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We wish to thank the friends and colleagues of Doc who are co-hosting this evening’s event: 

 
Jon Auerbach, William J. (Bucky) Buchanan, John Chesney, Doug Cox, Dianne Manges,  

Andrew Purcell, David Seltzer, Jay Tackett and Howard Trauger. 
 
 

Program Agenda 
 
Bagpipe Salute        William Watson  
The St. Andrew’s Society of Philadelphia 
 
Introduction       John Chesney 
 
Doc’s Career in Banking & Finance    William F. Casey, III 
 
Doc and the Philadelphia Securities Association  Jay Alan Weinberg 
 
Doc and the Bond Club of Philadelphia   Howard Trauger 
 
Doc and the Racquet Club     Jon Auerbach 
 
Doc and Whatever      William (Bucky) Buchanan 
 
Doc and Doubles      David Seltzer 
 
Special Presentation of  The Order of the Left Wall   Jay Tackett 
 
 
 

Reminiscences 
 
Several of Doc’s friends and colleagues submitted written recollections of Doc, shown below: 
 
 
Eamon Egan: 
 
A standard evening with Doc at the Racquet Club always had two phases for me: 
 
Phase 1 – would find Doc in a group setting, telling jokes and making witty (oft-times digging) 
remarks to welcome each new arrival to the gathering, followed by a catch-up on all the news and 
developments since we last convened.  During our penultimate gathering, he regaled us with tales 
and stories of how much he enjoyed having Clarence (Otto) McGowan as his Chestnut Hill 
neighbor for so many years.  As we traditionally did, we then adjourned for dinner (a voyage of 15 
feet, to the nearest table).  
 
Phase II – even, perhaps especially, if I had not been seated next to Doc during dinner we would 
always work our way to the side to sit together more quietly over a post-dinner glass of wine, and 
enjoy a quieter, one-on-one conversation about everything under the sun – Doc’s upcoming travel 
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to Delaware (I think it was) to see a grandchild’s game, some anecdote about an epic past evening at 
the Club, or, during our last such tête-a-tête in October, his upcoming dinner and seminar at the 
American Institute for Economic Research in Great Barrington, Massachusetts.  That led us into a 
terrific discussion about economics, and the unusual story of how the AIER headquarters came to 
be established in Great Barrington.  A wonderful evening and like every other evening spent with 
Doc, I laughed, I learned something, and I enjoyed myself thoroughly.  (I add that Doc was as usual 
sharp as a tack on his history, and he followed up on our conversation with an e-mail about the 
AIER dinner a couple of days later.)   
 
Doc will be sorely missed, and friendships built on evenings as described above have always been a 
major reason that one joins and remains a member of the Club.  I know that I will continue to look 
for him in his usual place each time I walk into the main bar. 
 
 
Eric Greenwood: 

Doc was a true gentleman; warm and welcoming to all. He was well informed, well-spoken, and 
fortunately, we agreed on virtually every subject, otherwise his intellect might make mincemeat of 
one. 

 
Don Gudhus: 
 
As the new Secretary of the Philadelphia Securities Association, I hope I can maintain the high 
standard of excellence Doc established. 
 
 
Richard Everett Henderson: 
 
Dear Doc-  
You were truly the last Philadelphia gentleman:  Kind, courteous, respectful and with a heart full of 
gold.  
 
Running into you was always a special occasion.  You made everyone you met feel as if they were 
the only person in the room.  
 
I will miss your laugh, your smile, your zest for life.  You have been an amazing slice of my life.  
 
You will be sorely missed at The Racquet Club bar.  You always made it a special occasion when you 
came in and lit the room up with your laughter, wisdom and generous spirit.  
 
Thank you, Doc.  God bless you, we will meet again for another libation.  You were an amazing 
human spirit, and I’m so blessed to have met and known you for so many years.  
 
Your good friend always from The Philadelphia Racquet Club, Richard Henderson 
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---and, perhaps predictably, from John Chesney, David Seltzer and Jay Tackett: 
 
 

À la Recherche du Doc Perdu: 

The First Racquet Club Party 

for the Remembrance of Doc Miller, 

the Amplification of His Greater Deeds, 

 and the Settlement of Doubts About Others, as May Be 

OR (more briefly) 

“Let??!!”  * 

 
 
Henry J. ”Doc” Miller III was a larger-than-life character.  Although he was given his nickname as a 
youth due to his resemblance to West Point’s star running back Doc Blanchard, he actually looked 
more like Babe Ruth.  And like The Babe, Doc was talented, congenial, and athletically-gifted, with a 
huge appetite for experiencing all that life has to offer.  Curiously, they both attended St. Mary’s, 
although Doc’s was Mt. St. Mary’s College and Babe’s was St. Mary’s Industrial Reform School…or was it 
the other way around? 
 

Separated At Birth??? 
 

                                           
 
 
Doc Miller was a 3-Letter Man (Tennis, Squash, and Steam) known to many of us through epic 
encounters on the Racquet Club’s Doubles Court, part of a weekly squash tourney known as the 
Bankers and Barristers Cup.  Its formal name, with a tip of the beret to Doc’s passion for both 
French bavardage and Burgundy, was La Confrérie des Quatre Chevaliers Sans Goût –the Brotherhood of 
the Four Gentlemen with No Taste.  This contest was held every Monday afternoon dating back to 
2004, and at various points involved Jon Auerbach, John Chesney and Mike Izzo (the Barristers) 
against Doc, David Seltzer and Jay Tackett† (the Bankers).  It was only half a dozen years into it that 

 
*   Our choice of this long-winded essay title likely requires some explanation, which is provided within. 
 
†   Well, if we’re being honest, Mr. Tackett is not even remotely a banker, but even less so a barrister… 
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we began keeping a won-lost ledger and engraving the annual results into the Cup.  This trophy may 
be viewed with the Club’s other Icons of Athletic Excellence in the display case of the President’s 
Lounge, shown below. 
 
 

     

           
 
 
Doc was a Thinking Man’s player, using a combination of skill and guile to excel on the court.  
Although right-handed, he was the consummate Left-Waller, and almost nothing got by him, as his 
many scrape marks on the side wall attest.  His reverse corner shots were both legendary and lethal.  
And, like his doppelgänger Babe Ruth, who had the legendary “called shot,” some of Doc’s most 
majestic strokes ended up deep into the stands. 
 
Doc arguably had the combination of the quickest hands and the slowest feet of any member of the 
Club.  To complement his physical skills, Doc was not above applying psyops as part of his game.  As 
we all know, Doc by his nature was an incurable optimist.  There were times when--given the 
relationship between his foot-speed and the distance to be traveled--his “let” calls could only be 
described as optimistic.  If, however, an opponent were to arch a dubious eyebrow, Doc would 
protest briefly, grudgingly concede the point (literally and figuratively), but then carry a Major 
League Pout for the balance of the match.  His opponents typically were so confused and 
demoralized at the thought that they might have incurred the displeasure of the beloved Doc that 
their game sagged noticeably thereafter, and victory was Doc’s!  Following the match downstairs at 
the bar, while the first vin rouge ordinaire was being poured, Doc’s jaunty disposition made it clear that 
“The Pout” had simply been one more weapon in his formidable squash arsenal. 
 
However, he was not always so proficient in squash.  Doc himself loved relating the story about his 
being a new member of the Racquet Club decades ago, and breaking his squash racquet during a 
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match.  He went to the pro shop to buy a replacement.  The head pro then was the celebrated but 
cantankerous Jimmy Dunn, who looked at him sharply and said, “Miller!  You aren’t good enough for 
a new racquet.  Let’s just tape that one up.”  And so Doc repaired back to the court with a semi-
repaired racquet—and a bruised ego. 
 
In recognition of Doc’s athletic prowess, unfailing affability and longstanding dedication to the 
Club, an “Order of the Left Wall” commemorative plaque was conceived for this occasion.  It 
shows Doc’s name in well-deserved Gold Leaf, mounted on a scuff-marked segment of left wall that 
had been replaced on one of the courts.  The plaque has been presented to The Racquet Club, and 
will be installed adjacent to the Doubles Court where Doc was such a familiar presence over the 
years.  
 
 

 
 
 
Off the court, Doc was a wonderfully engaging conversationalist on all manner of topics, and was 
wont to pepper his comments with periodic ejaculations (if one may use that term) in flawless 
French: “bien entendu,” “bonne chance,” and an occasional “pees off”…These phrases came naturally to 
him from the late 70’s when he and Nickie lived in Paris while he was doing international banking 
for Fidelity.  He remained proficient in French throughout his life, and almost single-handedly 
buttressed France’s wine export sector while faithfully burning quarterly minimums here at the Club.  
He would have made a marvelous Ambassador to the Fifth Republic.   
 
But while Doc was an undisputed master of le mot juste, he was inclined to eschew le mot bref—
particularly when, by doing so, he could nudge his companions towards more creative thinking or 
more interesting conversation.  Every Spring, Doc would participate in one or more wine-infused 
brainstorming sessions with a group of Racquet Club friends, the purpose of which was to come up 
with a topical theme and suitable title for an annual summer gin & tonic party.  The mission—no 
easy task—was to devise a title that would be both pithy and witty, capturing the essence of the 
selected theme.  Whenever the group’s creativity was flagging, Doc would suggest “titles” that were 
ponderous and arcane, barely complying with Twitter’s 280-character limit.  Here, by way of 
example, is one of Doc’s actual party title suggestions from last summer: 
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Dismemberment:  China in Evolution or Critical Rum (sub for gin and tonic) Theorem--Long live Dark n 'Stormy ‡ 

Needless to say, such sallies were summarily rejected, provoking much hilarity and gentle ribbing.  In 
response, Doc would simply sit back and, with a twinkle, smile his signature, slightly lopsided grin.  
Thus re-energized by Doc’s “interventions,” the group would renew its quest for a suitable title and 
the ideas would flow like (and with) wine. 
 
Throughout these conversations, if you posed a question to Doc, his response invariably would 
begin with his catchphrase, “Yeah, well, the thing of it is that…”  and then off he would go making 
some preternaturally-sage observation.  He spoke authoritatively, but not assertively, on all sorts of 
subjects, and always with a wry smile. 
 
 
Of course, in addition to all of this social and athletic activity, Doc was a loving husband, a devoted 
father, and a doting grandfather (as the projected slideshow has demonstrated).  He was a successful 
financial executive, a generous supporter of numerous nonprofit causes and organizations, and 
undoubtedly the most popular member of The Racquet Club.   
 
He is—and will continue to be—remembered with great affection.    

 

‡  Hopefully, this revelation about Doc’s sloganeering skills explains the rationale for the verbose title to 
   this essay… 
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Article from a 2010 Racquet Club newsletter describing the Bankers and Barristers Cup 

 
 

 

    


