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     I am Bill MacKinnon, Dick's brother. In my few minutes here, I  want to share 

thoughts about him as my best friend. My vantage point is admittedly unusual. Few 

speakers at such a service have had the privilege of sharing a crib with the 

departed.  

 

     The fact of our “twinness” was, of course a significant influence in our lives, 

especially in the early years. Probably surprising to some, it was not a subject that 

Dick and I analyzed or even discussed very much. Although as pre-schoolers our 

parents treated us in some ways as a ”unit,” they worked hard to ensure we 

developed as individuals with separate identities. From the beginning, of course, 

each of us was acutely aware that we had a brother of the same age and near-

identical appearance, but we were not so close emotionally that either of us had a 

sense of “incompleteness” without proximity to the other. 

 

     There were some uncanny parallels, though.  As Yale freshmen, we cracked the 

same two vertebrae in our backs in an auto crash. Out of a class of about 1,000 

people, we finished in near-consecutive academic order (although we took different 

courses), and we both graduated magna cum laude with election to Phi Beta 

Kappa. We each had two children of the same gender born in the same sequence at 

almost the same time. Since 1993, we both have had wives named Patricia – and 

lucky at that.  

 

     But there were significant forks in the road after leaving graduate school in 

1962, with different paths taken in terms of geography, occupations, and 

intellectual interests. As a result, when Dick joined me in my management 

consulting practice after his thirty years with IBM, I told prospective clients that if 

they engaged us, he could add and subtract, and I could read and write – an 

unbeatable combination. It worked! Dick was chief scientist of MacKinnon 

Associates in the early 1990s when Marshall Carter, the new CEO of State Street 

Bank, took the unusual step of engaging Dick as a consultant and then appointing 

him the first State Street Fellow – a sort of advisor with unrestricted hunting  

license.  



 

     As I think about Dick, he was a New Englander in a way that I am not. This 

regionalism shaped his adult character. After all, in Schenectady he grew up within 

sight of Vermont. His higher education was all in Massachusetts and Connecticut. 

Remarkable for an IBMer, his career was almost entirely in the Boston area. When 

he joined MacKinnon Associates, he got to stay in Sherborn. His vacations were 

often on Cape Cod and Nantucket as well as in Maine, New Hampshire, and 

Vermont. (Somehow Rhode Island escaped his attention.) In New England fashion, 

one of his joys each Fall was knowing that the firewood was “in” for the winter. It 

wasn't easy to get Dick and Pat out of New England to vacation with us in 

Michigan or California, but when they did we had a glorious time such as their last 

visit to Santa  Barbara in 2020.  

 

     What I am describing, though, was not the life of a provincial. Dick roamed 

widely throughout the enormity of New England and the cosmopolitan 

neighborhoods of Boston, often with camera in-hand. He did so with energy and 

curiosity, poking into corners of this “beat” that could only be described as eclectic. 

He could be found  in  the Maine woods, Filenes' Basement, the faculty clubs of 

Harvard and MIT, and an assortment of Boston area restaurants ranging from the 

gritty to the elegant.  

 

     Dick's  reading interests and book collecting activities were also broad and 

offbeat. Somehow, he acquired a working knowledge of the American submarine 

service and its history that astonished even navy veterans. I think of Dick as my 

“Free Range Brother” and as our family's non-commissioned private detective.  

The origins of such lifelong roles can be traced back to the Hardy Boys novels.  

With a remarkable, inquiring mind like his, the world, especially that part east of 

New York, was Dick's  oyster.  

 

     One of the pillars of Dick's character was a capacity for loyalty to his friends. If 

you were his friend, it was for life. I was perhaps the prime beneficiary of this 

during the downs as well as ups of my own life. When the going got rough, brother 

Dick was there for me and many others. He wore well over the long run, as the 

presence of those here today confirms. 
 

     Dr. Pete Kathan, a New Hampshire pediatrician, is Dick's oldest friend of nearly 

eighty years standing. Pete spoke with Dick a few days before he died and then 

wrote me: “I have many wonderful memories dating back to 1944 and Elmer 

Avenue Elementary School [in Schenectady]. I am very grateful for Dick's 

friendship over the years and will cherish the memories. I respected and admired 

him and his steadfast love for and devotion to Pat and his family.” Another long-

time friend of some fifty years, Bill Gundy, said it succinctly after visiting Dick  



 

near the end: “we applaud his life, well-lived – caring, purposeful, hard-working, 

and joyful.” 

 

     Dick was a person who gave back. He was for decades an unpaid  Trustee of the 

Massachusetts Eye and Ear Infirmary and member of the Radiology Department's 

Visiting Committee at Mass General. His years of teaching are described in his 

obituary. While preparing these remarks, I came across a fifteen-year-old e-mail  

Dick had sent to several of his friends from elementary school and elsewhere. Here 

he urged them to stay in touch with people who had influenced their lives positively 

and to let them know of their appreciation, as he was doing in sending that 

message.  

 

     A close cousin to Dick's loyalty to friends was his kindness to  every-day people 

he encountered. I witnessed it repeatedly with waiters and waitresses, the crew of a 

submarine berthed at St. Croix, farm workers at his beloved Mount Hermon 

School, a railroad conductor on the Boston & Maine, and others.  

      

 

     Finally, there is the matter of courage – that of Dick MacKinnon and his dear 

wife, Pat. Over the past twelve months, both have been beset by a combination of 

ailments no one should have to endure. Nonetheless, they took care of each other 

without complaint but with the help of their children, physicians, the residents and 

staff of North Hill and its wonderful nurses, and the spiritual leaders of St. 

Andrew's, whom he valued so much. My family thanks them all for their skills, 

kindness, and prayers. In thinking of what Dick has suffered and how he dealt with 

it, the word “valiant” comes to mind.  

 

     What would Dick say if he were now standing before this congregation? Based 

on my eighty-four years with him, I think Dick would remind us of his many 

blessings – the ones he recited at length several weeks ago to Bill Gundy, who sat  at 

his bedside. Dick believed the cup of life is half full, not half empty. He would urge 

us to press on with our lives in his absence. With Richard A. MacKinnon as my best 

friend from the beginning,  my cup runneth over.  
 

 

 

 

William P. MacKinnon 

Montecito, California 

February, 2023 

 



 

  

 

      

 

      

 

 


