  self-deception. They 
even stated in the Manifesto that Germany was the land of  Go-
ethe, Beethoven, and Kant, and could not possibly have done 
what it was accused of  doing. 

Fooling Ourselves presents a worldview that is universal: the 
purpose of  life is to help as many people as possible to be 
healthy (both physically and mentally) and happy so they can 
live a long time, without destroying the environment. Actions 
that are inconsistent with these four criteria are “immoral.” 
That makes much of  what people do immoral. I present evi-
dence that materialism (shop ‘til you drop), the population ex-
plosion, the role of  television in democracies create problems 
that need solving. I stress the principle of  “nothing in excess” 
that requires the kind of  modest living will be a necessity if  
we are to save the earth. This suggests that serious thinking is 
needed about how to redesign our lifestyle to make it compati-
ble with saving the planet. Let’s face it: The world is com-
plex, but it is consistent with our hopes, needs and desires 
that it be simple.

Over time, I changed some details of  my thinking about 
self-deception. As I thought about the concept over the years, 
I believe that the most important point for understanding 
self-deception is to examine what percentage of  the information 
humans use when constructing (Taylor, 1998b) the way they 
see the world that comes from inside their body versus from out-
side their body. If  most of  it comes from inside their body 
there is a high probability that there is a self-deception. 

The information from inside the body consists of  emo-
tions (e.g., hopes), needs (e.g., hunger pangs), desires (e.g., 
imagined attractive objects), cognitive systems (e.g., preju-
dices, stereotypes, in-group preferences), memories (e.g., we 
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are descendants of  heroes), theories, ideologies, and elements 
of  subjective culture acquired during socialization.

The information from outside the body is reality, and cap-
tures aspects of  the ecology, geography, climate, the actions 
of  others, occupations, and events in the environment, all of  
which are relevant. For example, when a wild animal is attack-
ing, we focus on outside information. But when making judg-
ments about philosophy, economics, religion, education, poli-
tics, terrorism, aesthetics and the like, we often use inside in-
formation to shape our perceptions.

The Buddha had the insight that we use information 
from both outside the body (reality, truth) and inside our 
body (emotions, ideology) when he said “Where self  is, truth 
is not; where truth is, self  is not” (Spencer-Rogers, Williams, 
& Pang, 2010).

There is evidence that the absence of  self-deception is re-
lated to depression, but too much self-deception suggests men-
tal illness. Self-deception is often linked to cognitive simplic-
ity and to megalomania. For example, who created the 
world? The discussion from astrophysics, exobiology, paleon-
tology, evolutionary theory, and so on is too complex. Sagan 
(1980) used more than 100 pages, and Hawking & Mlodinow 
(2010) used a whole book, to explain how we moved from the 
big bang to Homo sapiens. It is so much simpler to say: God. 
God is a wonderful, cognitively simple self-deception. It fits 
our hopes, needs, and desires to have a powerful entity help 
us win our battles. In most cultures, deities do exactly that, 
whether the battles are agricultural, industrial, or military. As 

anthropologist Robert Redfield put it in the Introduction to 
Malinowski (1954): “Religion is not only people explaining 
and projecting their dreams; it is not only a sort of  spiritual 
electric–mana–it is not solely to be recognized in social com-
munication—no, religion and magic are ways men must use, 
being men, to make the world acceptable, manageable, and 
right” (p. viii). More recent work in anthropology (Atran, 
2007) also concludes that the human mind is so constructed 
that it is natural to look for the causes of  events. Religion is 
the natural outcome of  the architecture of  our minds. In 
short, humans tend very strongly to look for the causes of  ran-
dom events; and random events occur very frequently, but we 
are unwilling to see them as random, so therefore assign 
causes to them. 

A good example of  this tendency is our use of  the word 
“luck.” We can know luck only after an event, yet we use it as 
a cause of  events. That reflects our tendency to see causes 
when none exit!

I also reviewed evidence that people who are religious 
are healthier and their mental health is better than the health 
of  people who are irreligious. These links have been investi-
gated, and researchers have found some important clues. For 
example, people who are helpful to other people are happier 
than those who are not. In one experiment, students were ran-
domly assigned to two groups. In one group, the professor in-
structed them to do nice things for two weeks, such as shop-
ping for groceries for a person who is sick. In the other 
group, they did not receive this instruction. After two weeks, 
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their subjective well-being was measured. The experimental 
group reported statistically higher subjective well-being than 
the control group (Lyubomirski, Sheldon, & Schkade, 2005). 
Furthermore, those who behave according to the rituals and 
traditions of  their culture are often healthier and happier 
than people who do not behave that way. Many religions ad-
vocate helping others. Hence, we expect religious persons to 
be happier, and happiness improves the probability of  good 
health. 

We must also thank religion for the marvelous art associ-
ated with it. The houses of  worship around the world are 
filled with priceless art treasures, and one can admire them 
without reference to the supernatural. I felt moved by the 
complexity of  Hindu art as seen in New Delhi, Calcutta, and 
around Bhubaneswar in Orissa; the serenity of  Christian art 
in Ravenna, Rome and Paris; the colors of  Islamic art in Is-
tanbul, Jerusalem, and Isfahan (Iran); the richness of  Bud-
dhist art of  Chiang Mai (Thailand), Bangkok, and Nara (Ja-
pan); and above all by the majestic scale of  Angkor Wat 
(Cambodia). One can admire Machu Picchu (Peru) without 
reference to the beliefs of  the Incas.

People who have self-deceptions often suffer from megalo-
mania. For instance, bin Laden thought that the whole world 
would become Islamic and that he would be the Caliph. In a 
mental hospital, Rokeach found three individuals who be-
lieved that they were Christ, God, or that they owned the hos-
pital (Rokeach, 1964).

	In my 2009, book I also suggested how to evaluate 
cultures. I used four criteria because there are no known cul-
tures that would not agree with these criteria. 

1. Does the culture provide its population with a lifestyle 
that is healthy (both physically and mentally)? 
2. Do people live for a long time? 
3. Are they happy? 
4. Do the people behave in an environmentally responsi-

ble way? 
As I look around, I see no cultures that meet all four crite-

ria. The U.S., for instance, is doing only moderately well on 
them. On health, it is 37th. France was considered best by 
the World Health Organization. One can evaluate the health 
of  the culture by using objective indices, such as heart attack 
and cancer rates per 100,000, depression rates, and the like. 
The US has excellent health systems for the wealthy who live 
on the average to 85, but it does not provide good health 
care, at this time, for the poor, who only live to 76.

On subjective well-being (happiness) the U.S. is 13th in 
the world; Denmark is number 1. On longevity, it is 42nd in 
the world (Andorra and Macao are tops).The U.S. is the most 
polluting nation after China.

Governments will do well to use these criteria when they 
compute national statistics. Instead of  using only income per 
capita, it would be desirable to also publish health statistics, 
happiness rates, longevity, and the frequency of  actions that 
improve the environment. 
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I also discuss the position of  those who do not believe 
that humans are modifying the environment as an example 
of  an immense self-deception. Of  course, people do not wish 
to modify their lifestyle, but the reality is that if  they do not, 
there will be terrible consequences for our grandchildren. 
Global warming increases the variability of  the environment. 
There will be more floods and more droughts, more hurri-
canes and more tornadoes, more heat waves and more cold 
spells. In November, 2013, the hurricane that hit the Philip-
pines was the strongest ever recorded. In 2014, California 
marked the greatest period without rain ever recorded. As we 
mess up the environment we will record more and more 
events of  this type. I am 87 and I do not remember so many 
weather extremes in the past as we have seen in the last five 
years.

The deterioration of  the environment can be linked with 
the over-utilization of  resources. We have created a civiliza-
tion that requires overconsumption. We spend more on adver-
tising than on education. We made consumption a form of  
entertainment. Television is used to increase our needs. Yet, 
the ancient wisdom is that “a person with few needs cannot 
have a greater good.” 

In the book, I lament the influence of  religion on vio-
lence. Humans have been at war from the beginning of  their 
existence. Even apes fight a great deal. It is in our genetic 
structure. But we also have culture, and culture can change 
our genes—epigenetics. We need to understand how religion 
leads to violence and start modifying the conditions that lead 

to violence. Our educational systems have to teach children 
that we are basically all brothers, and our task on earth is to 
maximize the four criteria for all humans. We need to train 
our children to control their anger and to be high in self-
control. That is an immense task, but it “stretches us,” which 
we really need. Furthermore, the journey of  a thousand 
miles begins with one step. In short, a major purpose of  this 
book is to help the reader understand how cognitively simple 
self-deceptions are used by politicians, themselves, and oth-
ers. It is useful to learn to analyze the statements that people 
make, and identify cognitive simplicity, such as placing very 
different entities in the same category (e.g., the axis of  evil!), 
or using one’s own hopes to make a judgment (e.g., Hamas’ 
statement that they are going to eliminate Israel). Every day 
we read in the paper about conflicts taking place in parts of  
the world. One common element seems to be that the partici-
pants in these conflicts use cognitively simple self-deceptions, 
which make compromises and the development of  win/win 
solutions unlikely. Self-deception allows a party to stake a po-
sition that is unrealistic from the point of  view of  both its op-
ponents and objective observers. Cognitive simplicity does 
not allow exploration of  multiple paths toward a win/win so-
lution. 

In sum, in this book I present a philosophy that empha-
sizes modesty. We humans are not that important. The argu-
ment that we are made in the image of  God is a satisfying 
self-deception. From astrophysics (Sagan, 1980) and cosmol-
ogy (Hawking & Mlodinow, 2010), we know that random 
processes were involved until DNA emerged, and then evolu-
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tionary processes, which required millions of  years, were 
needed for the development of  humans. We should make the 
most of  what we have, which suggests that the purpose of  life 
is to help as many people as possible to be healthy and happy, 
so they can live a long time without destroying the environ-
ment. This is an immense task and it good for as to be 
stretched to try to reach it. We all need a goal that is much 
greater than ourselves.

2004
Grandson Nicholas was born on October 13. Nicholas, 

nicknamed Sumo, was a great eater and had an impressive 
set of  lungs. Alex, who was no longer Number One, wanted 
to put him in the garage! 

	I gave a colloquium at Wabash College, Crawfordsville, 
Indiana. The more time since I retired, the less professional 
activity there is. However, I was the keynote speaker at the In-
ternational Academy of  Intercultural Research conference in 
Taipei, Taiwan, where they gave me their Lifetime Contribu-
tions Award. As part of  the hospitality in Taiwan, they gave 
us a splendid tour of  the island. 

	After Taiwan I flew to Athens, thus going around the 
world for a fourth time. I was invited by the Bank of  Greece 
to talk about culture, communication, and psychology to 
some of  the personnel of  European Union banks. They 
treated me like royalty. They met me with a limousine at the 
airport; they placed me in the best hotel, where the breakfast 
was so extensive that it included champagne (which of  course 

I did not drink at that time of  day). Since I was in Athens, 
they also asked me to talk in Greek to the staff  of  the Bank 
of  Greece. After my talk they told me: “Your Greek is very 
good, but it is 1940s Greek.” I left Greece in 1948, and I 
guess the language has evolved somewhat since I left.

	I attended a conference on cultural evolution in Vancou-
ver, British Columbua. Pola and I arrived before the confer-
ence and went to Whistler, which is magnificently situated in 
the mountains. Getting there one sees a fjord and many flow-
ers. After we returned to Vancouver, we saw the Capilano 
Suspension Bridge, which is situated in a lovely canyon, in a 
highly wooded area. Vancouver has wonderful tap wa-
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ter—very tasty. After the conferenc,e we drove to the interior 
of  British Colombia, to towns such as Princeton, Oliver (cen-
ter of  wine country), and Nelson. Nelson is on a lovely lake, 
but the water is too cold for swimming. 

	We visited the Dukhobor Museum. This was an Eastern 
Orthodox Christian sect that came from Russia. They were 
pacifists, which did not fit well with the czar. Tolstoy ar-
ranged for them to come to Canada. Seven thousand of  
them first went to Saskatchewan, but they were not well re-
ceived and so they came to British Colombia, where they 
founded their community, the Valley of  Consolation, and 
erected a statue of  Tolstoy. They had a communal life, eating 
and sleeping together, 50 people per building. The museum 
provided a good look at their way of  life and was really very 
interesting. It included a very sad film about the efforts of  the 
Canadian government to “integrate” Dukhobor children by 
placing them in boarding schools and forcing them to speak 
English. This was also the policy in Australia and the Ameri-
can policy toward Native Americans. It is an example of  eth-
nocentric self-deception: “My culture is superior and other 
cultures should be shaped like it.”

	Next, we went to Athens, where we walked around the 
Acropolis. One of  the interesting villages within the city, 
perched on the side of  the Acropolis, is called Anafiotika. It 
was constructed by villagers who came in the mid-1830s to 
build the Palace of  King Othon. It is in the Cycladic style of  
housing—white washed narrow streets. Some streets are so 

narrow that only one person can go through. It is a village 
with great local color.

After Athens, we flew to Corfu, where cousin Christiana 
provide a wonderful lunch with fresh fish. We visited the reno-
vation of  Mon Repos, which has been much improved since 
our last visit in 1995. The Palace, where Prince Philip was 
born, is now a museum with artifacts from 8000 BCE to 100 
AD. The bulk of  the exhibits are from the excavations in Pa-
leopolis, the culture of  Pheaki, who are mentioned in the Od-
yssey. Their Queen was Nafsika, who greeted Odysseus when 
he landed. In the garden of  Mont Repos, we saw the temple 
of  Zeus’s wife, Hera. This time we stayed at the Hotel I Cava-
lieri, which has a wonderful view over the main square of  
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Corfu and is air-
conditioned. Then 
we took the boat to 
Sami, in Cephalo-
nia. 
	 We started in 
Sami, where we 
picked up a bus that 
took us with one 
change to Fiskardo. 
Fiskardo is the Porto 

Fino of  Greece. The harbor is very charming, full of  yachts, 
both Greek and international, and as a result the food is un-
usually good. One dish is Fiskardo Beef. It consists of  beef  
on top of  eggplant topped with cheese. It is terrific! One can 
have both Greek and international food, and the quality is su-
perb. We rented an apartment at the Villa Romanza and did 
excursions from there to Argostoli, which has a very good mu-
seum (artifacts from 8000 to 500 BCE), and to Myrto, a mar-
velous beach that the locals call the “best in Greece.” The 
Monastery of  St. Gerassimos is worth visiting. In Fiskardo, 
we went swimming in a place next to Roman mosaics and a 
Roman bath. The Villa Stela hotel, at $70/night, would be a 
good price. Back in Sami, we took the boat to Patras, but first 
we visited a lake nearby that was known to the ancient 
Greeks, where some artifacts that are 5000 years old have 
been discovered.

Next, we stopped in Belgrade, where Pola’s cousin Boba 
provided a 9-course lunch. We went to check on Pola’s ances-
tral house. From the outside it looked OK, but we could not 
do much exploring because the neighborhood had several em-
bassies with guards stationed in front. We visited the Tesla 
Museum, where Pola always gets a warm reception because 
she knew Tesla as a child. On display is a photograph of  
Pola’s father looking on while Tesla received the Kalemegdan 
Award. The park at the intersection of  the Sava and Danube 

235

Harry C. Triandis AUTOBIOGRAPHY

Beach near Fiskado. The locals claim that it is the best in Greece. I think 
the best is Myrtiotissa Beach on Corfu, but unfortunately I do not have a 
picture. I always went there to swim, not to take pictures. The judgment 
that Myrtiotissa is the best may be due to my bias!



rivers, and a Turkish fort are well worth a visit. We saw peo-
ple dancing in the park.

	  We then took a bus to Novi Sad with Pola’s cousin 
Boba. That city has an impressive university, a bus station 
where all the announcements are given in six languages, in-
cluding Ruthenian, and an old town center that is very ele-
gant. We had lunch on the banks of  the Danube.

	Our next stop was Sills Maria in Switzerland. The hotel 
owner, Urs Kienberger, was a student in Illinois, and he sug-
gested that we visit his hotel. It is called the Waldhaus Hotel, 
and is an experience. Rooms start at $300/night. We paid for 
a cheap room, but Urs gave us an upgrade which had marvel-
ous views of  the lakes and mountains from two sides. Every 
appliance came in doubles: two potties, etc. The bathroom 
floor was heated! The food was superb. The salon was the 
sort of  place where one could hear a string quartet playing 
Beethoven. The past guests included Einstein, Nietzsche, 
Thomas Mann, and Neville Chamberlain of  Great Britain. 
They are still holding a one-week Nietzsche seminar discuss-
ing his work with philosophers from all over the world. I won-
der if  their universities pay 7 times 300= $2100 for a week! 
Nearby is St. Maritz, where the elites of  the world meet once 
a year to discuss the state of  the world. 

	I published several integrative papers this year, such as 
“Dimensions of  culture beyond Hofstede” (Triandis, 2004), 
which looked at the broad picture of  where cross-cultural psy-
chology is going.

2005
I gave the Ernest McCormick Lecture at Purdue Univer-

sity on April 8 and I participated at a symposium at the Inter-
national Academy for Intercultural Research, Kent, Ohio, on 
May 6. We spent December-March in San Diego. We did this 
for about a dozen years, allowing us to develop many friends 
there and facilitating our retirement at a retirement commu-
nity in Carlsbad in 2013. 

	In the Spring, Pola and I joined an Elderhostel in the 
Netherlands and Belgium, visiting some of  its great muse-
ums. We visited Amsterdam, where we saw much Breugel, 
Hals, Vermeer, Rembrandt, and Van Gogh. We also visited 
the house of  Rembrandt. Then we took a barge that went 
through the canals, stopping in Haarlem, Leiden, Delft, 
Gouda, Rotterdam, Brugge. The final stop was Brussels, 
which we reached by bus.      

	The tour started at a cheese farm, followed by a factory 
that makes the famous Dutch shoes called sabot. There was a 
demonstration of  how they are made, and we were told that 
they are warm and waterproof. It takes 10 years to learn how 
to make them. We then took a canal tour of  Amsterdam, 
which included a visit to the Rijksmuseum, one of  the great 
museums of  the world, with 30 Rembrandts and 4 Vemeers 
(10% all his paintings that have survived). No less important 
was the visit to the Van Gogh Museum, which is located on 
the square that also has the Konzertgebau. 

236

Harry C. Triandis AUTOBIOGRAPHY



We then entered our barge. Our cabin was simple but 
comfortable. The first stop was Haarlem, and included a visit 
to the Franz Hals Museum. The guide discussed his paintings 
in considerable detail (too much for me). In addition to Hals, 
there were paintings by the Breughel’s, both Peter and Jan. 
We then sailed leisurely through canals. Holland has 1,300 
bridges, and most of  them open to let the barge traffic 
through, which means the auto traffic is delayed. Traveling 
along the canals ones sees many cows, some very nice houses, 
and some impressive churches. At one point, when the group 
was visiting yet another windmill, Pola and I went to the 
Hague on our own, where there was a special exhibit of  
Vermeers—works from other places, including the one from 
Vienna. 

Next, we stopped at Leiden, which has the world famous 
university. The flower market at Alsmeer is truly amazing. 
Flowers arrive from all over the world, and they are auc-
tioned there and distributed all over the world. It started in 
1911, and gradually expanded, so that it now has a million 
square meters, about 10,000,000 square feet. The buyers are 
seated in amphitheaters, like university lecture halls, and bug-
gies loaded with flowers parade in front of  them. The bids 
are made electronically. 

Delft was the next stop, and we saw a very attractive 
main square and the famous porcelain factory. A small box 
was 169 Euros. Of  course, Pola purchased one for her collec-
tion. The so-called new church of  Delft was worth seeing. It 
was begun in 1381, and it became Protestant after the Refor-

mation. We were struck by the fact that the Dutch still resent 
the Spanish occupation of  the Low Countries in the 16th cen-
tury. 

Rotterdam is the second largest port in the world, after 
Shanghai, but the main attraction was the museum. We took 
the underground to get there and saw an extensive exhibit of  
Salvador Dali. The museum has a lot of  Rubens and Van 
Dykes, and a Rembrandt room. The Dutch golden age of  
painting must have had 100 important painters, and we know 
the names of  only a dozen. In a large museum like the one in 
Rotterdam, one gets to see a lot of  works by painters one has 
not heard of. There were also some very good impressionists. 
Another feature of  the stop in Rotterdam was the visit to the 
church from which the pilgrims left for America. 

The 800-year old Loewenstern Castle was an interesting 
stop. Dordrecht was interesting because it was at that rail sta-
tion that I took the train for Tilburg, the three times I went 
there. The 1609 city hall in Gouda is very impressive. At that 
point we took the bus to Bruge (in French) or Brugge (in 
Flemish). This is a town that has many canals and a hundred 
cute sites, plus an impressive cathedral. They put us in a very 
nice hotel, which was welcome after the small cabin on the 
barge. 

Finally, we visited Brussels, where the Museum of  Fine 
Arts is loaded with Gobelin tapestries. The Grand Place was 
constructed by the renaissance guilds and the City Hall is es-
pecially beautiful. The square has many shops that sell choco-
lates. In some ways, the French food in Brussels is better than 
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in France. After this trip Pola went to Vienna, where some 30 
relatives celebrated her 70th birthday, and Harry went to Bay-
reuth.

The Bayreuth Seminar
Two weeks in Bayreuth are a unique experience, and 

those interested in the intellectual life of  the 19th century, the 
arts, and opera in particular, may want to have a description. 
Here it is:

I was at a seminar organized by two musicologists from 
the University of  Illinois, Bill Kinderman and Katherine 
Syer. The structure of  the seminar was to discuss each Wag-
ner opera for one or two days, to see the opera and discuss 
what we saw for half  a day. We heard segments of  tapes, saw 
videos of  previous performances, and the Kindermans made 
observations about the motives, each theme or event, the 
styles, previous performances, who is who in opera, and so 
on. 

It was a privilege to see five operas because only 14% of  
the demand for tickets is satisfied, and tickets cost $2,300 
each on the internet! The Kindermans got them at a dis-
count because we were an educational endeavor. 

However, the seminar was way above my head. I could 
not appreciate why Wagner was a genius when he used A flat 
at that moment and B sharp at that other moment, as Kather-
ine said. Many of  the 18 participants had Ph.Ds in musicol-
ogy. They were unusually talented, e.g., one came up with a 
very good poem on the previous night’s opera. He also pre-

sented a two-hour discussion of  his dissertation at the Univer-
sity of  London, England, which made the point that the 
Third Act of  Tristan und Isolde was very closely linked to Wag-
ner’s Wesendonk Lieder, which does not require a two hour dis-
cussion for me, but excited some of  the participants so much 
that lunch was delayed. One of  the participants was Feng-
Shu Lee, a woman from Taiwan who has been in the U.S. for 
9 years, and has received her Master’s in violin from the New 
England Conservatory of  Music, a second Master’s in musi-
cology from there, and is working on her Ph.D. in musicology 
at the University of  Chicago and researching the Wagner ar-
chives in Bayreuth.

But even the participants who were not musicologists 
knew a lot more about Wagner than I did. A lawyer from 
Oregon had taught himself  musical theory and had read the 
2000+ page diary of  Wagner’s wife, Cosima (daughter of  
Liszt), which made it possible for him to tell us about Wag-
ner’s dandruff  (it sounds like more than my own) and how fre-
quently Fredrick Nietzsche masturbated (she claims that he 
told her!). He said that the diaries are so fascinating that he 
could not put them down. One participant, a physicist form 
California, claimed to have seen Parsifal 40 + times, and that 
the performance in Bayreuth was the worst he had ever seen! 
There were two spouses who were at my level of  non- exper-
tise, but on the whole the seminar was very sophisticated. 

One could hear such statements as “this is like the last 
act of  the 1982 production of  Don Giovanni in Berlin when 
the Commendatore was a large effigy that took the Don to 
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hell” “twenty seconds later comes another theme,” “this was 
like the 1976 performance of  the Marriage of  Figaro” “that 
theme comes from Beethoven’s 9th” “Wagner in his 1862 es-
say explains that one must not have any dissonances in the 
Prelude and wait until there is a text to have any” “he stole 
this theme from his father-in-law (Liszt).” There were all 
kinds of  bon mots, such as “vision is more ‘real’ than reality” 
and “art is reality plus.” 

The discussion was placed onto a broad canvas, and Kin-
derman had an amazing store of  knowledge of  the musical 
scene in the 19th century. Wagner was at the center of  the 
European intellectual aristocracy in the 1870s, and scores of  
books were written about him and about each of  his operas. 
Famous people who wrote about him include Theodor 
Adorno, Charles Baudelaire, Thomas Mann, Ernest New-
man, Bernhard Shaw; and he in turn was in contact with ma-
jor philosophers such as Nietzsche. Wagner scholarship is im-
mense and even includes a journal (Wagnerspectrum) in English 
and German. Wagner was so famous that in 1876 he was 
commissioned by the U.S. government to write a piece for the 
centennial. He asked for what he thought was an outra-
geously high fee ($5,000), and he got it! The theme occurs 
now in Parsifal, when the flower maidens try to seduce him. 

Mozart, Mendelssohn, Beethoven, and Wagner were in-
terrelated. All worked with musical ideas on scraps of  paper 
and put their ideas on a shelf  until the right moment was 
found to put them into some sonata or opera. Mozart pro-
duced the overture for the Don the night before, but he had 

all kinds of  ideas on scraps that he could use. He started 
many sonatas and concerti and never finished them. He 
could use some of  the themes later. Beethoven worked very 
hard, and slowly, but there were times when he was as fast as 
Mozart. Wagner wrote the libretto first and then the music. 
For the libretto, he researched all kinds of  scholarly 
sources—ancient Greek, Norse myths, medieval history. He 
read a lot of  philosophy, especially Schopenhauer (he read 
the Will 4 times). He made piano arrangements of  his operas 
to introduce them to the public. He constantly revised. Some 
operas took thirty years to be put in shape! He had much ma-
terial for operas that were never performed (e.g., Die Zieger, a 
Buddhist opera). After he composed a fragment, he played it 
on the piano for his wife, and Cosima commented, then he 
revised. He engaged friends and others to copy the music. 
Even Johannes Brahms copied parts of  Tannhäuser. Some of  
the Beethoven materials were well organized but then be-
came scattered at auctions, when people wanted a “piece of  
the Master.” (Incidentally this is what magic is all about. As 
Sir George Frazer put it, it has to do with contact and similar-
ity. By contacting the master, one gets some of  his greatness).

There is much complexity in Wagner. Ordinary mortals 
see only the map of  a city, while those who know see the ar-
chitecture of  each building. The whole thing requires much 
preparation to be appreciated. The themes include many con-
trasts, such a Christianity vs. Paganism, illusion vs. reality, me-
dieval thinking vs. superstition, good (Amphortas) vs. evil 
(Klinsor), aesthetic vs. unaesthetic, Sehnsucht (yearning) 
shows up in the Flying Dutchman, in Parsifal, and in Tannhäuser, 
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where he and Elizabeth at different points yearn for the Wart-
burg or the Venusberg. Themes get transformed into their op-
posites and then taken back to the original version. The keys 
are chosen very carefully, so you can tell what is happening 
by noticing the keys (e.g., when Senta and Erik, in the Flieg-
ende Holländer, use different keys that tell us that Senta does 
not intend to marry him). There is a dialectical treatment of  
tonality. Themes are repeated so that the audience will get 
the point. Motives are organized into larger motives and all 
this takes time. 

Before I discuss the operas, I will present a word about 
Bayreuth. No wonder so many Germans spend their holidays 
there. Distances are manageable on foot. It is charming, with 
huge parks, palaces, an older opera house (with a 23 meter 
deep stage), fountains, flowers. One of  our participants left 
his camera in a taxi. The taxi driver found him during the 
second act of  the opera and returned it, and would not ac-
cept a gift! That is the kind of  place in which one wants to 
spend a vacation! 

My pension, Zum Edlen Hirschen (The Noble Buck), was 5 
minutes from an Italian restaurant with superb lasagna, 7 
from a Turkish one, 11 from a Greek one with excellent mous-
saka and paputsakia. I became a fast friend with Mr. Diaman-
topoulos, who offered coffee and wine on the house. He had 
a very refined retzina. My pension had everything I needed 
and an excellent breakfast—eggs, yogurt, fresh buns, etc. I 
could get the Bayerische Rundfunk’s classic station on my ra-
dio, and it had a very clear signal and excellent programs 

from the Salzburg and other festivals. I heard a superb Travi-
ata (3 hours) with a Violetta who had a marvelous voice. 

In addition to the Wagner operas, there were recitals. Bill 
Kinderman gave a recital of  Beethoven sonatas in the rococo 
salon of  the piano manufacturers Steingräber, who sold pi-
anos to Liszt and Fisher-Diskau, among others. This was tak-
ing coals to Newcastle, but the German audience was appre-
ciative. I also heard a recital at the Wahnfriend (Wagner’s 
house), with a German pianist who looked and acted like Ru-
dolf  Serkin. 

Bayreuth is a place of  total immersion in Wagner. There 
are statues of  Wagner everywhere, and the one near the 
Festspielhause has no name. It is as if  the sculptor was saying: 
“If  you do not know who that is, you do not belong here.” At 
the main bookstore, for instance, they have a large screen 
showing videos of  his operas. One can spend the day there. 
His house, the Wahnfried, is now a museum, and I explored 
his library, finding that he read in French, he had a full set of  
Voltaire and Montesquieu. He was a product of  the enlight-
enment, and that made him attractive to me. At the Wahnfried 
they also show videos of  previous productions, and there is a 
computerized history of  the operas from 1951 to the present, 
so you can press a button, and see who sang what when, and 
see the face and the costume! There are paintings of  previous 
productions and pictures of  all those important in Wagner’s 
life, such as Mathilda Wesendonk, with whom he was in love 
during his first marriage, and who wrote the poems of  the 
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Wesendonk songs. She had her husband lend him money, 
and they let him stay at one of  their villas by a Swiss lake. 

Across the street from Wagner’s house is the house where 
Liszt died and the Liszt museum. It has four rooms. 1. His 
youth, with pictures of  his 
teachers, Czerny and Salieri. 
2. His collaboration with 
Chopin (they did joint con-
certs in Paris) 3. His relation 
to Schubert and Wagner 
(Wagner gave him a piano he 
had received as a gift, which 
one can see) 4. His pupils 
and children, including Co-
sima Wagner, who took care 
of  him when at age 75 he 
had a bad cold that turned 
ugly and from which he 
died. One can see 1830s pic-
tures of  the major cities of  
Europe and the programs he 
played (e.g., in St. Gallen he 
conducted in part 1 his own 
compositions, and Wagner conducted Beethoven’s Eroica in 
part 2). During the visit, one hears piano playing and sees pic-
tures of  the people he met—like the famous violinist Joakim, 
Brahms, Grieg, Lamartin, and Berlioz. There are also photo-
graphs of  a chez soiree Liszt, playing with friends who are iden-
tified, and with his pupils, many of  whom were aristocrats. 

His many pictures show a cute little boy transformed into an 
elegant gentleman, and finally a very old man with lots of  
white hair. There are also samples of  letters he received from 
and to famous people, in their own handwriting. 

Prior to seeing each opera, I 
struggled with Wagner’s 
libretto, and after reading 
five libretti, my German 
became better than ever. 
But one of  the problems 
is that I knew what Wag-
ner wanted and the per-
formances did not do 
what he wanted. For ex-
ample, in the Dutchman he 
says that more than half  
the stage should have blue 
water. There was no wa-
ter and nothing blue. In-
stead, various models of  
ships descended from the 

ceiling, and you just used 
your imagination. In Bay-

reuth the effort is to be original, because the same audience 
returns every year. 

The Beyreuth Festspielhaus (Beyreuth Festival Theatre) 
was designed by Wagner using the theater at Delphi as the 
model, and he put the orchestra under the stage, with the 
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sound coming indirectly so as not to drown the voices. This 
arrangement did not please some conductors. When Solti 
conducted, he removed a barrier and was severely criticized. 
He did not conduct there again. The operas are rehearsed 
more than anywhere else. They audition and are rehearsing 
now for next year’s Ring. (One of  the contestants lived in my 
pension. He was Chinese, and wants to sing Hans Sachs in 
Meistersinger. I think it would be great to have a Chinese do 
this.) The artists are paid by the role, not on the basis of  their 
fame, so that a famous singer does not get as much at Bay-
reuth as in New York, and the rehearsals are too time con-
suming, so you do not see the names you see in the great 
American opera houses. But the singing is generally at the 
level of  the best opera houses, and only the Dutchman was not 
as good as the one I saw in San Diego.

Those arriving to the Festspielhaus by car must arrive be-
fore 3 p.m. to get a parking spot. The performance starts at 4 
and usually ends by 10. There are one hour intermissions, 
during which some people have a meal. I had wonderful Ital-
ian ice cream (at $2) but the elegant crowd had champagne 
at $11 a glass. I do not like champagne anyway (as Aesop 
would say). At 15 minutes before the performance, seven 
trumpeters present a theme from the opera, then again at 10 
minutes and at 5 minutes. The crowd wore black tie and eve-
ning dress (estimated 40%), black suit (40%) or coat and tie 
(20%), but there was a sprinkling of  blue jeans and kimonos. 
The black tie crowd parades and greets others holding cham-
pagne glasses. It is clear that this crowd is there to be seen 
rather than to hear the opera! 

The first opera we saw was Parsifal, and the music as the 
grail theme met the communion theme sent me to heaven. It 
was conducted by Pierre Boulez (age 80; his last perform-
ance) but the staging was so outrageously original that none 
of  us liked it. Some closed their eyes, but why pay $200 to 
close your eyes? In Act I there were all kinds of  geometric 
shapes floating about like snowflakes in a storm. In Act II effi-
gies descended from heaven. In Act III there were film clips, 
and as they sang “alle Kreaturen” there was a zoo of  miscella-
neous animals, including some cute seals. A picture of  Marx 
could be seen, and when we asked what he was doing there, 
it was hypothesized that since in 1848 the communist mani-
festo was published, and the gold rush started in California, it 
represented the gold of  Reingold! There is a remote associa-
tions test, and I would not have passed it if  it had had such 
an item. We were also told that the production featured 
globalization and multiculturalism, but I would not have 
known that if  not told. 

Lohengrin (he was the son of  Parsifal in the legend) was tra-
ditional. I had seen it in Toronto 50 years ago, and Bay-
reuth’s was a much better production. The singing was su-
perb. The theme of  the struggle of  Christianity and Pagan-
ism (magic) was also in other Wagner operas. The Nazis ex-
propriated this opera, arguing that Lohengrin was Hitler who 
saved Elsa (who had been framed by her enemies) the way 
Hitler saved Germany when Germany was framed by the al-
lies. Of  course, contemporary Germans reject that.
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The Fliegende Holländer was presented in one set, so all the 
scenes used the same props, but marvelous waves were cre-
ated electronically. It was suggested that Senta had an Electra 
Complex with her father, and so her attraction to the Dutch-
man was due to the fact they looked alike. No picture of  the 
Dutchman was used. All of  a sudden, a giant up-side-down 
effigy of  a captain descended from heaven and took a doll 
that was dressed like Senta to heaven. The interpretation was 
that this indicated the end of  her childhood, and the produc-
tion ended with Senta trying to get through a wall—no jump-
ing off  a cliff  or redemption in this year’s version, in spite of  
Wagner’s instructions.

Tannhäuser was unbelievably good. It is the sort of  produc-
tion when one says: “I do not want to see another one, be-
cause no opera house in the world can do as good a job.” 
The glorious voices filled the hall, the orchestra was con-
ducted by Christian Thielemann, who used just the right vol-
ume, the chorus of  100+ was magnificent, the costumes were 
medieval, and the action was beautifully coordinated. The 
story tells us that the Wartburg crowd in the 11th century 
was the Taliban of  the period: “If  you do not behave as we 
expect you to act, we will kill you.” Tannhäuser really went 
to another culture (the Venusberg) and they were ready to kill 
him, but Elizabeth stopped them. He was sent to Rome to re-
ceive the pope’s absolution, but the pope was rigid (criticism 
by Wagner) and told him that only if  his staff  blooms will he 
be absolved, and just before he died the staff  did just that. 

Tristan und Isolde is of  course a love story, with a mystic 
death (höchste Lust). The performance was unusually good. 
The roles are probably the most demanding in all of  opera. 
The first Tristan died after the performance and Wagner was 
accused of  composing a “criminal opera.” This Tristan was 
Robert Dean Smith, an American considered the best tenor 
in the world, and Isolde was Nina Stemme with a wonderful 
strong, clear voice. The orchestra was good, but the conduc-
tor (from the Minnesota Symphony) let it be too loud and at 
times it overwhelmed the singers. The staging was modern, 
and I do not think effective. In the Liebestod she stood to sing 
and then went to bed, drawing a white sheet over her face. 
The version we saw in Chicago with Jane Eaglen was no bet-
ter, since she was too fat to die graciously (she has since lost 
an enormous amount of  weight and looks very good.) 

The seminar disagreed about these productions. I took 
the position that the right criterion is, would Wagner like 
them? They said that this is the 21st century and it needs 
modern interpretations. Nevertheless, though the Tannhäuser 
deviated from Wagner’s instructions, it was extremely satisfy-
ing. I can see some deviation from instructions (e.g., no Wart-
burg appeared) as okay. The conducting was superb, the 
voices loud and clear, that made the deviation fine. On the 
other hand, the Parsifal was too different from instructions, 
and the other three operas were in-between. All in all, never-
theless, the Bayreuth productions were unforgettable. 

The group saw Wolfgang Wagner, and a few of  them 
shook his hand and chatted with him. He is the grandson of  
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Wagner. His father was Siegfried Wagner, who was bisexual 
(androgeny is an important theme in Wagner’s operas), and 
the family insisted that he produce an offspring, so he mar-
ried Winifred and dutifully produced two sons and two daugh-
ters. Winifred was English, adopted by Berlin parents, and 
was a close friend of  Hitler’s. She claimed that she protected 
Jewish singers and got three of  them out of  a concentration 
camp. Hitler insisted that opera be performed until 1942 
(good for morale), though many complained that the re-
sources directed to it were needed at the front. The sons, Wie-
land and Wolfgang, distanced themselves from Hitler and ran 
the festival in the 1980s, until Wieland’s death. The big issue 
now is who will be next in charge. Wolf  (Wummy), who was 
in Illinois in the 1960s, is not considered good enough. There 
are numerous contenders, including a granddaughter of  Sieg-
fried who has a Ph.D. in musicology and teaches at the Uni-
versity of  Weimar. There is an 800-page book (by Hummel) 
detailing the Byzantine intrigues of  the Wagner heritage.

We had no seminar on the weekend, so I went to Eis-
enach and up to the Wartburg. I stood in the hall that in-
spired Elizabeth’s aria “Dich treue Hall grüss ich wieder.” I 
also visited Bach’s house, where there was a wonderful con-
cert demonstrating all the instruments that Bach was able to 
play, with rather standard Bach tunes. 

Back to Earth
	After the seminar, I went to Nürenberg, where the 

famous trials took place—the first human rights and crimes 
against humanity trials. One can see the tapes of  the trial in 

the Documentation Center of  the Nazi period. It is ex-
tremely interesting because it shows the way propaganda can 
be used to get public support for insane polices. Hitler’s 
propaganda created self-deceptions which led to the Second 
World War. The museum includes photographs by his official 
photographer and films produced at the time. One film in-
volved a team of  170 persons, including 16 cameramen. 
There are newspapers of  the period (e.g., the Chicago Sun 
Times reporting on Hitler’s speeches). During the 1933-36 pe-
riod, Hitler talked mostly of  “freedom” and “peace.” Thus 
Orwell is correct when he warns us to be critical of  politi-
cians who use these words (Bush is a famous example!). 
When they use these words, they are manipulating us. 

	The emphasis in Hitler’s propaganda was on collectiv-
ism (Gemeinschaft) instead of  individualism (Gesellschaft). 
The individual was to be insignificant and merge into the 
masses. Emotion was used to bring the individual close to Hit-
ler. Cognitive simplicity was widely used: “Mein Führer, you 
are Germany” “We are ready to carry Germany to new glo-
ries” “One people, one Führer, one Reich—Germany.” 

	Hitler made sure his propaganda reached the masses. 
He staged semi-religious ceremonies, like the memorial for 
the “martyrs” of  the 1923 putsch. Hitler played the role of  
the high priest. 

The videos of  the trials were fascinating. The defendants 
used the “Enron defense” and claimed that they were “not 
guilty.” They hid behind Hitler, who gave all the orders. Gör-
ing said “I had no idea the Jews were persecuted.” “Should 
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you not have known?” asked the judge. Ribentropp: “I was so 
busy in the Foreign Ministry I had no time to find out about 
the Jews.” Another said: “I wrote anti-Jewish propaganda, 
but it was so bad I did not think anyone would read it.” But 
they were human: When they were shown films about the 
way the Jews were treated, some of  them had tears in their 
eyes. 

	Three of  the defendants were acquitted (e.g., von Pap-
pen), which increased the credibility of  the court. 

	A 15 minute walk from this center is the stadium where 
the “freedom rallies” were held. It had room for 400,000 peo-
ple—the largest in the world. It is more like an airfield than a 
stadium. I estimate it must be .2 miles by .2 miles in size. 
There are places to sit as in a Greek theater and a platform 
for the officials. One can still see all this, but I had no time to 
go to the platform, because I wanted to catch my train back 
to Bayreuth.

	While I was in Bayreuth, Pola, who is not a fan of  
Wagner (she prefers the bel canto style and Verdi), went to Vi-
enna for an Austrian family reunion and celebration of  her 
75th birthday. Her cousin, Nussi, managed to assemble all 
the cousins plus many of  their children and grandchildren, a 
total of  30 relatives. Some of  them had never met before. 
The event was held at a charming heuringen wine tavern in 
the Vienna woods. There is new wine at these places usually 
connected to a vineyard, and lots of  highly caloric food. 

	In December, we all went to our timeshare in Cancun. 
Louisa was 8 years old when we first went there. Now she is 

37 and is bringing her two boys. Louisa and Jim appreciate 
our babysitting so they could have some time by themselves. 
Alex age 4 went snorkeling for the first time and was like the 
fishes he was chasing. He has loved the water ever since.

2006
I gave a lecture to inaugurate the Congress of  the Inter-

national Association for Cross Cultural Psychology on the is-
land of  Spetzai, in Greece, titled “From Herodotus to Cul-
tural Psychology.” I participated at the International Con-
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For the full video in larger format, click here.
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gress of  Psychology 
in Athens, where 
there was a sympo-
sium on the occasion 
of  my 80th birthday. 
Adamopoulos 
(Greece), Bhagat (In-
dia), Bhawuk (Nepal), 
Gelfand (USA), and 
Leung (Hong Kong) 
gave papers linking 
their current research 
to what I had done in 
the past. Peter Smith 
(Professor Emeritus 
at the University of  
Sussex, England) did 
a masterful job identifying the major themes of  my career 
and linking them to the papers of  my former students. It was 
like a memorial, where people say nice things about the 
“dearly departed.” But I was there! It was one of  the most sat-
isfying events of  my life. 

Pola and I spent a week on the island of  Mitiline, in 
Greece, with Mume and Pepi. We drove all over the island, 
which has wonderful sites, including a petrified forest. Vasso 
Vassiliou, my research collaborator from the 1960s, managed 
to track us down, and she entertained all of  us at her house, 
which was decorated in the traditional 19th century style. 
She took us to dinner at a marvelous restaurant, where we sat 

at a table on top 
of  the water, eat-
ing the local fish. 
Sadly, this was the 
last time I saw my 
old research col-
laborator because 
she died soon af-
ter. In 2010, when 
I gave a talk in 
Athens, one of  
her daughters 
came to see me, 
and we had a chat 
about what is hap-
pening to her 
three daughters. 
	I attended a 
conference in 
Hong Kong and 
took advantage of  

the opportunity to visit Macao. It has an amazing number of  
casinos. Some of  them are immense buildings. There are 
some nice Portuguese remains, such as a church and a 
square. There is also a fort that has excellent views over the 
city. But the real interesting fact is that the residents of  this 
city live to age 85 or older, and that is one of  the highest sta-
tistics of  longevity in the world. Could it be that living in a 
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Randal Horton, Bremen Germany

With former student Josie Naidoo in Bremen, 
Germany



city where one can see millions of  suckers losing their money, 
helps you to live a long time?

2007
On April 16, we moved from 1 Lake Park, Champaign, 

IL 61820 to 2008 A Eagle Ridge Ct, Urbana, IL 61802. The 
time had come to downsize, throw out books and papers and 
eliminate steps. The Lake Park house had a second floor and 
I found it increasingly difficult to use the stairs. The condo in 
Urbana has everything I need on one floor. By moving into a 
condo, we also eliminated worries about the yard and, best 
of  all, no more snow shoveling!

	I gave an Invited Address to the Society for Cross-
Cultural Research in February, in San Antonio, Texas, titled 
“Self-Deception Across Cultures.” When I mentioned Ro-
keach’s book, in which three people believe they are Christ, 
and one of  them said “How can he be Christ when I am 
Christ. He is crazy,” the audience laughed uproariously. San 
Antonio has a wonderful river walk on which are located 
many hotels and restaurants. I enjoyed walking around. 

	  I gave an invited address to the Congress of  the Intera-
merican Society of  Psychology in Mexico City in July on 
“Self-Deception Across Cultures.” I was treated like a star 
with many psychologists asking for my autograph.

	At APA in San Francisco, I participated in a symposium 
organized by Juris Draguns. We had some excellent meals, in-
cluding one with Juris. I had breakfast with Marilyn Brewer, 
who announced that she is retiring and moving to Australia. 
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Hong Kong in 2006. Next to me are seated Rich Brislin and Ed Diener. 
Others in picture include Daphna Oyserman, Kwok Leung, Shinobu Kita-
yama, Yoshi Kashima, Bob Wyer, Michele Gelfand, Shalom Schwartz, 
Emiko Kashima, Peter Smith, Bob Zajonc, Michael Bond, and Dov Co-
hen. 



2008
I gave a lecture to inaugurate the new Center for the 

study of  Mind, Brain, and Culture at Emory University in At-
lanta, Georgia, titled “Culture and Mind.” I enjoyed Atlanta 
whose center has many elegant shops. I also gave a lecture at 
the University of  Southern California, Los Angeles, engi-
neered by my friend Peter Carnevale, titled “Cognitively Sim-
ple Self-Deceptions in Everyday Life.”

We spent two weeks in Mazatlan, Mexico a town whose 
center is very scenic. It has some excellent restaurants, a very 
impressive church, and a museum worth a visit. We made a 
couple of  interesting excursions up towards the Sierra to 
some former silver mining towns and a Huichol native vil-
lage. Before we entered the village, an elder had to perform a 
cleansing ceremony. The Huichol do beautiful, intricate bead-
work. They may be the last remnants of  the Aztecs who fled 
to the mountains after the Spanish conquest. Sadly, because 
of  the Sinaloa drug cartel, it is probably too dangerous to go 
there now.

This year we flew to Frankfurt, where we spent the night 
and had a wonderful Italian meal near the airport, and then 
went by train to Villach. This is an interesting Austrian town, 
where Paracelsus was born. It has some charming neighbor-
hoods. We then went to Bled, Pola’s favorite destination. We 
made several side trips, such as to the Julian Alps, Skofija 
Loka (a World Heritage Site) and Lake Bohinj, which has the 
best trout in the world (an unforgettable meal). Then we went 

to Greece for a visit with relatives and friends, and back to 
Austria to visit more relatives. 

We flew to Vienna, saw Ursi, then went by train to Sal-
zburg. We had a charming hotel not far from the Getreide-
gasse, had coffee at one of  the fashionable places, and Pepi 
took us around to see some very old churches. 

I attended the International Congress of  the Interna-
tional Association for Cross-Cultural Psychology (IACCP) in 
Bremen, Germany. I have a picture with Kwok Leung, who 
was the President-Elect of  IACCP at that time. It is so satisfy-
ing to see my old students doing what I was doing 30 years 
earlier. In Bremen, there was a very interesting museum. 
However, my age started showing. As I carried my bags to 
and from the student residence at the University, I received 
help from colleagues. Ype Poortinga was especially helpful. 
At the Congress, I gave a lecture on “Cognitively simple self-
deceptions across cultures.” I was interviewed on the history 
of  the Association. I participated in a symposium on the his-
tory of  the Association and past cross-cultural conferences.

2009
I was diagnosed with atrial fibrillation, a condition when 

the heart beats irregularly. It can result in a heart attack or 
stroke, so they give patients blood thinners. That is not a big 
deal, just a pill twice a day. But the blood thinning results in 
many bruises. Even a slight bump can result in a small 
wound and a bruise. For instance, I caught my thumb in the 
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door of  the dish washer and that resulted in a bruise under 
the nail for several months.

	In April, I gave a Plenary Lecture to the Society for 
Intercultural Education, Training and Research (SIETAR) in 
Raleigh North Carolina. Pola and I had dinner with Cynthia 
Radding and her husband, Xico. Cynthia, who was in Illi-
nois, now has a chair in the History Department there. We 
toured Duke University, which has a nice campus. That 
month I also gave a colloquium at the Department of  Psy-
chology at Michigan State, East Lansing, Michigan. The tour 
of  the campus was very pleasant because there is an attrac-
tive river. Former Illinois student Dan Ilgen had a party at his 
house, and it was nice to see that he has developed a brilliant 
career. 

	That year I also gave a lecture to the Society of  Intercul-
tural Education, Training and Research Chicago Branch, in 
August, and to the Academy of  Management in Chicago, be-
cause they named me Eminent Scholar in International Man-
agement. There was a special ceremony in which my former 
students Kwok Leung and Chris Earley, who was the Dean of  
the Krannert Business School at Purdue University, com-
mented about my career and about my lecture on self-
deception. Kwok was intrigued by the idea of  rating cultures 
on the basis of  the four criteria mentioned earlier. 

In August, I gave a Plenary Lecture to the International 
Academy for Intercultural Research, Honolulu, Hawaii, and 
a Colloquium to the School of  Management of  the Univer-
sity of  Hawaii at Manoa, Hawaii. Finally, in September, I par-

ticipated in a committee at the Office of  the Director of  Na-
tional Intelligence, Washington, D. C., where we discussed 
cultural factors relevant to terrorism. 

	We took everybody to Greece in 2009. Alex, age 7, got 
something out of  it; Nico, age 5, probably not much, but he 
loved seeing his name on so many restaurants and taverns! I 
arranged to meet all the relatives, as well as the Ajiovlassitises 
at Varsos Restaurant. The children met their cousins, includ-
ing the children of  Elly Barry, and had a good time. They vis-
ited the Acropolis and other sites. We all took a tour of  Ath-
ens on a mini-train. Then we flew to Corfu, where they par-
ticipated in the festivities for St. John (June 21) at Ai Janis. 
They had a good time jumping over the traditional fires, and 
eating lamb on the spit. Then we moved to Kassiope, where 
we had a very nice place for a week. The swimming was 
good, especially on the beach of  Ajios Spiridon. I hit my 
hand on the edge of  the car, and there was much excitement 
about stopping the blood. It is unfortunate that I must take 
blood thinners to avoid having a heart attack, but that makes 
a minor injury a major problem. Luckily the nearby restau-
rant provided ice and bandages. It all ended with a delicious 
fish lunch. 

	Our Hertz rental car had a flat tire. This required that I 
translate the manual for repairs from Greek to English, while 
Jim changed the tire. In the U.S., Hertz would have sent a re-
placement car. In Corfu, they told us to change the tire our-
selves. We were told then that we had to buy a tire, but at 
their suggestion we got an old one that was inexpensive. We 
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flew to Athens, where we stayed at the Sofitel Hotel at the air-
port. They boys loved the hotel and all the luxuries like the 
bathrobes that they provided. From there we flew to Vienna. 

	In Vienna, the children had a good time trying out 
playgrounds. They pronounced the one at the Schoenbrunn 
Palace to be the best in the world! I took them to the Haus 
der Musik, which has four floors of  music related displays. 
The top floor explains the physics of  sound. The children 
had a great time manipulating the various objects that pro-
duced sound. On a lower floor, there is a chance to direct the 
Vienna Philharmonic while a tape plays the “Raderzky 
March.” Alex did very well conducting. Others who tried did 
not do so well, which is embarrassing because the orchestra 
makes derogatory remarks. I enjoy the Haus de Musik be-
cause it has rooms that feature the music of  Hayden, Mozart, 
Beethoven, and Strauss. Each room has objects that were 
owned by these famous composers. 

	  Then Louisa and her family flew back and Pola and I 
took the train to Villach, the bus to Italy, and the train to Tri-
este. We had a superb meal at a culinary institute in Trieste, 
saw the Miramare Palace and garden, and then took the 
ferry boat to Piran in Slovenia. This was the hometown of  
the composer Tartini. The swimming at Piran required climb-
ing a stair, which I was able to do with great difficulty. Get-
ting out of  the water was a real challenge; Pola thought she 
would have to call the nearby fire station for help. We ex-
plored the area, which is a miniature Venice. Nearby is Ko-
per, a charming town on the sea. We spent one night in Ljubl-

jana, which had become super modern, and then we rode the 
train to Belgrade. 

	We saw cousin Boba and talked to the lawyers about 
Pola’s ancestral home—how to get it back. We visited Novi 
Sad and its very impressive fort at Petrovarazdin. Boba’s 
cousin, Misha, took us around in his ancient car. We had a 
very nice lunch on the banks of  the Danube, but we were 
told that the swimming is problematic. They recommend hav-
ing a shower after swimming because there is much industrial 
pollution in that river. Then we flew to Vienna, spent the 
night at the nice Europa hotel at the airport and flew back to 
Illinois. Unlike most airports, the one in Vienna is near a 
charming little town called Fischamend. As the name sug-
gests, lots of  fish are available at the excellent restaurants. 
Cousins Nussi and Mary Jane drove from Vienna and joined 
us for a delicious dinner.

	Michel Gelfand received an award from the University 
of  Maryland, and I flew to D.C. to participate in the ceremo-
nies. I met her students, heard her talk, “the World is not 
Flat,” and met with Danae Triantis at the Philips art mu-
seum.
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THE 2010S: CARLSBAD 
BY THE SEA

Chapter 14

A/ribuGon:Muteknee	  (English	  Wikipedia)	  [Public	  domain],	  via	  Wikimedia	  Commons

CALIFORNIA



2010
In January, I gave a lecture on “Culture and Self  Decep-

tion” at the meetings of  APA Div. 8 (Personality and Social 
Psychology) in Las Vegas. I thought Las Vegas was a poor 
copy of  real life. It has miniature versions of  monuments in 
Paris, Venice, Rome, and the like. These copies feel so false, 
and are inadequate compared to the original monuments. We 
disliked “the scene” so much we left a day early. But we vis-
ited our friends the Frankes for lunch. They live far from the 
“the strip” in a lovely retirement community in the hills.

	In February, we took a two week cruise to the Panama 
Canal. We sailed from San Diego, and the first stop was in 
Puerto Vallarta, Mexico. Since we had been there many 
times, we did not bother to go to town. We just went swim-
ming. Next stop was in Huatulco, Mexico. This is a new re-
sort that is going to compete with Cancun as a major destina-
tion. We took a bus tour and saw some very attractive villas 
and the center of  town, which has a nice square with a 
church. Next stop was in Puerto Chiapas, Mexico. We had a 
festive arrival, with bands of  musicians, and we took a tour to 
some ruins in Izapa. They are the earliest Mayan ruins discov-
ered so far. We also visited a museum in Tapachula that had 
many early Mayan artifacts. The next stop was in Puerto 
Quetzal, Guatemala, from which we took the bus to Antigua. 
This was a major Spanish colonial city, with a university (San 
Carlos, from 1520), convent, an imposing cathedral, and a 
wonderful square. Unfortunately, many buildings were dam-
aged by an earthquake and have never been restored. 

	Just as we left Guatemala, a major earthquake hit Chile, 
but it did not affect our ship. We were told to watch for a tsu-
nami, but nothing happened. However, the weather got to be 
very rough, and the captain said that he had not seen such 
large waves since the tip of  South America in the Straights of  
Magellan. In our state room, going from our bed to the bath-
room required holding on to the furniture. Some passengers 
fell on the floor. We were supposed to go into Panama City, 
but the weather was too bad for that. Nevertheless, we got up 
at 5 in the morning to see the canal from beginning to end. 
The cruise provided hot coffee while we heard a description 
of  what we were seeing. 

	We had read David McCullough’s book that describes 
the building of  the canal and all the troubles that the French 
and then the Americans had to get that job done. Many lives 
were lost, and there were political machinations to extract 
Panama from Colombia, with major American gunboat diplo-
macy helping the Panamanians who wanted to be independ-
ent of  Colombia. The transition through the canal was 
memorable, with a man announcing what we were seeing all 
through the 6 hours that it took to get through. 

	Our next stop was in Cartagena, Colombia, which is a 
totally charming colonial city. One section is super modern, 
with high rises and elegant stores, but the old section was full 
of  flowers and charm. The buildings have been carefully re-
stored so you really get the sense of  life in New Spain. The 
port was full of  containers from all over the world. We took a 
bus tour to a monastery that had superb views of  the city. 
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The Palace of  the Inquisitor was really interesting, but a 
grim reminder of  religious fanaticism. . The fortress of  San 
Felipe took us briefly to Europe, where one sees similar for-
tresses. The last stop was in Fort Lauderdale, Florida from 
which we took a taxi to Pola’s cousin Kips and her family. We 
spent a few days at a very pleasant motel visiting them.

	In August, I gave a Master Lecture at meetings of  the 
American Psychological Association in San Diego. After San 
Diego, we took everybody to Kona, Hawaii. Alex and Nico 
had a wonderful time snorkeling. I went in, but came out 
with difficulty and only with help. My legs are no longer 
strong enough. We visited the volcanoes and saw them also at 
night, when we could see them glow. The new science mu-
seum in Hilo was very impressive. It is well worth a visit. 

	On December 11, 2010, I spoke in Greek on the “Ori-
gins of  Cross-Cultural Psychology: An Autobiography” to the 
Hellenic Psychological Society in Athens, Greece. One of  the 
people in the audience was impressed and told his spouse, a 
journalist by the name of  Haritomeni Voda. She called me at 
my hotel the night before my departure. She wanted to write 
an article about me (Greek boy is successful in America) for 
the Sunday Edition of  the newspaper Ethnos. She arranged 
for my picture to be taken in Illinois and it was sent to the 
newspaper in Greece. But the article was delayed. It finally 
appeared some years later. By that time I had forgotten all 
about it. They never sent me a copy of  that issue of  the news-
paper. 

	After my talk, Catherine and Jim Georgas had me for 
dinner with a couple of  psychologists. It was a really wonder-
ful event, with marvelous lamb and a superb desert. At the 
dinner, I learned that there was going to be a strike of  the air-
port personnel the day I was scheduled to leave Greece. I 
made some calls and managed to get a ticket for the day be-
fore, so I got out of  Greece. I was anxious to get back be-
cause I was carrying “kourabiedes” (walnut sugar cookies) for 
a party on December 19. That required spending a night at 
Heathrow. But I am used to staying at the Premier Inn there, 
and they keep sending me e-mails asking me to come back. 

During my last trip to Greece, I went through the Acropo-
lis Museum in a wheel chair, which was an excellent way to 
see the exhibits. I also went to the opera and heard the Magic 
Flute with a superb Queen of  the Night. Nicos Ajiovlassitis 
took me to the National Theater, where we saw a poorly at-
tended 17th century Italian comedy. I attended a concert in 
the Alexandra Triandis Hall of  the Megaron Mussikis. The eco-
nomic crisis deteriorated after 2010, and I felt that it was not 
appropriate for me to go to Greece again because people feel 
stretched and the last thing they need is to have visitors.

2011
I gave an Invited address at the meetings of  the APA in 

Washington D.C. on August 6, “Fooling ourselves,” based on 
my 2009 book.

In May, the Osborns and we took a cruise through the 
Baltic Sea to St. Petersburg. We started at Heathrow, where 
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naturally we stayed at the Premier Inn. Then we took a Brit-
ish Airway Taxi to Dover. We found the castle at Dover very 
interesting, despite a very cold wind. We also enjoyed the 
town museum, which had a Saxon ship on display. Pola liked 
it because of  its connection with Eleanor of  Aquitaine. Dur-
ing World War II the castle housed a hospital. The white 
cliffs were in place, as expected. Then we boarded our ship, 
and for a couple of  days we were at sea. Our first stop was 
Copenhagen, where we limited ourselves to the museum be-
cause it was raining. The museum proved amazing. It had su-
perb Etruscan antiquities, a wonderful collection of  Gauguin 
(his first wife was Danish and that is how they got it), and a 
very pleasant indoor place to eat. 

The next stop was in Warnemunde, the old East German 
resort city. From there we went by train to Rostock, once a 
Hansiatic town. We saw an interesting museum that covered 
the history of  Rostock from the earliest times. Rostock was in 
the midst of  asparagus season. It seems that in Germany and 
Austria spargel are a seasonal delicacy. They are served in 
countless different ways.

	  Next, we stopped in Tallinn, Estonia, which I had 
visited in 2001. This time we explored this walled city and 
the surrounding area, including the residential district. We 
were struck by how often the guide talked about the inde-
pendence of  the Baltic States from the Russians. That is still 
a big issue. The 2014 Ukraine events must make the Estoni-
ans very nervous.

	Next, we stopped in St. Petersburg for two nights, so we 
were able to see the city more than once. We took several 
tours that included magnificent churches, a boat trip on the 
river Neva, the palaces of  Peter the Great, and above all the 
Hermitage Museum, which is so vast that it would take a 
year to see everything. Holland-America arranged for a spe-
cial visit to the museum just for the passengers of  the cruise, 
so it was not crowded. We had an excellent guide, but the col-
lection is so large that she would say such things as: “In this 
room are the Rembrandts” and move us along. We used the 
elevator to get up, but to get down I had to walk, and that 
was stressful because there was a magnificent stairway with-
out railings. Fortunately, some kind souls gave me a hand. 
Next we stopped in Helsinki and took a tour of  Sibelius’ 
home in the woods. We had a superb lunch. Then we moved 
to Stockholm but, since we had spent a week there in 2000, 
we concentrated on the small provincial town where the boat 
had stopped. We went to a café, where the owner was Greek, 
and had some nice refreshments, and generally absorbed the 
atmosphere.

	After the cruise, the Osborns went back to the States, 
and we went on to Vienna, where we had a family reunion at 
the Nussis and saw all the cousins. We had a unique experi-
ence: a concert at Schubert’s house, in which cousin Mume’s 
grandson, “Pezi,” played the cello. Then we took a bus to Ce-
sky Krumlow in the Czech Republic. This is a wonderful lit-
tle town, a UNESCO heritage site, on the bend of  the Vltava 
(Medlow) River. There is a magnificent Castle that was occu-
pied by two famous families—the Rosenbergs and the 
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Schwartzenbergs. The current Schwartzenberg is the Czech 
foreign minister. At the top of  the castle is a beautiful garden, 
and we had lunch in a restaurant that had the décor of  1500. 
The Austrian painter, Egon Schiele, spent time in Krumlow 
and painted it in great detail. He was eventually kicked out 
for “outrageous behavior.”

	Then we returned to Vienna and flew to London, where 
we stayed at a hotel that was selected by British Airways. It 
was a massive tourist place. The breakfast was in a vast room, 
and one had to struggle to find a seat. But we met Louisa 
Barry (daughter of  my cousin Albert) and her husband Chris-
topher. We visited the National Gallery where the collection 
is on computer, and you can choose what to see (by period, 
and painter) with the computer organizing your tour. 

On July 20, we flew to Salt Lake City and rented a car 
for 11 days. We first drove to a wonderful B & B, located near 
one of  Utah’s hot springs. We continued to Yellowstone Park, 
which we entered on July 23. We had two cabins; in one we 
stayed with Alex; Jim, Louisa and Nico stayed in the other. 
We explored the park and saw some wonderful wild flowers 
and meadows, and of  course Old Faithful and the other sites. 
The boys loved the animals and had great fun seeing how 
many they could spot. Nico claimed to have seen 150 bison. 
We were all on the lookout for wolves but they turned out to 
be coyotes. Jim, Louisa, Alex, and Nico with Pola went on a 
cruise on the lake. This was really a trout fishing expedition. 
Alex caught two but they were the species that had to be re-
turned to the lake. Pola went along as photographer. I did 

not think I could manage the boat. I just waited at a place 
that had a nice view. 

After Yellowstone, Pola and I drove to the Grand Tetons, 
which are always magnificent. Then we crossed into Idaho 
and stopped at a very nice Holiday Inn in Idaho Falls, and 
then on the way to Ogden we stopped at a bird sanctuary. In 
Ogden we were surprised to find a Greek restaurant featur-
ing a good “tiropita.” 

 I feel that I am aging much faster than I did in the past. 
My physician, Dr. Philip Johnson, said at the time of  my an-
nual checkup: “Now that you got to be 85 and in relatively 
good health, I consider my job done. From now on you are 
on your own; do as you please.” 

I was named Honorary International Fellow of  the Cen-
ter for Applied Cross-Cultural Research, Victoria University, 
Wellington, New Zealand, 2011.

2012
In January, in San Diego, I received the Career Contribu-

tion Award of  the Society for Personality and Social Psychol-
ogy (SPSP). Michele Gelfand came for that event, and hosted 
a dinner at the most elegant restaurant on the water with 
Pola, Louisa, Jim, Emiko and Yoshi Kashima, Shinobu Kita-
yama and his new spouse, and Dov Cohen. SPSP had a nice 
reception for the members of  the society, in which Tom Petti-
grew also received that award. By coincidence, Tom had re-
ceived the same award I received from the International 
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Academy for Intercultural Research in 2009 in Hawaii, so we 
had parallel experiences.

	I was placed in the “In honor…” list (consisting of  fewer 
than 100 top living and dead psychologists) of  the Federation 
of  Associations in Behavioral and Brain Sciences Foundation 
in 2012. The list includes such giants as George Miller. I 
think such lists depend on some person being willing to do 
the legwork for the nomination to get enough supportive sig-
natures. In my case Jack Feldman did the legwork, and he got 
signatures from such people as Susan Fiske, who has always 
been one of  my favorite people.

	The Russians translated my Culture and Social Behavior 
book, and the Samara Society for Cultural Studies in Sam-
ara, Russia, asked my consent to include me in their Culture 
of  Peace Personalities Project. I agreed. It includes individu-
als like Claude Lévi-Strauss, Thor Heyerdahl, Jane Goodall 
and Kenneth Arrow. I asked them to translate my Fooling Our-
selves book, and they indicated that they will do that.

This year we did a tour of  Italy, Slovenia, and Germany 
with Louisa and her family. We started in Milan, where we 
stayed at the Demidoff  Hotel, and then took the train, first 
class, to Verona. In Verona, we boarded a bus to a luxurious 
hotel on the Lago di Garda. Jim and Louisa’s neighbor, who 
is from Verona, organized our stay at Tori del Benaco, and 
took us for a tour of  her favorite restaurants.

	The hotel’s main disadvantage was that it was on a very 
steep road, and it took me half  an hour to carefully walk 
down from there. Pola and I went on a boat excursion on 

Lake Garda past wonderful “grand hotels” and imposing cas-
tles of  the Scaligari family. We saw the magnificent castle at 
Girmione and had a wonderful lunch. When the boat re-
turned to our place of  departure, it hit the dock and could 
not open the ramp to unload either cars or passengers. They 
returned the boat to the town across the lake that we had just 
left and we had to take a taxi around the lake at the cost of  
$180. However, I had a nice chat in Italian with the driver 
about the tax systems of  Italy and the U.S. 

From Verona we visited Venice, where Louisa and her 
family had a gondola ride. We found Venice much too 
crowded and less attractive than in our previous visits. I need 
to use the railing on the bridges because my legs are no 
longer steady. But there were so many people standing next 
to the railing that I could not use it. From Verona we took the 
train to Udine, a bus from there to Villach, and the train to 
Jesenice, and finally a taxi to Bled.

	Bled is Pola’s special place because they spent summers 
there in the 1930s. We saw the villa her father rented for the 
summer, where the relatives came from all over to spend time 
with them. We found a magnificent spa, with several pools, 
and had a very good swim. The young went on rafting trips. 
We were invited for lunch by Vid Pechek, who was professor 
of  psychology in Ljubljana and had visited us in Illinois in 
previous years. He has retired there now. His very energetic 
wife wanted to give us all kinds of  gifts, but we had small suit-
cases. We visited his son, who makes electric cars, and Pola 
told him about her interaction with Tesla when she was a 
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child. He was very interested, and Pola sent him a book 
based on Tesla’s letter to her. The young had a marvelous 
time biking, rafting, and hiking.

The tiny train station at Bled is a one-minute stop for in-
ternational trains. We were able to handle it only because 
Louisa organized the boys to act promptly. Thanks to them, 
we caught the express to Munich with no seconds to spare.

	  In Munich, we stayed at a hotel on Goethe Strasse. The 
hotel turned out to be in a Turkish neighborhood above a 
wonderful grocery store. The cousins from Bregens and Sal-
zburg came to see us. We visited the Neue Pinakotek, with 
me in a wheelchair. We had a very nice Greek meal with the 
cousins. The length of  this trip was determined by the num-
ber of  days Jim could be away from work, so on July 3 we 
headed home.

	July of  2012 was unusually hot and humid. We escaped 
by going to Canada. We took Porter Airlines to Quebec City, 
via Toronto. This line treats you the way airlines used to treat 
people in the 1950s: well. The seats are comfortable and they 
give you something to eat. Quebec City is always fun because 
there are numerous restaurants where one can have a meal 
like in Paris. We toured the city and then had a week in a 
timeshare near Ste Anne de Beaupre. There, as well, the food 
was terrific.

2013
We started the year with a week at our timeshare in 

Puerto Vallarta. The grandchildren enjoyed the pools im-

mensely. But the size of  the resort and the distance just to get 
to the pool is not for me. I fell seven times during the past 13 
months, though I did not break anything. In Solana Beach, 
one fall led to a friendship with a neighbor who picked me up 
and helped me. Life is becoming more difficult. Thus, we de-
cided to apply for an apartment at the Retirement Home 
called Carlsbad by the Sea. 

Life is not as much fun as it used to be. However, my life 
with Pola, Louisa,and my grandchildren is very good; my for-
mer students are doing well. For example Kwok Leung was 
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President of  
the Interna-
tional Associa-
tion of  Cross-
Cultural Psy-
chology in 
2010-12, and 
Yoshi Kashima 
was President 
of  this organi-
zation in 2012-
2014. I was 
President in 
1974-76. It is 

nice to see the continuity. Michele Gelfand is doing exciting 
research and is getting much funding. Many others are also 
doing well.

As I look back on this autobiography, I realize that there 
are many places on earth that I have either lived in or have 
visited so many times that I have now lost count of  the num-
ber of  times I was there. They include Athens, Belgrade, 
Bled, Bremen, Brindisi, Cancun, Caracas, Champaign-
Urbana, Corfu, Florence, Hamilton Ontario, Hong Kong, 
Honolulu, Innsbruck, Ithaca NY, Ljubljana, London, Ma-
drid, Miami, Merida, Mexico City, Milano, Montreal, Mu-
nich, New Orleans, New York, Paris, Patras, Puerto Vallarta, 
Salzburg, San Diego, San Juan, PR., Singapore, Taipei, Thes-
saloniki, Toledo, Toronto, Vancouver, Vienna, Venice, and 
Wellington NZ. When people ask me “Where do you come 

from?”, I usually say Athens, Greece, where I lived for 15 
years. But by now I have lived 55 years in Illinois, and I could 
legitimately say Illinois. Or I could select one of  these places, 
and perhaps get away with it!

Rabi Bhagat, a former student from the 1970s, asked me 
to help in a book on managing global organizations. He 
wrote most of  it, but I added a few paragraphs here and 
there and suggested how to change sequences and the like. 
One of  his students was the third author. Thus, Managing the 
global organization: A cultural perspective (Bhagat, Triandis, & 
McDevitt, 2013) was published. 

I am no longer able to go to Greece. So to make up for 
this, I am reading Plato, especially the Symposium. I find it in-
teresting that all these great men are discussing the meaning 
of  “love” by giving small lectures, but when it comes to the 
turn of  Socrates to talk, he did not lecture but instead asked 
questions and revealed his thoughts about love by referring to 
a woman from another culture who told him what love is. In 
short, wisdom does not reside in our culture but in other cul-
tures! That may be one reason why we study cross-cultural 
psychology. 

In August, we took the family to Kauai, Hawaii. We 
rented a three-bedroom house so we could all get a good 
night’s sleep. The young did a lot of  swimming and sea 
sports, while I went mostly to a very nice pool. I was able to 
go in the sea only a couple of  times, with the help of  Jim and 
Louisa. However, we had dinner together every evening and 
enjoyed the country side which is very green. We drove all 
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over the south of  the island, dodging the wild chickens. 
Kauai has a beautiful canyon in Waimea, which is not as spec-
tacular as the Grand Canyon, but worth seeing. 

After Kauai, Louisa and her family went home, and we 
went to Honolulu for the meetings of  the American Psycho-
logical Association, where I gave a paper. We stayed at the 
Ala Moana Hotel, next to a shopping center that was across 
from the Convention Center. The Bhawuks were extremely 
helpful, meeting our airplane and inviting us to an excellent 
12 item vegetarian dinner. The Brislins had a little party for 
us. At the vast convention center, I used a wheelchair and psy-
chology students pushed it. 

I heard Elaine Hatfield give a talk to Sigma Chi, and in-
vited her and her husband, Dick Rapson, for dinner at the 
Hilton Hawaiian Village, where we moved after the APA had 
finished. We enjoyed meeting them very much. They are now 
embarked, as faculty, on a student ship that goes from the Bal-
tic to South Africa, and South America, and are sending us 
frequent reports by e-mail.

	In their 2014 book, The Triple Package: HowThree Unlikely 
Traits Explain the Rise and Fall of  Cultural Groups in America, 
Chua and Rubenfeld present an interesting argument about 
what makes for success in America. They have identified 
some groups that are unusually successful and present data in 
support of  their argument. They argue that middle and up-
per class Cubans, and immigrants from India and Iran, as 
well as religious groups such as Jews and Mormons, are un-
usually successful. These groups have three traits in common: 

superiority, insecurity, and impulse control. They are convinc-
ing. I asked myself  if  their argument applies to me. Looking 
at my life, I consider myself  successful, but did I have these 
traits? I think I did. Superiority, comes from two sources: I had 
an enormous amount of  exposure to ancient Greek culture at 
age 14-20. The essence of  that culture was emphasis on excel-
lence in both athletic and intellectual endeavors. At McGill, I 
felt proud that so many scientific terms are Greek. In fact, 
that made my study of  geology, a requirement of  the engi-
neering curriculum at McGill, very easy. I was also told that 
the Triandis family was unusually prominent. Insecurity, when 
the factory in Patras failed there was status loss. When I went 
to Canada, I encountered discrimination for being Greek (re-
call the family of  one of  my dates, who told her that I was 
not acceptable because I was Greek; and that I presented my-
self  as Swiss at dances in Hamilton?). Impulse control, I did not 
buy a car in Hamilton, I saved $6,000 while working at P & 
G, I saved about 20 per cent of  my income for retirement, 
and all of  these acts indicate impulse control. 

My colleagues in the department in Illinois, especially 
Bill Kapoff, often teased me for having been President of  so 
many (6) psychological associations. That seems to be, in ret-
rospect, the result of  insecurity. Am I good enough? If  my col-
leagues elect me president I must be. In short, the triple pack-
age theory seems to be consistent with what happened to me 
during my lifetime.

In 2014, we retired in Carlsbad by the Sea, California, 
near San Diego. We have two bedrooms, two baths, with a 
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terrace that overlooks the Pacific Ocean. The retirement 
home has 175 residents, and we are gradually learning their 
names. Many have already become good friends. It is like be-
ing on a cruise: There is an amazing number of  enjoyable ac-
tivities, such as a fitness room and two pools (one outside, one 
inside). There are intellectually stimulating activities, such as 
learning more about Beethoven, astronomy, or history.  The 
food is outstanding.  We are less than 30 minutes from our 
daughter and grandchildren, who come to have a meal with 
us with some frequency. It is difficult to think of  a better 
place to end one's life.

From 1965 to 2000, I took a lot of  slides, but unfortu-
nately they faded. They are no longer presentable. They are 
useful for me now, however, to remind me of  places I had 
been over the years. It appears that I have been to all the 
states, most of  the Canadian provinces, and many parts of  
Mexico, and some 50 other countries. 

Realistically, at 87 I should be dead by now. In places 
where longevity is longest, such as Andorra and Macao, they 
live on the average to 85. I am ready to go, but will not do so 
as long as life is tolerable. 

As mentioned above, I wrote my first will when I was a 
student at McGill after taking the course on Engineering 
Law. The professor said that it is stupid not to have a will, so 
I wrote a holographic one, which left my clothes and books to 
my McGill friends. As the end is approaching, I do not fear it 
because I know it is like turning off  the lights. We are alive 
because electric currents circulate in our bodies. After they 

are gone, there is nothing. Just as well. Life is getting too com-
plicated for me to follow everything that goes on. I wrote my 
obituary so that Pola and Louisa will not have to bother to 
write it. I also included instructions for a memorial. I present 
them in the next chapter.
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OBITUARY & 
MEMORIAL

Chapter 15
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Harry C. Triandis (1926- ) died on…at the 
age of…He is survived by his wife, Pola, 
daughter, Louisa, son-in-law, James, and 
grandchildren, Alex and Nico. 

He was born in Greece, did his under-
graduate work at McGill University (1951) 
in Montreal, his Master’s at the University of 
Toronto (1954), and his Ph. D (1958) in so-
cial psychology at Cornell University, in Ith-
aca, N.Y. The University of Athens, in 
Greece, gave him an honorary doctorate in 
1987. 

He came to Illinois in 1958, and was espe-
cially devoted to WILL and the Krannert 
Center for the Performing Arts because he 
loved classical music. He became Professor 
Emeritus of Psychology at the University of 
Illinois in 1997. He was named a University 
of Illinois Scholar in 1987. His field of spe-
cialization was cross-cultural psychology. Af-
ter publishing the 6-volume Handbook of 
Cross-Cultural Psychology, some of his col-
leagues named him “father” of this new 
branch of psychology. His research required 
collaboration with colleagues from different 

cultures, so he circled the globe four times 
and spent many months in other cultures. He 
lectured in about 40 countries on all inhab-
ited continents. After his retirement from the 
University of Illinois, he taught for a semes-
ter at the University of California, Irvine, 
and briefly at the University of Hawaii, Ma-
noa, Nanyang Technological University in 
Singapore (twice), and Victoria University in 
Wellington, New Zealand. 

He was a fellow of the American Associa-
tion for the Advancement of Science, five di-
visions of the American Psychological Asso-
ciation (APA), a fellow of the Association 
for Psychological Science (APS), and a fel-
low of the International Association for 
Cross-Cultural Psychology, which adminis-
ters the Harry and Pola Triandis Doctoral 
Thesis Award that is given every two years 
for the best dissertation in that field. 

He received Awards from the Interameri-
can Society of Psychology, from the APA 
(the Centennial Citation, "for significant con-
tribution to the establishment of cross-
cultural psychology as a distinct discipline," 

and the Distinguished Contributions to Inter-
national Psychology Award). The APS 
named him James Cattell Fellow. The Inter-
national Division of the APA named him Dis-
tinguished International Psychologist of the 
Year 2002. The Society for the Psychologi-
cal Study of Social Issues gave him the 
Klineberg Award. The Academy of Manage-
ment gave him the Eminent Scholar in Inter-
national Management Award. The Federation 
of Associations in the Behavioral and Brain 
Sciences placed him on its list of honored sci-
entists, which listed less than one hundred 
psychologists. He was named Honorary Inter-
national Fellow of the Center for Applied 
Cross-Cultural Research, Victoria Univer-
sity, Wellington, New Zealand in 2011. The 
International Academy for Intercultural Re-
search gave him its Lifetime Contributions 
Award in Taiwan in 2004; the Society for Per-
sonality and Social Psychology gave him its 
Career Contributions Award in 2012 in San 
Diego, California. 

Harry Triandis, 100, Dies, Said to be 
Father of Cross-Cultural Psychology

THE NEW YORK TIMES OBITUARIES MONDAY, OCTOBER 16, 2026
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 He was a Ford Foundation Faculty Fellow 
(1964-65), Fellow of the Center of Interna-
tional Studies at Cornell University (1968-
69), a Guggenheim Fellow (1972-73), and a 
Distinguished Fulbright Professor to India 
(1983). 

He was President of six Associations or 
Societies of Psychology: The Interamerican 
Society of Psychology, the International As-
sociation for Cross-Cultural Psychology, the 
Society for Personality and Social Psychol-
ogy, the Society for the Psychological Study 
of Social Issues, the Society for Cross-
Cultural Research, and the International Asso-
ciation of Applied Psychology. 

After retirement in 1997, he continued pub-
lishing. His 2009 book Fooling Ourselves: 
Self-Deception in Politics, Religion, and Ter-
rorism received the William James Award 
from the General Psychology division of the 
American Psychological Association. The 
third edition of Jain, Triandis, and Weick,  
Managing Research, Development and Inno-
vation: Managing the Unmanageable, was 
published in 2010. Bhagat, Triandis,  and 
McDevitt, Managing Global Organizations, 
appeared in 2013. His books were translated 
into Chinese, Farsi, German, Japanese, Rus-
sian and Spanish. His publications span 60 
years (1955-2015).

Triandis, World Traveler
From Previous Page



My body should be cremated and 
the ashes distributed in the sea, the 
way they do in Bali. A memorial is 
unnecessary, but if one is organ-
ized, it is best to keep the talk short, 
and play some music from my CD 
collection:

From The Ring, at the Met (blue-
green folder) by Wagner, James 
Morris singing Wotan’s Farewell, 
“Leb wohl du Kuenes herrliches 
Kind” 20 minutes.

Bach: Goldberg Variations, Glenn 
Gould plays the first variation for 
5 minutes.

Mozart, Zauberfloete Part 2, Aria 
“O Isis und Osiris” (3 minutes)

Mendelssohn, Songs Without 
Words, Alicia de Larrocha plays Op 
19, No.1 (3.3 Minutes)

Franck, String Quartet in D, 
Larghetto is too long (10 minutes) 
but last 5 minutes would be nice.

Beethoven, 9th symphony Ode to 
Joy (17 minutes) 

The text “Alle Menschen werden 
Brueder” is the central thought of 
my cross-cultural work—to in-
crease understanding across cul-
tures so that people can become like 
brothers. In my last book, I argued 
that the purpose of life should be to 
help as many people as possible to 
be healthy, happy, so they can live 
a long time without destroying the 
environment. I am sure that if Bee-
thoven saw this argument he would 
agree.

The musical program would be 
about 55 minutes, and a talk of 20 
minutes would be just right.

If you want to announce my death 
go to the “co-authors” file. There are 
63 names there. That is too many. 
About 40 would be sufficient. You 
can inform only those who you 
know yourself.
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Chapter 16

Presentations not Mentioned in the Text, 
Included Here Simply for an Accurate Ac-

counting of  How I Spent My Life

PRESENTATIONS



1976: Colloquia at the University of  
Pennsylvania, Philadelphia and the 
University of  Kansas, Lawrence.

1977: Colloquia at Temple University, 
in Philadelphia and Miami University, 
in Ohio.

1978: That year I organized a sympo-
sium at the meetings of  the Society of  
Experimental Social Psychology, at 
Princeton, New Jersey, and I gave a col-
loquium in the Psychology Depart-
ment at Bowling Green State Univer-
sity, in Ohio.

1980: Colloquia at the University of  
California, at Riverside and the Cen-
ter for Social and Economic Studies, 
in Mexico City, Mexico. I was also the 
host of  a conference on Intergroup Re-
lations held for the Office of  Naval Re-
search, in Allerton Park near Cham-
paign, Illinois
Three symposia at the meetings of  the 
American Psychological Association, 
in Montreal, Canada. Conference on 
Models of  Decision Making, in Seat-
tle, Washington. Conference on Group 
Heterogeneity and Productivity, in 
Washington, D. C. in which I pre-

sented some of  the results of  my re-
search on creativity, such as Triandis, 
Hall and Ewen (1965) and Triandis, 
Bass, Ewen and Mikesell (1963). 	

1983: That year I gave colloquia at 
Florida International University; and 
at the University of  Texas (Dallas), 
and a Keynote Address at the Inter-
group Conflict Conference at the Uni-
versity of  Bradford, in England. After 
my lecture tour of  India I stopped in 
Israel where I gave a colloquium at the 
Department of  Psychology of  Bar-Ilan 
University, in Ramat Gan. I also gave 
a paper to the International Confer-
ence on Cross-Cultural Management, 
at McGill University, in Montreal, P.Q. 
Canada.

1984: Symposium on cross-cultural so-
cial psychology at the meetings of  Soci-
ety for Experimental Social Psychol-
ogy, in Snow Mountain, Utah, on Oc-
tober 19, 1984. Seminar on cross-
cultural training, organized at the Uni-
versity of  Minnesota, November 1, 
1984. I presented a paper in Pensa-
cola, Florida at a symposium on Mi-
norities in High Technology Organiza-

tions, organized by ONR/CNET, ti-
tled “Notes on Recruitment, Selection 
and Retention of  Minorities in Organi-
zations," a paper at an Allerton Con-
ference on the "Organization of  Inter-
national Programs at the University of  
Illinois" and a colloquium at the Uni-
versity of  Minnesota. 

1986: Workshop on Cross-Cultural 
Psychology, to 36 Doctor of  Psychol-
ogy students, at the Florida Institute 
of  Technology in Melbourne, Florida.
Paper on the future of  cross-cultural 
organizational research, in Chicago, 
American Academy of  Management.
APA meetings in Washington, D.C., 
where I chaired an invited address by 
Herb Barry and participated in a 
panel presentation at the 50th Anniver-
sary of  Society for Psychological Study 
of  Social Issues.
Keynote address to the first meeting 
of  the Mexican Association of  Social 
Psychology in La Trinidad, Tlaxcala, 
Mexico. 

1987: Colloquium titled "Culture and 
Communication" at the Department 
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of  Communications, of  the University 
of  Montreal; 
"An Analysis of  Organizational Cul-
tures" at the Department of  Psychol-
ogy, University of  Montreal, Canada.
Colloquium on "Individualism and 
Collectivism: A Variable for Under-
standing Cultural Differences" at the 
East- West Center in Honolulu, Ha-
waii.
"Self-ingroup relationships and social 
behavior" at the Department of  Psy-
chology, University of  Hawaii, Hono-
lulu.
Conference on Values and Develop-
ment. Title: "Collectivism and Devel-
opment" at the University of  Hong 
Kong, Department of  Psychology. 
(Conference sponsored by the Interna-
tional Union of  Psychological Sci-
ence).
On June 9 I gave a paper at the Nags 
Head Conference Center, North Caro-
lina: "Cross-cultural psychology's con-
tributions to theory in social psychol-
ogy."

Lecture to the Pacific Institute and 
School of  Business Administration, 
University of  Hawaii, Honolulu. Title: 
"Individualism and Managerial Behav-
ior."
Invited Address to the American Socio-
logical Association. Title: "A Strategy 
for Cross-Cultural Research."
Paper titled "Cross-cultural psychol-
ogy" at an APA symposium on "Alter-
native Theoretical and Research Per-
spectives in Social Psychology."

1988: Invited Address to the Greek 
Psychological Association’s Annual 
Meeting, Athens, Greece.
National meetings of  Advisors of  For-
eign Students Association (NAFSA) in 
Washington, D.C.
Paper on "Socio-Cultural Environ-
ment and its Impact on Managerial 
Styles" to the Conference on World 
Economy: Trade and Technological 
Transfers at Champaign, Illinois.
Conference on the training of  Ger-
man Teachers of  American Culture in 
Bielefeld, Germany. Paper: “Intercul-
tural Education and Training.” 

Keynote address at a conference on 
Hellenism in Transition, at MIT, Cam-
bridge, Massachusetts. 
Organizer and presenter at the confer-
ence on "Culture and Self" at Nag's 
Head Conference Center in North 
Carolina
Annual Meetings of  the Society of  Ex-
perimental Social Psychology in Madi-
son, Wisconsin.
Colloquium, "Individualism-
Collectivism," Department of  Commu-
nications, Arizona State University, 
Tempe, Arizona.

1989: Colloquium at the State Univer-
sity of  New York, at Stony Brook.
Plenary Luncheon Lecture at the Ful-
bright Conference, Champaign, Illi-
nois.

1990: Plenary Speaker at the First An-
nual Intercultural and International 
Communication Conference, on the 
campus of  the California State Univer-
sity, in Fullerton, California.
Invited Address to the Greek Psycho-
logical Society, in Crete, Greece; Dis-
cussant, at a Symposium on the “Fu-
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ture of  Social Psychology" at the meet-
ings of  the Greek Psychological Soci-
ety, in Crete, Greece.
Colloquium, at the Institute of  Psycho-
logical Studies, in Maroussi, Greece. 
Conference on Applied Cross-Cultural 
Psychology at the East-West Center, 
Honolulu, Hawaii.
Conference in Athens, Greece.
Midwest International Industrial Rela-
tions, Forum, in Chicago, IL.
Colloquium at the New York State 
School of  Industrial and Labor Rela-
tions. Chaired the Symposium “Tak-
ing Social Psychology out of  Euro-
American Framework." Society for Ex-
perimental Social Psychology meet-
ings, Buffalo, New York.
Conference at the National Aeronau-
tics and Space Administration, in 
Houston, Texas on "International 
Problems of  Interplanetary Flights." 

1991: Paper to 6th Annual meeting of  
the Association of  Mennonite Psy-
chologists, Champaign, Illinois. On 
April 18 I gave a colloquium at Knox 
College, Galesburg, Illinois.

Keynote Address to the Society of  
Greek Research Psychologists, in Ath-
ens, Greece. 
Symposium presentation to society of  
Greek Research Psychologists.
Keynote Address to the regional Meet-
ing of  the International Association 
for Cross Cultural Psychology in De-
brecen, Hungary. 
Invited Address to the American Psy-
chological Association "Training for 
Diversity" in the context of  "Science 
Weekend" in San Francisco, Califor-
nia.
Chaired a session on Applied Psychol-
ogy as part of  the Centennial Program 
of  the American Psychological Associa-
tion in San Francisco, California.
Colloquium at George Washington 
University, in Washington, DC.
Lecture on cross-cultural training, LIR 
Center for Human Resource Manage-
ment, Chicago, Illinois.
Colloquium at Northwestern Univer-
sity at the Center for Dispute Resolu-
tion - Kellogg Graduate School.

1992: Colloquium at Loyola Univer-
sity of  Chicago.
Keynote Address to the conference on 
"Human Resource Management in De-
veloping Countries" organized by the 
School of  Management, of  McGill 
University, Montreal, Canada. 

1993: Discussant at the Chicago meet-
ings of  the American Psychological So-
ciety. 
Conference on "Psychology in the CIS 
(former USSR)" organized by Paul Ek-
man and the American Psychological 
Association. Washington, D.C.
Symposium, on "Perspectives on Inter-
national Psychology (Past, Present, Fu-
ture) Research" APA, Washington, 
D.C.
Discussant, at the symposium on 
"How to Make Counseling Psychology 
More Multicultural." APA, Washing-
ton D.C. 
Invited address to Division 14 of  APA 
(Industrial and Organizational Psychol-
ogy) in Toronto, Canada. 
Colloquium, at the University of  Cali-
fornia, Berkeley.
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Colloquium at the East-West Center, 
Honolulu, Hawaii.

1994: Presentation to a conference on 
how to introduce diversity concepts 
into the Georgia University System at 
Columbus, Georgia.
Colloquium at the University of  Ver-
mont, Burlington. 
Invited Address to the Society for In-
dustrial and Organizational Psychol-
ogy, San Diego, California.
Introduction to the American Psycho-
logical Association's Cross-Cultural 
Lecture Series, Los Angeles, Califor-
nia.
Colloquium in the Department of  Psy-
chological Sciences at Purdue Univer-
sity

1995: Conference on Teams and Di-
versity, Center for Creative Leadership 
Greensboro, North Carolina. 

1996: Discussant in one symposium, 
presentation in another symposium, at 
Cornell University conference of  the 
Society for the Study of  Conflict Reso-
lution.

American Psychological Society meet-
ing in San Francisco, California
Symposium at American Psychological 
Association, Toronto, Canada.
Symposium at International Associa-
tion for Cross-Cultural Psychology 
Congress, Montreal, Canada.
Discussant at one symposium at the In-
ternational Congress of  Psychology.
Presentation to one symposium at the 
same congress in Montreal, Canada.

1997: Invited Address to the Ameri-
can Psychological Society in Washing-
ton, DC. 

1998: Colloquia: University of  
California-Irvine; University of  
California-Los Angeles; University of  
Southern California; Pomona College; 
California State University at Fresno; 
California State University at Fuller-
ton.

1999: University of  Hawaii, Hono-
lulu. 
Academy of  Management, Chicago, 
Illinois: Major Lecture, and discussant 
in one symposium. 

Peacemaking conference at Interna-
tional World Affairs Conference Cen-
ter, Salisbury, Connecticut.
Colloquium at the University of  Ge-
neva, Switzerland.
University of  California at Santa Bar-
bara, CA. 
Jefferson Laboratory, Newport News, 
Virginia.

2000: Colloquia: University of  Penn-
sylvania, Philadelphia March 29.
Ohio State University, Columbus 
Ohio, New York University, New York

2001: Keynote address on Culture 
and Accounting at Urbana, Illinois. 
June 3.
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Chapter 18

The editor of  this autobiography asked several of  
my students to write something to include in the 
book. His instructions were, 

I’m writing to enlist your help in adding 
some additional content to [Harry’s autobi-
ography]. The book ends with detailed in-
structions for his funeral and his “auto-
eulogy.” (Yes, you read that correctly!)  In 
the book, he talks about each of  his students 
in some detail (all positive). My thought, 
consistent with how he bravely ends his 
story, is to ask you all to write what you 
might say in commemoration of  his life at 
his funeral, if  you were able to attend and 
brave enough to speak up. 

FROM MY 
STUDENTS
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Sharon Goto
I am very grateful to Harry Triandis and Bill Gabrenya for the opportunity to put my thoughts on paper. Across multiple ave-
nues, I have come to understand just how influential Harry has been in my life. In these reflections of Harry some words that I 
will always associate with my mentor are “elegant,” “practical,” “enduring,” and “supportive.”
I first met Harry in 1989 as my official entrée into graduate studies in Psychology at Illinois. I had spent a considerable 
amount of time thinking about culture and acculturation through personal experiences, others’ narratives, and an undergraduate 
education in psychology. In his office, I wondered aloud, “How can one predict which cultural practices are retained and which 
are left behind?” Harry answered this question in his straightforward fashion, “Functionalism!” This seemed overwhelmingly sim-
ple. After our first meeting, I must admit that part of me wondered what I would then do for the next five years in Urbana 
Champaign! Lucky for me, 20+ years later, I have continued to research, think, and teach about issues of cultural change, espe-
cially in Asian diasporic communities. Whenever I am posed with a similar question, my initial, “go to” answer remains “func-
tionalism.” His response was very “Harry-like.” The explanation is scientifically “elegant”; it is “practical” in its orientation, 
and remains an “enduring” mechanism in a world that is more dynamic and fluid due to forces like war, peace, and technology 
than I, and probably even Harry, might have imagined. 
What these descriptors fail to include are my feelings of the incredible support I received from Harry—a sentiment that is shared 
among his many students. I remember the death of my grandmother in graduate school, and my ensuing struggle to act “profes-
sionally” despite my sadness. When I found the courage to tell Harry that I would be gone for a few days to attend her funeral, 
not only was he supportive, but he further inquired about my grandmother and me with concern. I was a bit shocked, but my relief 
was immense. From Harry, I learned about the importance of relating to the “whole” person (including their ingroup), which I 
have tried to pass onto my own students. Years later, I read some scenarios written by Harry that demonstrated “individualism” 
and “collectivism.” I chuckled when I realized this scenario could have come straight from the “collectivist” playbook! 
Pomona College, Claremont, California USA
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Kwok Leung
When I arrived at UIUC, I had two strong impressions of Harry: He was very gentle and supportive. He gave 
me great advice, but was never pushy. I did not expect such a well-known professor to be so caring and warm. 
I had another impression of Harry as I had more contact with him. He was relaxed, but extremely disciplined. 
He was always ahead of deadlines, but showed no sigh of stress. I did not tell Harry about this, but his work 
style has inspired me throughout my professional ca-
reer. When I have too much work to do, I often ask 
how Harry would handle it. 
It was my great fortune to have Harry as my mentor 
and friend. Harry is a very productive and high-
impact scholar, and has been my role model. He 
opened my eyes to the world of high quality research 
and taught me how to do it. My love of research was 
largely attributable to Harry’s influence in my forma-
tive years in graduate school. It was a life-changing 
experience to have meet Harry over three decades 
ago in UIUC.
Chinese University of Hong Kong
[Kwok entered a hospital in Hong Kong soon after writing this memorial and died on May 25, 2015.]



Darius K.-S. Chan
Harry is one of  the most caring, supportive, and generous persons I have ever met. 
I had the privilege to be Harry's research assistant during my first couple years of  graduate 
studies at Illinois. Being an international student with little knowledge about the U.S., I man-
aged to adapt quickly in a new culture because Harry did all he could to help me adjust. Aca-
demically, Harry’s immense knowledge and passion in cross-cultural research readily inspired 
me to become an academic. His amazing memory prowess was eye-opening as well. And, 
whenever I had questions or problems that needed his advice, he often ended his valuable shar-
ing with his signature, somewhat high pitched phrase, "Very good, very fine!". That was always 
reassuring. Socially, events like Thanksgiving dinners and year-end barbecues that Pola and 
Harry held at their cozy lakeside house let me know more about the American/Western way 
of  life. They have also become my fond memories of  Urbana-Champaign.
Apart from these, one memory that stands out of  my graduate studies was a time when we just 
finished the comprehensive exam at the end of  my second academic year. Knowing that I was 
particularly worried about my exam results, Harry made a visit to my apartment right after the 
award meeting in an autumn afternoon just to bring me the good news. I was instantly relieved 
for sure, but even more appreciative for what he had done. Things like this might seem trivial 
to Harry who would just do them without further thought, but the impact on the recipients, 
like me, was enormous and long lasting. His care for others is genuine and unconditional.
His inspirational teaching, together with his care and support for others, have shaped and 
changed the trajectory of  so many lives, including mine. And that is the Harry I will always re-
member, and miss—a caring, engaging, and supportive mentor.
Chinese University of  Hong Kong
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S. Arzu Wasti
From Ankara, Turkey, I came to Purdue University for a master’s degree in the summer of 1994. I had already made up 
my mind to do a PhD and I was interested in cross-cultural differences. My background being in management, I was 
looking around mostly to join business schools with an international manage-
ment focus. Seeking some guidance, I met and explained my intentions to a 
PhD student in the Organizational Behavior program. Listening to what I 
thought would be interesting to study, he asked me if I had heard of Trian-
dis—I hadn’t. I took off with copies of articles by Triandis and as I immersed 
myself into his most comprehensive yet clear writing, I felt as if someone had 
taken an MRI of all the confusion, frustration and indignation I had been feel-
ing ever since I left home for the US! (Of course, after several years in the 
US, a similar constellation of feelings emerged when I went back home, but 
by then I was a Triandis student and very quickly diagnosed my ailment.)
Assured by some locals that it was OK to send e-mails to important, senior 
individuals, I wrote to Professor Triandis about my desire to pursue a PhD 
and was stunned to receive an encouraging reply in an hour or so, graciously 
explaining that he would be in what then used to be the Institute of Labor 
and Industrial Relations (ILIR) building between such and such hours, and in 
the Psychology building afterwards and that I could drop by whenever. A cou-
ple of my observations about him during this first interaction have been con-
firmed ever since: He would respond to and try to help anybody from any-
where in the world who reached out to him; he was a true scholar in that he 
was not zealous about his own research, and would get excited about all sorts of well-done, interesting work; and that 
being knowledgeable was not about power or status but about making life understandable, and possibly easier, perhaps 
peaceful. 
When I was fortunate enough to get accepted to a couple of PhD programs, including the ILIR, I became undecided 
primarily because Professor Triandis had also told me that he would be retiring very soon and I didn’t know what that 
would imply. Confused, I consulted Nakiye Boyacigiller, a well-established Turkish-American scholar in the field of inter-
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national management. She strongly and wisely advised me to join ILIR, using the Turkish expression that being a Triandis student 
would be “a golden bracelet on my wrist,” an asset that would remain with me forever. And so I became his last PhD student. 
Considering how productive he has been at least for another 15 years after that, I can’t help but wonder whether his decision 
not to take on students anymore was my doing…!
During the three years that I was in Illinois, Professor Triandis promptly replied to each of my e-mails, patiently an-
swered each of my questions, and calmly listened to each of my anxieties. Each time I would send him a draft, his first 
sentence would be “This is an excellent draft” and he would continue praising the strengths of the draft and finally point 
out to its shortcomings in the form of suggestions, or future research. With his wisdom, his serene and positive de-
meanor, and his encouragement, I felt a lot of psychological safety working with him and learnt to trust my judgment, 
pursue my intellectual curiosities, to try and err and get back up again. Professor Triandis and Mrs. Triandis further eased 
my life by always asking after my health and my family, and frequently welcoming me to their home, which I particularly 
appreciated during Thanksgiving when all local students left campus and the loneliness of the international “orphans” sur-
faced. It was always heartwarming to see the Triandis couple in their abode: Amidst the elegant tokens of their Euro-
pean heritage and extensive travels, and their broad intellectual collections, Mrs. Triandis would affectionately remind 
Professor Triandis of the decorum around the dinner or drinks being served, or the table being set; Professor Triandis, 
while abiding in good humor, would every now and then pop a rare delicacy in his mouth and his eyes would twinkle 
with pure joy (well, such was the twinkle in his eye that one felt it must have been a rare delicacy). 
After I graduated, I wrote up a few articles from my dissertation. In gratitude for his guidance and my wish to have my 
name in print together with his, I requested him to be a co-author on at least one of these articles. He wrote back ex-
plaining that his policy was not to be a co-author on dissertations he had supervised. He said:

“It is sufficient satisfaction for me to see a good piece of work being published. The 
logic of the policy is that readers will remember the study as a Triandis study (famil-
iar name) rather than as a Wasti study. That is unfair to you. The human mind and 
memory system have limitations, and we must adjust to them.”
And, he added: “(P. S. It is time for you to start calling me Harry)”

Of course, Harry-Pola and I kept in touch after my graduation and return to Turkey. Every now and then I would send 
them an e-mail asking how they are doing. Harry, as always, would respond promptly and delightfully share their most 
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recent travels, which always had a note about how good some of the meals were. To my amazement (actually, I have 
stopped being amazed at Harry; I have simply accepted that he is this very special, very unique person who lives more 
fully than almost everybody I know) he would also comment on some current, political issue in Turkey, and with his 
usual modesty, he would add that he didn’t know the details. 
I was fortunate to see Harry and Pola most recently in the summer of 2013 and, much to my delight, I stayed with 
them. When I was a graduate student, Pola would wonder how I was able to work with Harry given I was a night per-
son who would go to bed around 4 a.m., which was sort of the time Harry would get up. This time around, thanks to 
the jetlag, I was pretty close to Harry’s schedule. I woke up one morning, went downstairs and I found him at the 
kitchen table, listening to the radio. Old age hadn’t changed his joie de vivre in the slightest. As I helped myself to some 
breakfast, he told me all about his health regimen, how he was exercising regularly, how he was weighing himself daily, 
and how he would make sure to eat the absolute minimum if he observed that he had put on even an extra gram. My 
eyes slid to the plate in front of him, in which the crumbs of a muffin as big as my head rested. I looked back up to find 
that same twinkle in his eyes and with a chuckle he said: “But this was very good!”
Harry, I am so thankful for the “golden bracelet,” and more so for your golden heart. 
Sabanci University, Istanbul, Turkey
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Harry Hui
The first day I arrived in your office, you invited me and my wife to your 
home for dinner. I forgot what was on the dining table, but cannot forget 
about how delicious the food was, and more importantly your hospitality 
and cross-cultural sensitivity. We have since then been invited to your 
home many times. Our daughters already felt very comfortable the first 
time they met you. 
Learning that we did not have kitchen utensils in our new home, Pola gen-
erously gave us glasses, mugs, cups, bowls, and pans. From that day on, 
we started preparing food for ourselves. The mere sight of those utensils 
reminded us of your love and care, and warmed our hearts.
You invited me to assist in reviewing an article someone submitted to a 
journal. That was my first time, and you taught me how to be critical and 
at the same time supportive when writing a review.
You taught me about the Hispanic culture. You invited me to the research conference you organized for researchers in the 
field. You taught me the word sympatia. You showed me the vast gap of knowledge about individualism/collectivism, and 
encouraged me to venture out to investigate the construct.
You challenged my minds but at the same time helped me articulate thoughts 
that I did not know how to put in words.
Thank you, Harry, for all you have done.
University of Hong Kong



Josephine Naidoo
A Celebration of  Life

Memories Reflections Appreciation

Arrival in America
In the Fall of 1959, I joined the University of Illinois, having been awarded a scholarship from the Institute of 
International Education to engage in graduate studies at the University. As a non-European, a citizen in the 
small Asian Indian minority group in my home country, the Republic of South Africa, I escaped the repressive 
regime of Apartheid. 
The Early Kennedy Era, 1960
I came to America during the early Kennedy days; a new spirit was spreading across the country. This spirit in-
cluded outreach to the nations of the world, intellectual revitalization, foreign students were encouraged to 
join American universities in increasing numbers, being viewed as potential goodwill ambassadors for America. 
I myself became deeply involved in foreign student activities, especially those related to Africa. 
Graduate Studies
By 1961, I had completed the M.A. degree under two well-known psychologists to whom I had been assigned, 
Dr. Fred Fiedler and Dr. Charles Osgoode. I had also commenced the Ph.D. program in Psychology. 
Dr. Harry Triandis: My Ph.D. Dissertation Supervisor
My personal background experience in South Africa of racism, oppression, and segregation had led me to de-
velop a long interest in social and cultural/religious psychology. I argued to myself that if people understood 
the cultural underpinnings of behaviour there’d be less conflict in the world, and more harmony, inclusion and 
friendship. I needed a supervisor for my dissertation who shared my worldview of “others.” 
I had met Dr. Harry Triandis in the Psychology Department at Illinois. I had taken courses from him, and had 
been both his research and teaching assistant. He had graciously attended some of my talks on Apartheid in 
South Africa. His vision of the world, his empathy with students from all corners of the globe and his warm 
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outreach to them, impressed and appealed to me deeply. I asked him to 
supervise my Ph.D. dissertation. He readily agreed. I became his first 
graduate student. 
Academic Interactions
Over the years, I interacted with Dr. Triandis in many settings as his Ph.D. 
student and his research/teaching assistant. He was also my instructor in 
some of my courses and periodically we met more informally. We inter-
acted easily, as he did in general with students. In my experience, he 
showed confidence in the student, encouraging initiative and independ-
ence in the student. Over the years, he has always responded to anything 
I produced (articles, etc.) with a short positive comment. 
The Establishment of  Cross-Cultural Psychology as a Discipline
All of us admire Dr. Triandis’ pioneer efforts and commitment to creating 
a vibrant space for cross-cultural psychology in the Psychological world 
more generally. The long life of IACCP, Triandis’ many publications, texts, ar-
ticles, presentations, deservedly win the praise of all. I, myself, value the 
many global opportunities that IACCP has opened for me. 
Dr. Triandis: A Significant Presence!
Over the years, I am sure all of us have observed the Triandis presence! 
Tall, handsome, with a distinguished demeanour, he stands out in any set-
ting. With his winsome smile lighting up the warmth of his personality, he spontaneously attracts people to 
him, in friendship. 

Dr. Triandis Participates in my Wedding
By 1964, my fiancé, James (“Jim”) Leslie, a doctoral Physics graduate from the University of Illinois, and I felt 
we were ready for marriage. South Africa was still in the throes of repressive apartheid. It was difficult for 
non-Europeans to travel outside the country. My parents were unable to attend the event. We asked Dr. Trian-
dis if he’d kindly escort me to the altar at the planned marriage ceremony at St. John’s Catholic Chapel at the 
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University. Without hesitation, he agreed, even writing a letter to my parents, in which I gathered he spoke 
well of me. 
Jim and I married on September 19, 1964. Last year, 2014, marked our 50th wedding anniversary. We remem-
ber with gratitude, Dr. Triandis’ singular generosity. Wedding pictures reveal that he thoroughly enjoyed the 
event. 
Thoughtfulness and Kindness
Dr. Triandis and I kept in touch for years after the completion of my doctorate, exchanging cards at Christ-
mas. Surprise, surprise! In 1968 after the birth of our first child, Kenneth, we received a cuddly “comfort” blan-
ket from Harry and Pola for Kenneth! Kenneth loved the blanket, carrying it around, resting on it, until it was 
threadbare!
Dr. Triandis, an Exceptional Global Personality
Dr. Triandis will live long in my memory as an inspiring glowing spark of light. In my mind he embodies the 
best of the great aspirations of the spirit of America: excitement about diversity, equality, freedom! 
Wilfred Laurier University, Waterloo, Canada
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Yoshi Kashima: Harry the Trickster
People would know Harry as a scholar; many of them would know Harry as a realist; and some would 
know Harry as a music lover—especially a lover of grand operas and big symphonies, just like his theory. 
But I suspect not many would know Harry as a trickster. Deep inside his bright and piercing eyes, there 
lies the cheeky Harry who would raise one eyebrow with sparkling eyes and say “well, I can just do this 
and that and see what happens, you know” with a chuckle. 

I can imagine him doing just that when he called me into his office in 1982 and told me to dial a phone num-
ber in Japan. He explained I was to ring a potential graduate student he was thinking of accepting to the 
PhD program at Illinois. Being there for less than a year as a student, I was eager to do whatever my su-
pervisor would ask me to do. Little did I know that this would-be student of Harry’s was practically my 
neighbour in Tokyo, the mega city with a population of more than ten million. I don’t even remember what 
I spoke about with her on the phone then. All I remembered was that her name was Emiko. The fall came 
that year, and this student arrived in Urbana-Champaign. He declared that she would be in the office that I 
was in… 

Well, it doesn’t take a PhD to figure out what might happen at that point. Harry’s little experiment pro-
duced two PhDs and one marriage, and utterly changed two people’s lives. 30 years later, Emiko and I are 
together living in Melbourne, Australia, teaching social psychology. All this thanks to Harry’s little trick. 
I forgive him for his celebratory speech at our wedding, delivered in Japanese. For all I know, looking at 
our surprise, he must have been chuckling in his mind with his cheeky delight.

So that’s Harry the trickster, a man with a cheeky smile who taught me serious scholarship and an element 
of fun go hand in hand, and a life without fun is not worth living.

University of Melbourne, Victoria, Australia



Michele Gelfand
I am forever grateful for having Harry as my academic and personal mentor. No doubt, having gotten to the 
opportunity to know Harry so well is one of the biggest gifts of my life. Like many, I stumbled into the field 

quite serendipitously. I was a junior in college, a sheltered kid from Long Island, 
when I ventured off to London for a semester. I remember the strange sounds, 
sights, and smells of London, and being very overwhelmed with the culture shock 
that comes with being away from one's own familiar territory. I vividly remember 
a phone conversation with my father that was arguably the beginning of my jour-
ney of becoming a cross-cultural psychologist. I was telling him about how strange 
it was for people to be going to all sorts of cities from London for just a few days, 
whether it was Paris, Amsterdam, Scotland, and the like. My father responded, in 
his quintessential Brooklyn accent, "Well, imagine it's like going from New York to 
Pennsylvania!" That metaphor was so inspiring to me that the very next day I 

booked a low-budget tour to Egypt. It was just like going from New York to California, I reasoned (much to my 
father's dismay!). From that point on, I was determined to learn as much about the world as humanly possible. 
After traveling extensively, living on an Israeli Kibbutz, and luckily stumbling into a culture and human develop-
ment back at Colgate, I knew I was hooked on the study of culture. I was fascinated with basic questions, such 
as: How is it that culture shapes the self so profoundly, yet culture is so invisible and taken for granted? How 
does culture develop, how is it sustained, and how does it change over time? How does culture contribute to 
misunderstandings and how can we understand it to prevent and manage conflict? At that time, I spoke with 
Richard Brislin, then the head of the East-West Center at the University of Hawaii and expert in cross-cultural 
training about graduate programs and he recommend that I should work with Harry Triandis. The rest was his-
tory. 
Harry was such an incredible mentor who influenced my thinking in profound ways. He is a true generalist and 
the sheer breadth and depth with which he approached the study of culture has always been an incredible in-
spiration to me. To this day, whenever I talk to Harry, it the amount of knowledge he has about so many topics 
is just astonishing—he is truly a walking encyclopedia! On the big five personality scale, he is probably several 
standard deviations above the mean on openness to experience, and he is one of the most supportive and 
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caring individuals that I know (during his Festrift I demonstrated how he is very high on horizontal collectiv-
ism!). It is an understatement to say that Harry has been a great mentor. From our first meeting at Dom’s Piz-
zeria in Champaign to now, he has always been a pillar of strength and support for me. During my first year, I 
remember Harry telling me that he thought I should become a Professor at a top research institution. I was 
stunned, as I was planning to become a cross-cultural trainer. Like a great mentor, Harry saw in me things that I 
didn’t quite see yet about myself. Harry became my adopted parent while I was in Champaign and beyond. He 
welcomed us to his house with great frequency (and we got to swim in the lake with his alligator ; years later I 
sent him a replacement of it from Dewey beach, Maryland!). He and Pola had an wonderful engagement party 
for Todd and I, with heart shaped invitations and great food and wine, a tradition that we have continued for 
my students (Harry’s grandchildren)! Harry was always concerned with his students’ well-being and went out 
of his way to make us happy. I remember that when I first came to his house, I thanked him for the Schlitz 
beer he gave me by saying it was “delicious” (I was trying to be nice!). Every time I went to his house he 
served me that beer, and it was only later that Pola told me that he ran out to get it for me every time! 
He did always tell me (and still does!) that I have too many irons in the fire and that I should talk slower, two 
things that I haven’t quite been able to change. But in all seriousness, throughout my life, Harry’s optimism, curi-
osity, modesty, and great sense of humor have been traits that I try to emulate in my own life. His advice, that 
you should be passionate about what you do, don’t be afraid to be controversial, and most importantly, don’t 
take yourself too seriously, are things that I try to practice everyday. I owe Harry so much and am so thankful 
for his intellect and personhood. He serves as an inspiration to us all. 
University of Maryland, Baltimore, USA

287



288

Emi Kashima
Harry	 has	 been	 such	 an	 influential	 person	 in	 my	 life	 and	 so	 it	 is	 difficult	 to	 
put	 my	 thoughts	 about	 him	 in	 just	 a	 few	 words.	 I	 would	 like	 to	 emphasize	 
that	 Harry	 has	 been	 an	 incredibly	 generous	 and	 patient	 PhD	 supervisor	 to	 me	 
and	 perhaps	 many	 other	 students.	 He	 gave	 opportunities	 to	 foreign	 students	 
from	 non-English	 speaking	 countries,	 regardless	 of	 their	 gender	 and	 cultural	 
background,	 to	 study	 at	 the	 University	 of	 Illinois	 and	 under	 his	 guidance,	 which	 
was	 a	 life-changing	 experience	 for	 many.	 Harry	 also	 showed	 us	 how	 to	 be	 
hard-working	 and	 yet	 optimistic—a	 key	 for	 developing	 a	 successful	 academic	 ca-
reer.	 I	 would	 also	 like	 to	 highlight	 that	 Harry	 was	 extraordinarily	 generous	 in	 
his	 “parenting”	 of	 us	 students.	 I	 think	 all	 his	 students	 would	 never	 forget	 
the	 numerous	 social	 gatherings	 that	 Harry	 and	 Pola	 put	 together	 in	 their	 lake-
side	 residence,	 in	 order	 to	 celebrate	 students’	 achievements,	 to	 encourage,	 and	 
to	 have	 fun	 together.	 I’m	 sure	 all	 Harry’s	 students	 would	 be	 reaching	 a	 re-
alization	 during	 their	 teaching	 career	 that	 Harry’s	 generosity	 to	 his	 students	 
has	 been	 extraordinary	 and	 just	 so	 difficult	 to	 emulate.

Latrobe	 University,	 Melbourne,	 Victoria,	 Australia



Robert Bontempo
I'll leave it to others more qualified than me to comment on Harry's profound influence on the field 
of cross-cultural psychology. The intellectual debt we owe him is enormous. I would like to comment 
on what an outstanding person he is, and what a profound influence he has had on my life.
When I arrived at the University of Illinois, I was young, somewhat immature, and perhaps not fully 
appreciative of the opportunity I had to work with Harry as I would later become. During  one of 
our early research meetings, I completely forgot about our appointment and missed the meeting. 
 When I realized what I had done, I was terrified.  How could I face the great Harry Triandis after 
what I had done?  When I arrived for the followup meeting, Harry simply turned to me and offered 
me a small gift. It was a pocket calendar, and with his warm smile and soft chuckle he suggested 
that I start to use one. 
Over the next several years, Harry displayed the most remarkable ability to overlook my shortcom-
ings, encourage my abilities, and inspire me.  I sometimes look back now and laugh at how patient 
he was when I would go on about some profound insight I had, which he of course had already 
thought about decades ago.  His personal character set a standard for modesty, intellectual hon-
esty, and kindness that I continue to aspire to. I am a better person for having known him.
Columbia University, New York, USA
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William Gabrenya: A model for a life
I was not a student of Harry Triandis, but I have worked so closely with so many of his students over the last 
30 years that I feel like a sort of honorary member of this esteemed group. In the course of copy editing the 
book and working on graphics, multimedia, etc., I read the book from cover to cover. I didn’t cry until the last 
chapter, when I could see (most of) a whole life in its (nearly) entirety and appreciate Pola’s sweet introduc-
tion, “The Traveler.” Harry traveled on several journeys, physical, intellectual, and personal, from his boyhood in 
a highly traditional 1920s Greece to his retirement amid the salubrious breezes of Carlsbad, California.
In following Harry’s life course, I discovered many qualities that I was not aware of, at least not consciously. We 
often think of eminent scientists as lab rats, obsessively churning out research in laboratories of near military 
precision and discipline, cold, supremely ambitious and competitive, demanding of, and not a little feared by 
students, holding forth at conferences and sashaying down the corridors accompanied by posses of acolytes. 
We all know people like this; this is not Harry. 

What stands out alongside his intellectual journeys and global travels is his sociability, warmth, considerateness, 
positive attitude, and attention to his (wow, so many!) relatives and friends. I have never seen Harry at work, 
writing or editing, but my mental model of him is a scientist who socialized widely and energetically, ideas per-
colating as he traveled and interacted with people of many cultures in many exotic locales; and then sat down 
to develop or write one game-changing theory or paper or book after another. 
If you have read even a chapter of this book, you will be more than convinced of Harry’s obsession with travel. 
Gifted with an amazing memory, he was attentive to every detail: the history, the architecture, the quality of a 
hotel, the price of a great meal and, most of all, who he encountered and visited on the road. Also gifted with 
great language abilities and a classical education, Harry was born to be one of the founders and intellectual 
leaders of a field such as ours.
When we created the Harry and Pola Triandis Doctoral Thesis Award in IACCP, the concept for the award 
came out of the need for increased methodological rigor in the field. But the name of the Award, proposed af-
ter Dharm Bhawuk made a monetary contribution to its dedicated fund, reflected the warmth and affection 
many of the IACCP leaders felt for Harry and Pola. He is indeed viewed as one of the fathers of cross-cultural 
psychology, or for the current generation of students, grandfather and great-grandfather. I expect that, in future 
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years, cross-cultural psychologists will trace their lineage back to Harry in the same way that social psycholo-
gists like to trace theirs back to Kurt Lewin.
And finally, a word about “positive attitude.” Harry enjoys the world. The word “best” appears over 50 times in 
this book, “best view ever,” “best trout ever,” “best hotel,” “best melon,” “best pasta I ever ate”....  Never a jaded 
traveler, he continues to take in the wonders and diversities of the world, even from a wheel chair at times, al-
ways positive.
Thanks, Harry, for giving us a model for a life.
Bill Gabrenya
Florida Institute of Technology, Melbourne, Florida USA
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