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Dear Classmates,

I have always felt lucky to have been at Wesleyan from 1966–1970.  
We were able to experience the conflict and change of those years in a safe environment  

that encouraged learning, arguing, and experimentation. So, when Kate Quigley Lynch asked me  
to edit our fiftieth reunion yearbook, I was happy to take the job. Ted Reed, a Wesleyan roommate 

and former Miami Herald reporter, agreed to be my partner in creating the book.

Our goals were to let everybody know what our classmates  
have been doing for the past half century,  

to celebrate the lives of classmates who have died,  
and to honor the professors who were important to us.

Additionally, we hoped that through preparing essays,  
compiling Argus stories, and chronicling outside events,  

we could help you remember not only our time on campus,  
but also the drama of the unique period when we were there.

Jeff Sarles did a terrific job of finding, organizing, and writing captions for photos  
highlighting events happening in the outside world during our Wesleyan years.  

Much of this work is in the book. His full presentation is available on the class page  
(www.wesleyan.edu/classof1970) and will be played as a slide show during reunion weekend.

John Sheffield, Maurice Hakim, and Jeremy Serwer read every Argus edition published during our 
time at Wesleyan and identified stories of interest. Many of you wrote heartfelt remembrances of 

classmates who died and others helped identify photos. Diana Diamond and Ted contributed essays. 

Kate Quigley Lynch and Beth Watrous of the alumni office helped with research  
and encouragement. Ellen Maurer, who has designed 50th Reunion yearbooks for fourteen  

Wesleyan classes, brought her talent, knowledge, and perspective to the project.

We also used photos from the Class of ’70 Olla Podrida that Tony Balis  
skillfully put together a half century ago.

—JOHN GRIFFIN

PS. A last thought. The new class at Wesleyan, the class of 2023, is highlighted in Ted’s essay 
“Would We Even Get Into Wesleyan Today?” They are to us as we are to the class of 1917.
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Fifty-four years ago, in the 
spring of 1966, Wesleyan  
admitted its first diversity class.  
That was us. “Hoy’s Boys” 
we were called to honor then-
admissions dean Jack Hoy.
We actually weren’t that diverse. Of the 352  
admitted to our class, zero were women, while 33  
were from minority groups, mostly black. Their 
inclusion was viewed as historic, the first step in 
making prestigious New England colleges more open 
and more representative. Still, it’s hard to avoid recall-
ing that most of us were white guys from New York, New 
Jersey, or Connecticut, along with a handful of Californians.

Today, comparing board scores, class rank and diversity stats for the 
Class of 1970 with the same stats for the Class of 2023, you cannot help but 
conclude that many of us would be unqualified for today’s Wesleyan. It’s as 
if we were major league baseball players between 1901 and 1947, the period 
when all the players in the Negro Leagues were excluded.

Amin Abdul-Malik Gonzalez, Wesleyan’s current dean of admissions, and  
Robert Kirkpatrick, who succeeded Hoy in the position in 1969, both told me 
in November 2019 interviews that it’s impossible to tell whether we would be 
admitted today, given all the variables. Possibly they were just trying to be nice.

“It is a true statement that competition for admission is more keen today than 
it was then, but to bring that to an individual student is hard to do,” said Gon-
zalez. “The landscape is different; the pool was different. It’s hard to change 
the variables so that you can weigh things identically.”

Gonzalez, a member of the Class of 1996, said he sometimes asks himself 
whether he would be admitted today. “It’s twice as hard as it was when I 

came,” he said. “In 1992, when I applied, Wesleyan admitted 33%. This 
year it’s only 16%.”

When I asked Kirkpatrick whether we would get in today, he  
responded, “I have no idea. The admissions world is unbelievably 
different. It’s a much more complicated, much more aggressive 
kind of environment now than it was then. If you look at the  
racial, religious and socio-economic makeup now, it’s mind-bog-
glingly different.”

“The diversity of the undergraduate population is much more 
pronounced than it was,” he said. “The value of academics as  

primary criteria for admission is the same now as then, but  
within that, diversity plays a more important role. I would hope  

the overarching value of having students who could take advantage 
of opportunities would have put you at the admit level,” he added.

Would  
We Even Get  

Into Wesleyan 
Today?
By Ted Reed

“	It’s as if we were  
major league  
baseball players  
between 1901  
and 1947,  
the period when  
all the players  
in the Negro 
Leagues were  
excluded.”
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Certainly, we can hope. However, looking at stats can be disheartening.

Obviously, Wesleyan has become more academically selective. Also, I  
estimate that the Class of 2023 includes about 179 white guys, compared 

with 330 in our admitted class. 

Wesleyan’s effort to enhance geographic diversity seems to further diminish 
the likelihood of our being admitted.

Of course, the decision to admit women was the biggest change. 

It started after we were admitted in 1966. Our class continued to grow as  
Wesleyan admitted 15 transfer students as part of a nine-college transfer pro-
gram. A few months after we graduated, women began to attend Wesleyan as 
freshmen members of the Class of 1974.

The lack of women at Wesleyan inspired some of us to spend a semester  
elsewhere. I spent the second semester of our junior year at the University of  
Oregon, where I met my first girlfriend. I mention this because I realize that 
had I applied to college in today’s world, I would likely attend my 50th college 
reunion in Eugene.

Regardless, we can celebrate what it means to have been among Hoy’s Boys.

Jack Hoy graduated from Wesleyan in 1955 and returned in 1964 as dean 
of admissions. He rose to be assistant to the president and dean for special  

Wesleyan Admissions 1970 2023

Number of Applicants 2,048 13,358

Number of Applicants Accepted
Acceptance Percentage

471
23%

2,187
16%

Number Who Matriculated 352 781

Number of Women
Number of Men

0
352

430
351

Percentage of Minority Students 6% 49%

High School Class Rank—Top 10%
High School Class Rank—Top 20%

46%
65%

68%
84%

SAT Math Mean Score
SAT English Mean Score

670
686

730
760

“I estimate that  
the Class of 2023  

includes about  
179 white guys,  
compared with  

330 in our  
admitted class.”

So would we get into Wesleyan today?

Wesleyan Admissions Geography

New England Region
1970: 26%
2023: 21%

Western Region
1970: 7%
2023: 19%

Mid Atlantic 
1970: 49% 

2023: 32%

New England 
1970: 26% 
2023: 21%

West 
1970: 7% 

2023: 19%

NON-U.S. 
1970: 2% 

2023: 18%

Midwest 
1970: 9% 
2023: 4%

South 
1970: 6% 
2023: 6%
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academic affairs, then left in 1969 to become a 
vice chancellor at the University of California-
Irvine. From 1987 to 2001, he was executive 
director of the New England Board of Higher 
Education. He died from cancer in 2013. A Hart-
ford Courant headline proclaimed, “Jack Hoy:  
A Champion of Student Diversity at Wesleyan.”

Bob Kirkpatrick, a 1960 Wesleyan graduate, suc-
ceeded Hoy as dean of admissions in 1969. He re-
mained in Wesleyan administration until 1991 and 
still lives in Middletown. Kirkpatrick recalls the move to 
diversify as “an important initiative led by Jack Hoy and Vic 
Butterfield (Wesleyan president 1943–1967) and many members 
of the faculty who wanted to increase the racial, socioeconomic and  
religious diversity of the university.”

That initiative included Jewish students. Before us, “there were not many,”  
Kirkpatrick said. “That was true of almost all of the New England colleges.” 
While the number of Jewish students had not been formally capped, “there were 
fewer than would generally be true,” he said. Today, we think of ourselves as the 
first Wesleyan class with long hair, familiarity with drugs and a commitment  
to resist the Vietnam War. 

Why us?
“A great deal of change played out during your four years at Wesleyan,” Kirk-
patrick said. Society changed. The Vietnam War was part of it. The national 
civil rights movement was part of it. The change that happened (to students) 
during your years could not have been predicted, but I think it started with 
a conscious decision to increase the socio-economic and racial and religious 
and geographic diversity of the population. “We were two years ahead of 
the other New England colleges, all of whom adopted the same practices,”  
he said. “Wesleyan was the first. Other colleges had done the same thing, but 
not many of the New England prestigious colleges. Wesleyan led the way in  
that revolution. Once we started to do that it caught on across the country.”

In a sense, we were the leading edge of change that might now exclude us.

I asked Gonzalez what he would like to say to our class, 50 years later. “I would 
love to say that we are very much a familiar place that you would enjoy now  
as much as you did then,” he said. “Not that it is identical, but that the values  
are identical; that there is a strong tradition of these values of education,  
inclusion, and an engaged campus community beyond the promise of a  
rigorous environment, and that Wesleyan still provides a transformative edu-
cational experience.” D
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What We Did About the Vietnam War 
By Ted Reed 

The night of December 1, 1969 
loomed large in determining our 
fates. That was the night of the  
first draft lottery, affecting about 
850,000 men born between  
1944 and 1950. Eventually,  
everyone with 195 or less  
was called. What to do regarding  
the war was, for many of us,  
the biggest decision we had  
ever made. 

Few of us at Wesleyan fought in  
the Vietnam War, many of us  
protested American involvement,  
and most of us actively sought  
to avoid serving in the military.  
In the latter effort we were,  
by and large, successful.  
Wesleyan was an institution  
of privilege, and, in general,  
the privileged did not fight  
this war.

For this story, I emailed questions  
to about 45 classmates involved  
in putting together our 50th 
reunion. About half responded, 
mostly in group emails.  
Our discussion became  
passionate. “As I’ve read through  
the stories from our classmates,  
I find myself very moved,” wrote 
Steve Talbot. “They remind me  
what a fascinating, iconoclastic, 
quirky, curious class we were  
all part of.”
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Three Classmates Who Joined the Military
Bill Jefferson arrived in Middletown in September 1966. Wesleyan enrollment 
enabled a student deferment. He already opposed the war. But, “after a first 
semester during which I may have attended as many as ten classes,” Bill was 
asked to leave Wesleyan. He was drafted in March 1968 and sent to Vietnam 
as an infantryman the following August. In January 
1969 his platoon was ambushed by a North Viet-
nam Army unit outside of An Khe. Bill wrote home 
to report that “almost everyone was either killed or 
wounded; I wasn’t scratched.”

Afterwards, he became an antiwar activist. “I’ve spent 
a good deal of time waging war against war,” Bill 
said. He was active in Vietnam Veterans Against the 
War. In the 1980s he was a film critic and journalist; 
his topics included the torture conducted in Cambo-
dian refugee camps.

Bill returned to Wesleyan, graduating in 1976. In 2001, 
he returned to the ambush site for an emotional visit.

Now retired, Bill lives in Olympia, WA. Often, he said, 
“I find myself confronting people who want to thank 
me for my ‘service.’ My usual response is to suggest 
that what I did ‘for my country’ was not service but simply murder for hire—
and for damn cheap hire, at that, while others socked away millions in war 
bucks.” He would prefer, he said, to have simply been told “Welcome home.”

Tom Buford also arrived in Middletown with our class. In 1967 he joined the 
Eugene McCarthy campaign; withdrew from Wesleyan; became a VISTA  
volunteer in Buffalo, NY, lost his student deferment and was denied an  
occupational deferment—even though other VISTA volunteers got one—and 
received an induction order. Angry at his treatment, he enlisted in the Marines 
one morning and was in basic training within 24 hours. 

Eventually Tom was sent to Southeast Asia (not Vietnam), where, he said, he 
was briefly in harm’s way. After several weeks, he returned to the U.S., received 
an honorable discharge, returned to Wesleyan and graduated in 1972.

Tom, now a Cleveland attorney and devout Indians fan, said he feels “anger 
at what our county did to itself (and other countries) and, in particular, to its 
young men; guilt that many of the guys I knew in basic and advanced training  
went directly to combat units with some not surviving, and gratitude to  
Wesleyan for graciously welcoming me back.” He considers himself a Class  
of ’70 member, due to friendships he established.

Jerry Cerasale drew number 193, a bit too low to save him. He was drafted 
in August 1970. Because he had worked briefly as a clerk in the Wesleyan 
registrar’s office, the Army classified him as a clerk and assigned him to Fort 
Meade, Maryland. He spent his entire military career there. “I was fortunate,”  
Jerry said. Yet he felt guilty. At times, it was because he joined the Army  
despite the immoral war. Other times, it was because “I was processing people  
who were going to Nam and I felt guilt that I was not over there. Some of my 
friends in the service (consoled me.) They said, ‘Jerry, look, you are in the  
service, you are doing what was asked of you.’”

Bill Jefferson, pictured above  
in foreground, rides in an  
armored personnel carrier  
near An Khe in Vietnam in  
October 1968. Bill’s battalion 
was providing security for  
doctors and medics offering 
care to tribespeople.  
Behind Bill is Tom Bailey,  
who was killed in an ambush 
three months later. 

“	I was processing 
people who were  
going to Nam  
and I felt guilt  
that I was not  
over there.”
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In 1971, two troubling events occurred when Jerry was off base but in uni-
form. Once, he was hitchhiking from Fort Meade to Cape Cod to visit Jan, now 
his wife. On I-95 in Providence, somebody threw something at him. “I think 
it was a rock,” he said. “It was one of those things where you knew that kind of 
feeling was there, especially in the Northeast.”

That same year, Jerry visited the Wesleyan campus. “You guys were gone,” he 
told me, referring to our class. “But I got a negative feeling, like ‘Oh, you sold out  
Jerry.’” It was, he said, the “most negative experience” of his Army service.  
Afterwards, he stayed away until 2014, when former longtime track coach  
Elmer  Swanson was inducted into the Wesleyan Athletic Hall of Fame. That 
visit was positive, Jerry said, adding, “Wesleyan did a lot for me, and I love it.”

The rest of us had an easier time. We either drew high lottery numbers, flunked 
physicals, obtained conscientious objector status, or found some other way out.

High Number Beneficiaries
Jeremy Serwer spent lottery night engaged in a favorite pastime: sleeping in 
Olin Library. “I knew something was awry when, upon my return to the Beta 
house, all lights were out,” Jeremy said. “I was jumped by the brothers and  
unceremoniously dumped in a cold shower. I had number 358—if not the 
highest in our class, then pretty damn near it.”

Steve Talbot and Dave Davies watched the lottery on TV together. Both got high 
numbers. Steve said, “If I’d been called, I was prepared to go to Canada. During 
that Vietnam commencement at Wesleyan, I was one of many signing a pledge 
not to fight.” Dave said he “vividly recalls classmates with lower numbers sitting 
stunned, trying to fathom how their lives might be altered by that night.”

David Geller was a campus rarity: a war supporter. But, 
David got a high lottery number. “If I had a low draft 
number, I would have tried to enlist in the Navy or Air 
Force,” he said. “I watched the lottery on TV in Moke’s 
Bar with Jeff Sarles and others. I got a high number, 
271. I was so happy I bought a round of beer for the bar.”

Conscientious Objector
Jeff Sarles also opposed the war, but he drew number 
103. “I had no intention of bearing arms against my 
brothers and sisters in Vietnam, with whom I felt far 
more in common than with the Wall Street bankers, oil 
executives, and bought politicians who were promoting 
that criminal war.” Eventually, he applied for conscien-
tious objector status and did a year’s worth of alterna-
tive service before the government apparently lost track  
of him.

Chuck Bosk drew 222, but nevertheless pursued his CO application. Initially 
it was denied. On October 13, 1970, Charles visited his Baltimore draft board 
for a denial hearing. It was the day of World Series Game Three, the Orioles’ 
first home game. None of the board members showed up. Chuck wrote the 
board a letter: “I answered each of their objections in the original denial and 
had it entered in my file—along with my profound regrets that the board did 

Above: Ed Sanders  
(head of the African  

American student group on 
campus) addresses  

a rally. Photo by  
Charles Spurgeon ’72.
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not take their responsibilities as seriously as I did,” he said. “A week later,  
a letter informed me that the board had reversed its original decision.”

Some Failed Physicals
Eliot Daum’s number was 173. “I made it through to my second semester of 
law school at Syracuse before receiving my physical notice,” he wrote. “I had 
been vehemently against the war and very actively involved 
in resisting it, yet I had no plan. In retrospect, I think my 
‘plan’ was that if I were drafted, I’d consider heading the 
few miles north to Canada.” At Eliot’s physical, a doctor in 
a white coat found that due to a childhood shoulder injury 
he could barely raise his left arm above his shoulder. He   
received a 1-Y. “I walked out of the building and drove back  
to my hotel. My girlfriend Ann Miley (from Wesleyan) await-
ed me and my news. There was no celebration, no great hugs 
of relief, not much reaction at all. We simply went on with 
our lives. I remain bewildered to this day at my passivity and 
failure to appreciate the moment for what it was.”

John Yurechko, now retired from a career in military intel-
ligence, drew number 342. However, before the lottery, he 
had a scary moment: he was drafted during freshman year. 
“I was scared shitless,” John recalled. “Somehow Wesleyan 
had screwed up my student deferment. I was ordered to  
report to New Haven for a physical exam prior to induction.” 
The exam was “a very humiliating process which ended up 
with me standing buck naked in a room with 30 or 40 other 
inductees. Someone dropped a nickel that rolled across the floor in front of us. 
It was a form of protest. The Army medical doctors didn’t think it was funny.”

Phil Dundas drew number 191. In the spring of 1970, he went to New Haven 
for a physical. He recalled: “Towards the end of the morning at one of the last 
examination stations for the physical, the doctor looked at my flat feet and 
said ‘Son, you can’t join this man’s Army even if you wanted to!’ With that I 
received a permanent 1-Y.” 

After Bob Stone drew 40 in the draft lottery, he focused on getting a defer-
ment. “When I reported to the local draft board in 1970 for my physical exami-
nation, I was armed with letters from two ophthalmologists (one a renowned 
expert who had been treating me since I was very young) advocating for defer-
ment based on an eye muscle condition of mine.” The condition, Bob said, can 
lead to double vision. “The examiner, particularly impressed with the letter 
from the well-known expert, signed off on my deferment, and I went off to law 
school rather than to Vietnam,” he said.

David White, lottery number 81, had started a film company in Toronto. He 
was considering a move to Canada when he learned that chronic asthma 
would entitle him to a 1-F. He experienced “a feeling of unexpected relief, but 
also a thwarting of the soul-defining decision-making one longed to make in 
perfect anti-war contrariness,” he said. 

For his part, Steve Policoff never feared being drafted. “I had a bad foot, the 
result of a spectacular tobogganing accident when I was 12,” he said. “My dad 
was a doctor and knew all the doctors in town, and I received a 4-F without 
even having to go for a physical.” D

When the Deities Intervene
Religion saved Marcos Goodman,  
who became a minister in the Universal  
Life Church. “If you wanted to become  
the minister of your own weirdo church,  
all you had to do was send $5 to  
Kirby J. Hensley in Modesto, California,  
and you’d get your very legal-looking  
minister’s certificate, ready for framing,”  
Marcos said. “It was a joke, but I sent 
Kirby my $5.” Marcos received a certificate  
in the mail, sent it to his draft board,  
and received a divinity deferment.

“	…a feeling of  
unexpected relief, 
but also a  
thwarting of the 
soul-defining  
decision-making 
one longed to  
make in perfect 
anti-war  
contrariness…”
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How the Class of 1970  
and a Guy from Birmingham  

Helped Lead Wesleyan Integration
By Prince Chambliss with Ted Reed

14

Prince Chambliss was an early Class of 1970  
celebrity, the subject of three New York Times  
stories before he got to Wesleyan.
The first story, in October 1964, was headlined, “Connecticut School Bars 
Negro Youth as a Nonresident” and began, “Plans to have a Negro boy from 
Birmingham, Ala., attend high school in this Fairfield County community (at 
Ridgefield High School) have run into trouble.” 

As the move to begin to realize the promise of integration gained 
strength in the ’60s, Prince entered an American Friends Service 
Committee program, which set him up to attend Ridgefield High 
while living with a local white family. At first, the board of edu-
cation objected, finding technicalities in order to accommodate 
local resistors, but under pressure it backed down. 

A second Times story described Prince as “the shy, soft-spoken, 
110-pound youth (who) is transferring from Birmingham’s 
segregated Parker High School, where he was a straight-A stu-
dent, president of his class and a member of the National Honor  
Society.” A third, in June 1966, was headlined: “A Success Story 
in Suburban School; Negro Boy Who Divided a Town in North 
Graduates with Honor.”

Next stop: Middletown. 
Prince first visited Wesleyan because he was encouraged by his high school  
history teacher, Dirk Bollenback, Class of 1953. “It was love at first sight,” 
Prince wrote. “Wesleyan gives the appearance of the All-American campus and  
Middletown was picturesque, sitting above the Connecticut River, but having 
a slightly gritty edge.” Also, Admissions Director Jack Hoy “looked like the  
ideal person to answer a casting call for a movie role in that position. He had salt 
and pepper hair, smoked a pipe, wore tweed sports coats with elbow patches,  
and easily engaged one in conversation on every possible subject. I walked into 
his office and was sold immediately.”

In many ways, Prince’s story is typical for 
our class of 352 admitted students, includ-
ing 33 from minority groups, mostly black. 
Prince became politically active at Wes-
leyan. He resisted the draft and became  
involved—in his case, as a Black Panther.  
“I went from honor student living in the 
home of a white family in Fairfield County, 
Conn. to poster child for the Black Pan-
thers,” he wrote. 

In 2010, he published an autobiography, 
Prince of Peace: A Memoir of an African-
American Attorney Who Came of Age in Bir-
mingham During the Civil Rights Movement. 
This story includes excerpts from the book 
as well as from e-mails.

“	I went from honor 
student living in 
the home of a white 
family in Fairfield 
County, Conn. to 
poster child for the 
Black Panthers.”

Above:  
Prince Chambliss’ love of  
learning began as a youth  
at the Glossfield Library in  
Birmingham, Alabama. 
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“According to the dean (John Hoy), it was our 
role to interact with our classmates, who 

would be going on to become captains 
of industry and leaders in the financial 
community. We were there to educate 
them about us and our communities 
so that they wouldn’t be clueless later 
in life. The exposure to our culture 
through the first-hand experience of 
sharing college together would pre-
pare them for dealing with diversity 
on better terms than the previous 
generation. Even if I had not person-
ally taken this as an insult and tried 
to continue with a positive attitude, 

there were others and most of them 
were incensed. ‘Were we not also there 

to be trained to become captains of in-
dustry and financial leaders ourselves?’”

“Looking back at Wesleyan that fall of 1966, 
it is likely that the self-segregated black tables 

at meals in the cafeteria and at social gatherings 
would have developed on their own, without any neg-

ative precipitation,” Prince wrote. “However, the thought 
that ‘these white boys aren’t going to learn a thing from me’ per-

meated the atmosphere and reinforced the self-segregation to such a strong 
extent that it took a strong white student to sustain an effort at integration… 
It was difficult to find one’s way through the thicket of race relations in 1966. 
Everyone was carrying a lot of baggage.”

“Life as a student at Wesleyan was marred in our minds by what we perceived 
to be the stifling oppressive heavy hand of white liberal paternalism. As a black 
student, one had all of the comforts imaginable, but the fact that one was dif-
ferent had not been taken into account and, while we were catered to in almost 
every possible way, we were not in control… As students we were admitted to 
an elite academic community in unprecedented larger numbers but we still 
remained a very small and distinct minority with no self-control or power.”

The challenges Prince and other  
African Americans faced were not all  
on campus or in the classroom.
“We discovered very early on that there was not a good barber in Middletown 
for cutting black hair. After locating the one barbershop in the very small black 
part of town, one student gave it a try. Unfortunately, he fell asleep in the chair 
and upon awakening was cruelly disappointed to discover that he had been 
‘scalped.’ The haircut was so bad that he was a joke for weeks and had to be 
persuaded to remove his cap so that the complete damage could be analyzed 
and resolutions made to avoid a haircut in Middletown at all costs. Of course, 
I can’t say that this is how the ‘Afro’ hairstyle began, but I do know that I only 
got haircuts when I went home on school breaks and soon I didn’t bother.” 

“…the thought  
that ‘these  

white boys aren’t  
going to learn a  
thing from me’  
permeated the  

atmosphere and  
reinforced the  

self-segregation…”
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The late 1960s was a time of  
emerging black pride. It emerged faster  
at Wesleyan than at similar schools.
“Very few other colleges had followed Wesleyan’s lead in increasing the num-
bers of black students so substantially so quickly,” Prince wrote. “Consequent-
ly, the black students at Wesleyan were usually disappointed when attending 
mixers with the many girls’ schools because there were such a small number of 
black female students. It is interesting to note the difference between the Wes-
leyan black students generally and the black students at the other competing 
colleges. Not to say that all of the other black students at other colleges were in 
the bookworm mode, but there is indeed strength in numbers and Wesleyan 
had the black numbers.” 

“Wesleyan had actually selected gifted young black students who retained a 
sincere commitment to make changes in the black community. Wesleyan had 
admitted bookworms like me, but it had also admitted young black men who 
were determined to return to their community and make a difference on their 
own terms. There was a verve and style about the young black men from Wes-
leyan. (We) kept the pressure on the administration.”

One result was the establishment of the Malcolm X House in the building  
occupied by EQV—until the fraternity was evacuated after a 1966 fire. 

“One of the very early tactics in ‘negotiating’ with the university administra-
tion was to make ‘non-negotiable’ impossible demands,” Prince wrote. “By 
asking for the impossible, in our minds, we controlled the situation because 
the university couldn’t ‘win’ by granting the demand. Also, by demanding the 
impossible, the more possible, but perhaps somewhat outrageous, demands 
actually became achievable: ‘Well, if they really want to have their own sepa-
rate black dormitory and name it after Malcolm X, I suppose we could see how 
that works.’” 

In retrospect,  
even as Wesleyan changed us,  
we changed Wesleyan.
“It was no surprise at all that when Sen. Ted Kennedy 
was taken ill and unable to deliver the commence-
ment address during the presidential campaign of 
2008, the replacement speaker was none other than 
then-candidate, Sen. Barack Obama,” Prince wrote. 
“Clearly, Wesleyan will always be on the cutting edge, 
leading the way for others to follow.”

For Prince, as for all of us, “The change that I sought 
so strenuously came about in so many ways that there 
was change for which I had not bargained.” D

At right: Future President of the United States, Barack Obama, delivering the 
2008 commencement address at Wesleyan. Photo by Bill Burkhart.

“	…the black  
students at  
Wesleyan  
were usually  
disappointed  
when attending 
mixers with the 
many girls’  
schools because 
there were such  
a small number  
of black female 
students.”
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The Transition to  
Coeducation at Wesleyan  
(1968–1978)
By Diana Diamond, Ph.D.

When I started at Wesleyan in 1969, it was the Wild West of coeducation.  
There were no athletic facilities or organized sports for women, no eating  
clubs or dining rooms aside from the freshman dining hall, and no health 
services that focused on women’s issues, including contraception or sexu-
ality. But we made it up as we went along, plunging into the academic 
and social life of the campus, to political activities and the creative arts—
especially theater and dance. Forging our own path was in itself em-
powering, but the transition to coeducation was largely a silent revolu-
tion that was largely obscured by the social and political movements of 
the late ’60s and ’70s that which were sweeping campuses including the  
antiwar movement, the black power movement, the women’s movement and 
the student left.

As one of the first elite universities to accept women in 1968 several years be-
fore the “Ivies”, Wesleyan was in the vanguard of the movement for coeduca-
tion. Yet the experiences of the generation of students who were pioneers in 
this movement have not been adequately documented or theorized.

Suzy Taraba and I, along with Sheila Tobias (hired as assistant provost in 
1970 to oversee the transition to coeducation), designed a questionnaire that  
covers aspects of the social and academic life at Wesleyan that was sent to  
over 4,000 students, faculty and administrators who were at Wesleyan from 
1968 to 1978.

The following are some of the responses from students who were at Wesleyan 
during 1969–1970.

Women Students
“	I didn’t feel like a pioneer—more like an interloper trying to get an  

excellent education. What affected me far more at the time was  
the women’s movement, and the clear message that women should  
pursue careers…”

“	In my classes, many more women were ‘quiet and thoughtful’  
and discourse could often be dominated by men. There were way fewer  
female professors than male. So, while individual women took risks,  
spoke up, led organizations, etc., others were still inhibiting themselves, 
uncertain that assertion was compatible with getting male attention  
on a social/sexual level, etc.”

“	I didn’t feel like  
a pioneer— 
more like an  
interloper trying 
to get an excellent 
education.”

“	Forging our  
own path  
was in itself  
empowering,  
but the transition 
to coeducation  
was largely  
a silent  
revolution…”
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A professor  
wrote an article  

for a campus  
publication  

inveighing  
against admitting 

more women  
because English  
would become a  

“girls major”.

“	At Wesleyan I hit a perfect storm: psychedelics, the so-called sexual  
revolution, the student strike, being one of only 40 or so female students on  
a campus of 2,000 men and mostly male professors, and the unnamed  
sexism that pervaded the times.”

“	I was usually the only woman in a class, self-conscious, and afraid to 
speak. (Male) Friends told me years later how they’d all rush to the  
window to see me walking in my long maxi coat across the Lawn Ave. 
courtyard. That might sound like fun, but it wasn’t. I didn’t feel free.  
In one class, I remember a professor looking at me in amazement and  
saying “That’s a really good point. I’m really surprised!” I withdrew.  
My educational life stalled. Nobody was cruel, but it was not easy to be  
a novelty and a pioneer... On the other hand, the men I knew at  
Wesleyan were mostly gentle, interesting, decent, and kind. So, as they say,  
it’s complicated. I cherish the friends I made, and classes and teachers  
that were bright spots, but overall the experience was emotionally  
chaotic for me. Maybe it was just the times.”

“	Solidarity with other women going through the same thing created a  
sense of community for us, a pleasure in knowing ourselves to be at  
the cutting edge.”

“	In certain classes with certain female professors, there was the sense that 
we were breaking paths together. I appreciated seeing women who already 
had become something or somebody that I aimed to be. I didn’t have a lot 
of positive female support to be an academic achiever, so it made a huge 
impact on me.”
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“	Being part of  
the transition  
was actually  
good experience 
for what was  
going on in the 
world overall…  
Going through 
those years at  
Wesleyan gave  
me the confidence 
to handle many 
similar situations 
later.”

“	Later many of us went on to professions—and the years at Wesleyan  
prepared us well for them—competition in the classroom, dealing with  
men as friends and classmates, learning to deal with discrimination— 
subtle and not so subtle as when one of my professors told me that his  
seminar in Shakespeare was more subdued than usual because perhaps  
the men in the class were fantasizing about me. Or when professors  
would turn to us and ask for “the feminine point of view”. As one of my 
friends from that era stated, I didn’t know that there was a feminine  
point of view until I got to Wesleyan.”

“	My experiences with professors were poor, and ranged from dismissive  
at best, to abusive at worst. I was discriminated against by some,  
and harassed by one of my professors. This is one story, of the professor  
who harassed me: I received a B on a paper I had worked hard on.  
I went to him after class to ask him for feedback on what I could do to  
improve to an A level of quality. He suggested that we meet in his office 
hours: the next Friday at 9 PM. When I arrived, his office was dimly  
lit and had a couch; he was smoking a pipe and had jazz playing.  
He came to sit next to me, touched my knee, complimented me,  
and then brazenly proposed that we have sex...and even meet every  
Friday evening for sex! I left in a huff and never received any further  
communication from him on my work. I recall feeling depressed as  
I walked home in the snow and, pondering the situation, concluded  
that I had no conceivable recourse. I had no sense that I could report him  
to the administration...and thought that if I did, he would harm me  
somehow. I was worried that rejecting him would now make him take 
some sort of revenge on me, if only in my final grade, which I believe  
proved true.”

“	The biggest advantage was that we were able to go to Wesleyan in the  
first place. We didn’t go there to be the first women, but to be Wesleyan  
students. But, there was something energizing about being part of the 
change. It was an opportunity, and we knew that time was special.  
Being part of the transition was actually good experience for what was  
going on in the world overall, with changing women’s roles in the work 
force, politics, leadership, etc. Going through those years at Wesleyan  
gave me the confidence to handle many similar situations later.  
Socially, one of the advantages to the transition years was that strong  
relationships were formed with classmates, both men and women.  
There were so few women on campus my first two years that I  
probably knew most of them by sight, and I became close friends with 
many of them. But the majority of my classmates were men, so most of  
my friends were men. I had boyfriends as well, but the guys I’m still  
in touch with were the “ just friends” guys that I shared the Wes  
experience with.”

“	The student clinic was operating in the dark ages with a doctor who  
didn’t have a clue about women’s bodies or sexual functions.”
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“Many of us felt  
we were doing  

forced labor  
as monks,  

only to find out  
they’d imported  

a few nuns  
for us to  

commiserate  
with!”

Men Students 

“	We were told that the few women on campus were a “toe in the water”  
to see if coeducation would work.  I remember admiring the bravery  
of the women in the circumstances.”

“	I recall four women in ’68 and we were the first class to have women 
graduate on transfer…idea that campus life would be transformed  
was powerful and important, but the practicality—women in class, 
women in dorms, women around, still was not there. I clearly recall  
the sense that we were at the beginning of something.”

“	The presence of women broke down the artificial isolation of the  
all-male environment making campus life more integrated,  
more humane, and therefore more interesting.”

“	I was extremely grateful to have women on campus. I was getting  
fed up with the all-male, cloistered environment. In my experience,  
the few women who came to Wesleyan in the late ’60s made an  
immediate impression and took part in all the social, academic and  
political ferment on campus.”

“	Women athletes forced, after much resistance, the entire athletics  
department to move into the 20th century. Understanding the needs  
of women as athletes led to educational opportunities for the  
male-dominated training staff and coaches.”

“	Introducing a wide-spread radically different (feminine) point of view 
continued to provoke useful conversations around campus about a  
whole new set of topics and expanded priorities.”

“	I saw it [coeducation] as a dismantling of a male bastion—an inherent 
social good. I believed that Wesleyan was a national gem, but the  
exclusion of women was a structural defect. Healing that defect was 
a benefit to us all.”

“	In 1970, I don’t recall there being more than a half-dozen female  
students (not including the MAT program). When I chose Wesleyan,  
I thought an all-male campus would be a plus and force me to  
concentrate on my studies. Instead, I learned quickly that I spent an  
inordinate amount of time planning road trips to or visits from the 
women’s colleges. Then, when women were admitted, another  
expectation proved to be incorrect. I thought they would be eager to  
find boyfriends. Instead, my impression was they chose none to  
avoid offending any in their new on-campus peer group. Many of us  
felt we were doing forced labor as monks, only to find out they’d  
imported a few nuns for us to commiserate with!”
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“…idea that  
campus life 

would be  
transformed  

was powerful  
and important,  

but the  
practicality—

women in class, 
women in dorms, 

women around, 
still was not  

there.”

“	There were only 20 women. It was a male community in which women 
were guests, honored sometimes, ignored sometimes, objectified all  
too often.”

“	One memory I have is the DKE (football guys) fraternity putting  
up a giant anti co-ed banner outside their frat house saying something 
like: ‘Do You Want Wesleyan to Be Just Another Swarthmore?’  
It still cracks me up all these years later.”

When I was at Wesleyan for my 45th reunion in 2015, I asked the undergrad-
uate women assigned to our class, what are the relevant issues on campus 
today? Much to my astonishment they said, coeducation (not knowing of my 
interest in this topic)—and talked about the controversy on campus about the 
movement to abolish fraternities or to have them become co-ed. 

It was clear to me, that despite the fact that Wesleyan is now over 50% women, 
a number of issues that leap out from the responses above remain salient  
today—how campus social life has been dominated by all-male fraternities 
and the absence of group life for women, issues around sexual harassment, 
and equality in and out of the classroom. I and my colleagues will be con-
tinuing work on the Wesleyan coeducation project which will be reported in 
future publications and symposia. D 
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“	Do You Want  
Wesleyan  
to Be Just  
Another  
Swarthmore?”
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Joel A. Adams 

Spouse/Partner: Mary T. Adams

85 Kingston Road 
Media, PA  19063-1852 
610/566-4751 
610/639-7400 (cell) 
joelaadams1948@gmail.com

Memories of Wesleyan: Enjoyed 
my time living on second floor Foss 
Hill 10, freshman year. All the time talking in the hallway. Also 
enjoyed my senior year living in Delta Tau Delta. Played a lot 
of bridge. One bridge game continued, with different players 
rotating in and out, all afternoon and evening for something 
like ten hours.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: When our oldest son was 13 
and our triplets were 10, we bought a 33’ motor home and 
spent 30 days traveling from Philadelphia to Yellowstone to 
Maine and back. Sandusky roller coasters; World’s Largest 
Truck Stop; relatives; Devil’s Tower; Badlands; Sturgis dur-
ing Bike Week; Geysers, petrified tree, Yellow Canyons, Old 
Faithful and the Grand Tetons; Cody, WY, rodeo; Niagara 
Falls, Maid of the Mist; relatives; Maine Camping where we 
went every year; more relatives; and the RV moment when I 
drove too close to a tree ripping the side awning completely 
off and leaving a pole speared into the tree limb.

Now: Living and working in Philadelphia. I am an executive 
coach to a few CEOs and a dozen entrepreneurs.

Above: Joel Adams.

  

Mark M. Adams 

  

Neale T. Adams 

Spouse/Partner:  
Deborah Bertone Adams

  

Thomas A. Alexander 
(Tom)

Spouse/Partner: Ellen Alexander

5050 44th Avenue S 
Seattle, WA  98118 
rasamanis@gmail.com

  

Victoria Alexander (Tori)

Spouse/Partner: William Fritzmeier

13 Somerset Place 
Bath, ME  04530 
207/899-3144 
torialexander1@gmail.com

  

Autobiographies
WESLEYAN 70
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Aris T. Allen Jr. 

1323 Magnolia Avenue 
Annapolis, MD  21403-4913 
410/267-6733

  

Robert W. Allen (Bob)

Spouse/Partner:  
Laura Jean Donahue Allen

134 Middle Road 
Hamden, CT  06517-1521 
203/288-9857 
boballen13@gmail.com

  

John H. Alschuler 

Spouse/Partner: Diana Diamond ’70

HR&A Advisors 
3rd Floor 
99 Hudson Street 
New York, NY  10013 
212/977-2703 
917/743-9556 (cell) 
jalschuler@hraadvisors.com

Memories of Wesleyan: Wesleyan profoundly shaped my 
life. After a stultifying, painful miseducation in high school, 
the University’s faculty allowed me to develop a devotion to 
intellectual exploration infused by the rich, skeptical tradi-
tions of European political thought. Professors Katz (the re-
markable young Wally), Dibble, Morgan, Greene, Wolff were 
gifted teachers who trained me to think. From them, I learned 
lifelong habits of mind from the rigor of the construction of 
the sentence and paragraph to the demands of a coherent 
argument. When combined with the overwhelming moral 
and political education provided by efforts to halt the war 
in Southeast Asia while dealing with racism in our nation, I 
came into adulthood.

And, I met my wife with whom I have lived these last 50 years. 
Indeed, we are the oldest living married couple comprised 
of Wesleyan graduates, Diana being one of only six who 
graduated in our tradition shattering class of 1970. Our love 
and the family we have built is the foundation upon which 
my life stands.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: Professionally, what I have 
done with that life has been reasonably consistent. I came 
to Wesleyan and graduated committed to the rejuvenation 
of the American City. In 1970, those communities were at 
midpoint in a fifty-year-long saga of disinvestment and social 

turmoil, often over endemic racial inequities. Out of graduate 
school having gotten a Doctorate in Education, my first call-
ing was as a public servant. Feeling betrayed by the federal 
government (Vietnam, etc.), I believed that local government 
might allow me to make a more meaningful contribution to 
urban life.

I began in the Hartford Public School System, where I be-
came the Assistant Superintendent of Schools for Policy 
and Finance. I then migrated to municipal government. My 
first position was as Assistant City Manager for Hartford, 
then as now, one of our country most troubled cities. Want-
ing to experience management of a different sort of place, 
and thrilled by the prospect of again joining forces with my 
political colleague, Tom Hayden and his wife, Jane Fonda, 
I became at 33 the City Manager of Santa Monica, CA. My 
four years there were fruitful, allowing me to shape the future 
of the Santa Monica Mall, the Pier, a new set of waterfront 
parks, plus major land use reform that led to the transfor-
mation of the eastern portion of the City into a dominant 
technology and media environment. I also loved managing a 
large, diverse, talented workforce.

Diana and I moved West to al-
low me to explore my pro-
fessional and political pas-
sions. After four years, we 
then moved East so that 
Diana could accept a 
post-doc at Yale Medical  
School. Congenitally un-
able to work for someone 
else, I started my own 
business, which became 
HR&A Advisors. Over the 
last thirty-five years, the com-
pany has become a dominant 
force in American urbanism. We have played a major role 
in projects as diverse as New York City’s High Line and 
Brooklyn Bridge Park; D.C.’s baseball stadium, City Center, 
the Wharf, and the Yards; Charleston’s Daniel Island; and the 
transformations of downtowns such as those of Cincinnati 
and Columbus, Ohio. We are now 120 people strong with 
offices in LA, D.C., Dallas, Raleigh, and New York City. 

Now: More recently, we have focused on the equitable and 
inclusive growth in Cities now challenged by gentrification 
and displacement plus leading municipal efforts to address 
the devastating effects of global warming on urban life. As a 
citizen, I serve on a variety of Boards, including the Center 
for an Urban Future and, most importantly, the High Line, 
where I served as Chair and am now Chair Emeritus.

Finally, I am so proud of our daughter Julia, a smart, savvy, 
environmental activist and, not coincidentally, Wesleyan ’11. 
The University reinforced for Diana and me a set of values with 
powerful intellectual tools. My greatest joy is watching the 
continuation of that tradition in our family’s next generation. 
Though I have slowed a bit, I remain as Board Chair of the 
company I founded, spending my time as a mentor to sub-
sequent generations and continuing to serve a small num-
ber of clients whose projects provide ongoing engagement  
in the complexities of urbanism.

Above: John Alschuler.
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Theophilus W. Amarteifio 
(Nik)

Spouse/Partner:  
Marie Keita Amarteifio

Dannex Ltd. 
PO Box 5258 
North Industrial Area, Accra 
Ghana 
(+)233244325097 
(+)233202015351 (cell) 
namarteifio@yahoo.com

Memories of Wesleyan: My fondest memories at Wesleyan 
are the homecoming football games.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: 
When I served as Chairman  
of the Fundraising Team 
in the 2000 presidential 
campaign of President  
John Agyekum Kuffour.

Now: I am based in 
Accra, Ghana and am 
semi-retired. 

At right: Nik Amarteifio 
with wife Marie.

  

Robert H. Ament (Bob)

Spouse/Partner:  
Alison Stone Ament

23 Two Ponds Road 
Falmouth, MA  02540-2221 
508/548-8138 
robertament@aol.com

Memories of Wesleyan: For 46 
years (!), my law office has been next 
to Falmouth Town Hall on Cape Cod, 5 minutes by car from 
the house Alison and I have lived in for 43 years. When I was 
at Penn Law, Alison (Conn College ’70) was working on her 
PhD in marine biology. For her study/research at The Marine 
Biological Laboratory and at Woods Hole Oceanographic 
Institution, we moved to Falmouth. I became knowledgeable 
about local real estate permitting. I’ve handled some 5,000 
hearings in Falmouth Town Hall, representing non-profit in-
stitutions, businesses and individuals on their land use is-
sues My brother was my partner for 38 years. Now I have 
two terrific 40-year old attorneys working with me, and fine 
assistants. The practice is still challenging and mostly en-
joyable; I’m cutting back but don’t plan to completely retire 
soon.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: Being with Alison for 50 years, 
starting in senior year at Wesleyan. For 32 years, Alison taught 
high school biology at Falmouth Academy, near our house. 

She semi-retired this year, giving up classroom teaching, but 
still mentoring science projects, arranging student opportuni-
ties in labs in Woods Hole. Both of our children had Alison as 
a high school teacher.

Seth went to Harvard. He is a tenure track assistant pro-
fessor at the University of Maryland School of Medicine, a 
computational/systems neurobiologist running a large lab 
studying genetics of human behavioral diseases. Married 
with girls ages three and five.

Elinor, Wellesley and Georgetown Law, is an expert in federal 
health policy. After seven years at a large D.C. law firm, she 
became a director in the Center for Medicare and Medicaid 
Services. She became the Senior Medicare Advisor to the 
CMS Administrator, but in 2019, she went back to the private 
sector as a partner in the law firm she had been with earlier. 
Her husband is Deputy Chief Counsel to the Democrats on 
the House Judiciary Committee, so very involved in the un-
folding impeachment as I write this in November 2019. They 
have two boys ages eight and five.

Other significant accomplishments: Founder, in 1981, and 
first president of the Falmouth Jewish Congregation, a 340 
family Reform congregation. Twice chair of the Congrega-
tion’s Rabbinic Search Committee. Trustee of The Marine 
Biological Laboratory, 2008-2020, serving as Clerk of the 
Corporation and Chair of the Campus Planning Committee. 
For nine years, a member of the board of the Falmouth Ser-
vice Center, a remarkable organization with 500 volunteers 
providing of food and services to neighbors needing help. 
Recipient of the 2004 Annual Commendation Award of the 
Town of Falmouth Human Services Committee “for unself-
ish legal representation and support for Falmouth non-profit 
organizations.”

Now: 

Fun: Travel to China, Cuba, the Galapagos, many parts of  
Europe. Singing in a (mostly) men’s chorus, including in  
Holland and at Bill Clinton’s Inauguration in 1996. Golf.  
Frequent weekends in Boston, enjoying a subscription to 
Boston Symphony Orchestra.

Most fun currently: In 2018, we bought a secluded three-
season cottage on a 166 acre lake only 15 minutes from our 
real house. We go there a lot, and it feels like a vacation every 
time. A nearby farm has a charming restaurant; we often take 
friends there by canoe for break-
fast or lunch, a 20-minute 
adventure through two 
idyllic ponds connect-
ed by a short stream 
through dense forest.

At right: Bob Ament 
and family.
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Peter Traneus Anderson 

42 River Street 
Andover, MA  01810-5908 
978/474-9972 
traneus@verizon.net

Memories of Wesleyan: I was a 
class member no one in my class 
knew. I spent most of my time in the 
Physics Department, building and 
teaching electronics and conversing 
with graduate students. Wesleyan encouraged undergradu-
ate involvement in research, and I made useful contributions 
to the low-temperature research group headed by Professor 
Bud Bertman.

The Physics Department was in Scott Physics Laboratory 
until moving to its new building. I fondly remember exploring 
the old apparatus in the attic. I remember marveling at elec-
tric conduits and junction boxes on the brick walls of the lab 
where I worked. The gas pipes for the Bunsen and Meeker 
burners, went right through the centers of the electric junc-
tion boxes! When I visited that room during my 40th anniver-
sary in 2010, conduits boxes and pipes had been removed, 
as Scott had been repurposed as a student center.

I stayed on campus the summer of 1969, renting a room in an 
empty fraternity. I remember sitting in the living room watch-
ing Walter Cronkite and the moon men of Apollo 11 in July.

I was so out of it socially that I didn’t know the spring 1970 
Grateful Dead concert happened until I read about it in a re-
cent alumni magazine.

Physics graduate student Howard L. Davidson was the one 
person I could really discuss electronics with.

I dated physics graduate student Dorothea Burk for a while.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: When I was at Wesleyan, elec-
tronics was a slowly-changing field, and I was not yet aware 
that my profession was electronics engineering, not phys-
ics. The frantic microcomputer revolution didn’t surface until 
1971 with Intel’s introduction of their 4004 microprocessor.

After earning a master’s degree in physics from Dartmouth 
College, I moved to Burlington Vermont in 1973, and spent 
my career working with embedded microcomputers.

I married one wife, gaining two stepdaughters and four cats,  
in 1983. In 1998, I moved to a work opportunity in Massa-
chusetts. My wife stayed in Burlington. In 1999, we divorced 
amicably.

I met my partner Diane in 2005.

Now: I live north of Boston, and am retired. I gave up driving 
in 1971, and I get around by commuter rail, subway, busses, 
and on foot. I commute by Amtrak to visit my partner Diane. 
We talk on the landline telephone for hours like 1950s teen-
agers. On road trips, Diane drives and I navigate. I do a lot of 
reading via paper and desktop computer.

Above: Peter Anderson with partner Diane, Summer 2019.  
“I started wearing a kilt for Scottish country dancing in 1975,  

and have been making my own kilts ever since.”

  

Jon R. Appleby 

Spouse/Partner: Jill Appleby

10 Nursery Lane 
Berwick, ME  03901-2653

  

Robert L. Apter (Bob)

Spouse/Partner:  
Brenda Graham Apter

14598 East Corrine Drive 
Scottsdale, AZ  85259 
360/466-4980 
360/826-2521 (cell) 
bob_brenda@2apters.com

Memories of Wesleyan: I only spent  
my first two college years at Wesleyan. My fondest memo-
ries include:

Playing trumpet as part of Uranus and the Five Moons, my 
sophomore year. What a blast! I am always grateful to Bill 
Fornaciari for selecting me and putting the whole thing to-
gether. We were in many ways an oddball group of guys 
with diverse interests and personalities, but somehow it all 
worked! I got to see Andy Toth many years later in Bali where 
he had become the U.S. Consular agent after a career in 
world music took him there. Thanks to Jeremy Serwer for 
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staying in touch and all your efforts for the reunion! I also thor-
oughly enjoyed playing soccer as a freshman, and I would 
have gone on to varsity if the Moons hadn’t interceded. Jim 
Elston and I played soccer, squash, and tennis together, and 
it was always great competition. Jim somehow helped get 
me on the faculty of the Yale Summer High School, an alter-
native school led by Larry Paros, where I taught math, but 
learned much more from the students than I taught! One of 
my memories of the freshman dorms was an ice storm that 
so coated the hill with ice that we literally could not make our 
way back to the dorms! As a sophomore, partly because I 
hadn’t made living arrangements until very late, I ended up 
at the French House. It was a real challenge for me to speak 
French in everyday life. There I became good friends with 
Charles Elbot ’69, who has a far more interesting life story 
than mine!

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: I transferred from Wesleyan to 
Berkeley for my final two years of College. There I got in-
volved in environmental politics, and considered a career 
in that direction, before deciding instead to go to medical 
school. I am now in my 44th year of practice as an emergen-
cy physician. In 2018, I went part time, after a hospital where 
I was working full time abruptly closed in bankruptcy. Most 
of my career was in Washington, but in 2010 Brenda and I 
decided to become snowbirds, and I transitioned my work 
to Arizona, which is the only state I have worked in since 
2012. My emergency medicine work has been varied, from 
Medical Director of small departments to working in a busy 
high intensity ER in Yuma, AZ. Now I prefer smaller outlying 
departments, because I can focus more on patient care with 
a little less micromanagement from administrative agendas. 
But I still enjoy the challenge and stimulation of emergency 
medicine, so I’m not ready to give it up completely yet!

Brenda and I have been together since 2004 and married 
since 2008. We have a blended family of six kids, all grown, 
and we just got back from California where we went for the 
first birthday celebration for our 13th grandchild!

In medical school in Colorado, I became interested in the 
mountains, first hiking and then climbing. I did quite exten-
sive climbing in the North Cascades of Washington, until I 
began kayaking in Puget Sound. I did open water kayak rac-
ing for many years, and helped start a 2-day, 40-mile race 
(the San Juan Challenge) that ran from 1997–2007. Now I 
have a 33-year old son Ethan, who is a software engineer 
at Google in Cambridge, Mass, who just sent me pictures of 
his weekend doing very high angle crack climbing at Indian 
Creek in Moab, Utah. It is amazing climbing that I couldn’t 
ever even come close to doing!

Now: I am still working part time, and for recreation, I still 
kayak in the summer on a beautiful small lake in Washing-
ton (Lake McMurray) where we have a home. But more and 
more I am in Arizona, where we have a home in Scottsdale. 
There my recreation is primarily trail running. I feel blessed 
to still be able to do that. My usual route is about 12 miles 
with about 1,700 feet of elevation gain and loss. It is a loop 
that I can do starting right from my house. Currently, we are 
focusing more and more on Sedona, Arizona, where we have 
bought a lot near the Chapel of the Holy Cross (look it up if 
you don’t know it) and we are almost done with plans for 
a custom home there. Ultimately, we will sell our homes in 
Scottsdale and Washington and move there. Sedona has to 

be one of the best places in the world for trail running, with 
literally hundreds of trails among the red rocks. 

This year we have sold real estate investments in Washing-
ton and re-invested in vacation rentals in Sedona. Getting 
them set up and going as rentals is still in the process and 
has kept us very busy! 

Our kids are scattered: British Columbia (where my wife is 
from), Central Oregon, Cambridge, Alabama, and California. 
We see them when we can, but not often enough!

Above: Brooklyn, Brenda, and Bob Apter.

  

Robert J. Arnold 

18372 Serrano Avenue 
Villa Park, CA  92861 
714/921-2564

  

Robert W. Baker Jr. (Rob)

Spouse/Partner: Sandra Gubb

1020 Primrose Place 
Park City, UT  84098-5594 
philocruise@mac.com
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Tony Balis 

PO Box 2488 
Vineyard Haven, MA  02568-2488 
508/693-7878 
tony@humanity.org

A few notes from Tony Balis for our 
Wesleyan 50th reunion:

Thirty years ago, when I was pub-
lishing humanity, a young colleague 
gave me the nickname “America’s Guest.” In fact, as recent 
example, I spent 2019 caretaking a large property in cen-
tral Vermont; living in a small cottage on the west shore of 
Nova Scotia (built by Doug Maynard); and keeping watch on 
the wide surround at a museum-like home on the coast of 
Georgia. 

Such freedom, especially the new horizons, still appeals, 
particularly as I can work from anywhere as a freelance writ-
er and editor and on The Humanity Initiative (www.humanity.
org) as well. I also am an occasional ride-sharing driver for 
the diverse public of Martha’s Vineyard, where I housesit for 
a relative when not anchored elsewhere.  

Not least, I am blessed with sustaining friendships and 
excellent health and remain eager to greet each day—no 
matter where it may dawn. A girlfriend once aimed this E.B. 
White quote my way: “Every day I get up determined to do 
two things. One is to have a really good time; the other is to 
change the world. Sometimes that makes planning the day 
difficult.”   

Here’s a quick chronology: the day after Wes graduation, 
I flew to Mexico for soccer’s World Cup. At the conclusion 
of the final in Estadio Azteca, some dissolute Brazilian fans 
next to me tried to breach the moat surrounding the field. A 
disciplined national guard immediately dragged half of them 
to the right, half to the left, conveniently presenting me with 
a parting of the Red Sea. I scrambled onto the field and took 
that photo of Pele with the World Cup that I used in dedicat-
ing our yearbook to life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness.   

The following years, I worked as marketing director of a small 
company in Philadelphia; founded a home and property ser-
vices venture on Martha’s Vineyard and Nantucket (Martha 
’72); was executive director of the National Advertising Re-
view Board in NYC; graduated from The Fletcher School of 
Law and Diplomacy; got married for the first time and em-
barked on a six-month camping honeymoon driving an old 
convertible towards Alaska. I then worked in Boston as As-
sociate Publisher for North America of a new venture called 
WorldPaper, next at Harvard Business School, and taught at 
Babson College and New Hampshire College.

It was soon time to sharpen my focus, so I distilled my mis-
sion down to ten words: encouraging people to understand 
this planet as our common home. Many odd years later, I 
continue to work on the global traction The Humanity Initia-
tive has long deserved. We have had some small successes 
along the way, including publishing our elegant journal (hu-
manity) that was two-thirds nonfiction, one-third photogra-
phy. Our first contributor, in fact, was the Dalai Lama; in a 
private audience, he agreed to write a letter to the children 
of the world.

Along the years, I founded a soccer team in NYC called 
Little Three Manhattan (Williams, Amherst and Wesleyan 
alumni); was elected a trustee and later Chairman of the 
British-American Educational Foundation; managed to keep 
Martha ’72 going as an absentee owner for a decade; and, 
in some irony, was appointed chairman of the Career Edu-
cation Committee on Wesleyan’s alumni council. Recently, 
I self-published a book on Amazon Kindle called RoadWise 
(about attitude and awareness on the highway) and wrote 
Imbazza, a full-length play centered on Albert Schweitzer’s 
work in Africa. 

In fact, you can support THI’s efforts to end war by pur-
chasing a tin or two of our tea, Ahimsa, that we created with 
Harney & Sons. We base our overt optimism on the ancient 
worldwide tradition of coming together over a cup of tea, lis-
tening well, looking each other in the eye, and considering 
the challenges of the day. 

If I do make it back to our 
50th, I look forward to trad-
ing stories, hearing about 
your life—and celebrating 
together the blessing of 
our continued journeys!

In peace and humanity, 

Tony 

Above, top right photo: Tony Balis at play (in New Mexico).  
Bottom photo: At work (on Al Jazeera news program).
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Joshua I. Barrett (Josh)

Spouse/Partner: Julie Adams

2050 Smith Road 
Charleston, WV  25314-2107 
304/744-1598 
jibarrett@aol.com

Memories of Wesleyan: Funniest memories? Hanging 
out with Harvey and Elliot just about says it all. On a more 
serious note, my memories of Wesleyan are among the 
fondest of my life: I will always be grateful to Wesleyan for 
taking me in as a transfer student and later on having the 
flexibility to allow me to stay in school with my family obliga-
tions. My classes were enriching and the music all around 
me—including playing with Dave Cain ’68 and Rick Hammer 
’69 in “The House of David” (opening for Big Brother & the 
Holding Company and others), and some great concerts in 
McConaughey—was magical. Finally, there was change in 
the air, politically and socially, and the sense of being part of 
something important.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: Although I entered Wesleyan 
as a member of the Class of 1970, I extended my last year as 
I was raising a family and playing in a band from Providence 
Rhode Island, “Benefit Street”, that seemed to hold some po-
tential for success in the music business. After receiving my 
degree in 1971 and letting go of my dreams of rock-stardom, 
I lived in Israel for a year and then returned to Providence 
where I went to work for a company that eventually relocated 
me to West Virginia. A few years later—and after a divorce 
which resulted eventually in my son Caleb coming to live with 
me—I entered law school at West Virginia University. After 
graduating and completing a clerkship with a circuit judge 
on the U.S. Court of Appeals for the 4th Circuit, I settled into 
a varied litigation practice in Charleston, West Virginia, doing 
mostly plaintiffs’ personal injury, commercial, and environ-
mental litigation as a member of DiTrapano, Barrett, DiPiero, 
McGinley & Simmons PLLC, and from time to time teach-
ing environmental law as an adjunct lecturer at WVU Law. 
In the 1980s, I met and later married Julie Adams, who is a 
singer-songwriter and a longtime member of the house band 
on NPR’s radio program, “Mountain Stage”. Throughout the 
years, I have continued to make music, playing lead guitar 
in a local blues/R&B/rock band and in some folk-oriented 
groups, and singing in the West Virginia Symphony Chorus.

Now: I am almost fully retired from law practice, though I 
remain “of counsel” to the practice I began in Charleston, 
now renamed DiPiero Simmons McGinley & Bastress, PLLC. 
(Rob Bastress is Wes ’01 and his father Bob, Wes ’71, teach-
es at WVU Law.) I’m still playing guitar and singing with a 
couple of bands, with and without Julie, and we both sing in 
the WV Symphony Chorus. I am also vice-president (and for-
mer president) of the West Virginia Music Hall of Fame. Julie 
and I travel a fair amount—mostly to spend time with friends 
and family, including annual trips to visit my son and 14-year-
old granddaughter in Leicester, England—and we get to our 
place in the mountains in WV for hiking and xc skiing as often 
as we can. I am also active in the Jewish community, cur-
rently as president of Temple Israel here in Charleston and as 
music teacher to the kids in the local Sunday school.

Above, left: Josh Barrett, 1969. On right: Julie Adams and Josh.

  

Robert L. Barrows (Bob)

Spouse/Partner:  
Linda Masters Barrows

821 Park Terrace 
Hopkins, MN  55305-4847 
952/931-0918 
612/308-3996 (cell) 
robert.barrows48@gmail.com

Memories of Wesleyan: Two of my  
enduring memories of Wesleyan were two snowstorms,  
one in the 1966-67 winter when the only way to get around 
was on skis, and the other a few years later when the snow 
was higher than the windows on my car. The professor that I 
remember best was David Titus.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: After graduating in 1970, I earned 
a JD from Columbia University School of Law and then 
practiced law for two years in New York City, 25 years with 
Leonard, Street and Deinard in Minneapolis, and 17 years in 
Minneapolis as a solo practitioner. I then retired in 2018.

I got married in 1974 and am lucky to still be married. We 
have two sons and three grandchildren who we are lucky 
enough to visit several times a year. Our older son and 
one grandchild live in San Fransisco, and our younger son 
and two grandchildren live in Paris, 
France. I am also trying to learn 
(or re-learn) French (that I did 
so poorly in at Wesleyan) so 
I can talk with our French 
grandchildren. By the time 
the first French grandchild 
was born, I had hoped to 
know more French than 
she knew, but I don’t think 
I succeeded. When not 
traveling, I have spent time 
over the years sitting on sev-
en different non-profit boards, 
two for-profit boards, reading and 
skiing and playing golf and tennis.

Above: Bob Barrows.
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Jerry L. Barton 

Spouse/Partner:  
MarthaJeanne Parsley Barton

Vienna, Austria 
jerrybarton@iname.com

Memories of Wesleyan: Riding in 
old cars (no heating!) to Massachu-
setts for weekend dates. Running 
parallax studies during summer on 
the computer in the basement of the observatory. Each run 
took at least 12 hours. Coming from Ohio and experiencing 
Eastern U.S. culture for the first time Freshman year on Foss 
Hill—good friends. Good times in our fraternity for the next 
three years. Study abroad program in 1968.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: Marriage and raising three 
wonderful sons. Being in Germany in 1968 when the So-
viet army marched into Czechoslovakia, and listening as all 
Czech radios went off the air. Travel to all countries in Latin 
America as part of my work—including dodging bullets and 
terror in some of them. Being in Austria in 1989 as the Iron 
Curtain was destroyed (and living before then with a con-
tinually packed carry-on with the Soviet army less than 30 
minutes away). Working for thirty years for peace and devel-
opment with colleagues from about 100 countries.

Now: Still in Vienna. Supporting retirees from UN system or-
ganizations in Vienna and internationally (see aricsa.org and 
fafics.org). Supporting my church as an active participant 
and organist (esumc.org). Taking photos (jerrybarton.eu).

Above: Jerry Barton.

  

A. Richard Baskin (Rick)

Apartment 11D 
535 Ocean Avenue 
Santa Monica, CA  90402 
310/656-0082

  

Harvey H. Bercowitz 

Spouse/Partner: Marilyn Bercowitz

Unit A 
113 84th Street 
Virginia Beach, VA  23451-1809 
757/428-0453 
mbercowitz@aol.com

Memories of Wesleyan: Wesley-
an a wonderful environment in late 
1960s. Have maintained friendships formed on campus.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: Lovely wife Marilyn, two chil-
dren, one grandchild. Practicing internal medicine 44 years. 
Last 30 in Virginia Beach, VA.

Above: Harvey Bercowitz.

  

Joel D. Bernstein 

Spouse/Partner:  
Ann Blackstock Bernstein

Apartment 12R 
484 West 43rd Street 
New York, NY  10036-6337 
212/695-2525 
jdb486@gmail.com

Memories of Wesleyan: In no par-
ticular order: Midnight visits to Nicolson 7 from Mr. Snacks—
Barry Rutizer and the late, much-missed Aly Sujo... Seeing 
Janis Joplin / Big Brother & the Holding Company at McCo-
naughy... My introduction—it did not go well— to the exotic 
world of mixers with the women of Smith, Holyoke, etc... The 
EQV fire... Playing trombone on “Simple Stanley Says” with 
Dimethyl and the Tryptamines atop Lawn Ave Dorms and on 
WESU, I believe, with DJ El Gran Ted, a.k.a. Ted Reed)... Bid-
ding farewell to Tom Rutherford (at the Carlyle in NYC) as he 
opted out of the Wesleyan Experience and lit out for Cana-
da... Steamed cheeseburgers 24/7 at O’Rourke’s with Mike 
Flynn, et al... Seeing the Grateful Dead and the New Riders 
of the Purple Sage on Foss Hill, as the Hog Farm Commune 
lobbed oranges into the crowd... Countless hours spent 
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onstage and off at the ’92 Theatre with Stephen Policoff, Jim 
Pickering, Bill Sweeney, the late, much-missed John Haury, 
so many more... watching LBJ announce he would not run 
again, in 1968, on the old b&w TV in the basement of the 
’92...

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: Spending my Junior year at 
Queen Mary College, University of London. Training at Co-
lumbia’s School of the Arts, where I got my MFA in Acting in 
1972. My marriage in 1980 to photographer Ann Blackstock, 
still going strong as I type this, and a gift to me every day.

Returning to campus in ’86 to play Max in Pinter’s The 
Homecoming, (at the beautiful CFA!!!) directed by the late, 
much-missed Prof. Fritz deBoer, who also hired me to coach 
the cast on British accents and to teach an acting class. And 
again in ’90 (or thereabouts), to be part of a reading of A.R. 
Gurney’s Love Letters, a fund-raiser for the ’92 Theatre.

Professional work in various venues with other alums: re-
uniting in 2014, with Paul Weitz ’88 and Anthony Weintraub 
’88, both of whom were in that 1986 acting class, to play 
concertmaster Warren Boyd in all four seasons of Amazon’s 
Mozart in the Jungle. Also in 2014, working with Ray Tintori 
’06 on an industrial film for AT&T; and, in 2019, improvising 
on Instagram (as Stephen Miller) with Lauren LoGiudice ’02 
(a sublime Melania).

Appearances on and off Broadway and in theatres around 
the country, as well as in film and television.

Now: I’m living in Midtown Manhattan, with Ann, and con-
tinuing to audition and work as an actor and director. Cur-
rently (November ’19), I am directing a ten-minute play as 
part of a festival here in New York. In June ’19, I traveled 
to Voronezh, Russia, where, for New York’s Medicine Show 
Theatre, I co-directed Andrei Platonov’s Fourteen Little Red 
Huts, a Soviet play written in 1933, at 
the Platonov International Festi-
val. Ann went with me as pro-
duction photographer; this 
was the first time we’d col-
laborated like this, and it 
was extraordinary. As an 
actor, I shot an indepen-
dent film in October ’19, 
and continue to audition 
every time I can for film, 
theatre, and TV work.

At right: Joel Bernstein.

  

Thomas E. Berry 

  

Rodney F. Blanchford 
(Rod)

  

Alan H. Blankenheimer 

Spouse/Partner: Valerie Alger

14755 Caminito Maracaibo 
Del Mar, CA  92014 
858/450-5817 
858/752-0759 (cell) 
ablankenheimer@cov.com

Memories of Wesleyan: As a father 
of three boys, I’ve given my share of 
solemn lectures about responsibility. I therefore find it amus-
ing that at Wesleyan I chose to ingest a then-fashionable 
recreational chemical the night before the LSAT. Guess at 
the time I really, really didn’t want to go to law school. On the 
other hand, perhaps it helped.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: I have three children, one 
grandchild and another on the way, and a wife that has put 
up with me with good cheer most of the time. I’ve been very 
fortunate in my career, with some long-standing, loyal tech-
nology (mostly semiconductor) clients, some wonderful trial 
teams and colleagues, and some significant patent cases 
that broke our way.

Now: I recently “retired” as a partner at Covington & Burling, 
and am now Senior Counsel. That means, as I’ve become 
aware, that I get paid a fraction of what I used to for do-
ing many of the same things. In truth, I’ve scaled back my 
practice considerably. I now mostly teach. I teach Patent 
Law, Patent Trials, Copyright Law and Information Privacy 
Law at University of San Diego and Chapman University Law 
Schools. My wife and I live in Del Mar, spend weekends at 
our cabin in the mountains, and 
enjoy hiking, travel and pre-
tending we are young—
a ruse that at least in 
my case, fools no 
one anymore.

At right: Alan 
Blankenheimer and 
wife, Valerie Alger.
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On Our Minds

Changing Life As We Knew It

1966 Y E A R  I N  R E V I E W

•	Cultural Revolution launched in China.

•	Barbados, Botswana, and Lesotho won independence from Britain.

	 James Meredith (shown on left in photo) shot while leading marchers 
across Mississippi.

•	World Trade Tower groundbreaking in lower Manhattan.

•	The Black Panthers were founded by Huey P. Newton and Bobby Seale.

•	U.S. troops in Vietnam reached 400,000. 

	 Ronald Regan elected Governor of California.

•	Namibia initiated armed struggle against apartheid South Africa 
(achieved independence 34 years later).

•	Indira Gandhi elected Prime Minister of India.

•	Ed Brooke of Massachusetts became first black U.S. Senator since  
reconstruction.

	 The Cigarette Labeling and Advertising Act required the following 
health warning, prescribed by Congress, to be placed on all cigarette 
packages sold in the United States as of January 1, 1966:  
CAUTION: CIGARETTE SMOKING MAY BE HAZARDOUS TO 
YOUR HEALTH. 
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•	NOW founded. •	Supreme Court now  
required Miranda  
Warnings.

•	First practical  
disposable diaper 
launched by  
Pampers.

•	USSR’s Luna 9  
made soft landing 
on the Moon.
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Then and Now Making News in Sports
•	Heavyweight champ Muhammad Ali  

resisted Vietnam draft.
Source: Dutch National Archives, The Hague, 
Fotocollectie Algemeen Nederlands  
Persbureau (ANEFO), 1945-1989. 

First  
episode of  
Star Trek  
TV series  

airs.

•	In 1966, the average new car cost

	 $2,650 vs. $37,000 
	 at the beginning of 2020.
	 Source: edmunds.com

•	Fill’er up!

	 In 1966—32¢/gal
	 In 2020—$2.47/gal 

U.S. national average cost.
	 Source: gasprices.aaa.com

•	In 1966, the world population was 

	 3.407 Billion. 

By 2019, it had grown to 

7.713 Billion.
	 Source: worldmeters.info

•	The U.S. population  
in 1966 was 

	 196.6 vs. 329.8
	 million in 2019.
	 Source: U.S. Census

What Moved Us

•	Frank Robinson  
won American  
League Baseball  
Triple Crown.



Mark R. Bleier 

Spouse/Partner: Diane Bleier

3 Sheila Road 
Lexington, MA  02420-2914 
781/862-2519

  

Howard G. Borgstrom 
(Howie)

Spouse/Partner:  
Carol Spurgat Borgstrom

6224 Tally Ho Lane 
Alexandria, VA  22307-1013 
703/329-1059 
borgstrom@cox.net

Memories of Wesleyan: During our  
senior year, likely in the Spring of 1970, I was somewhere 
on the masthead of the Argus and was permitted to drive 
to a nearby airfield, obtain the services of a small plane and 
pilot, and fly over the campus to take aerial photos of the 
Wes campus during a major concert. May have been the 
Grateful Dead. In the 1970 Olla Podrida, one of these images 
is printed on the not-so-centerfold just ahead of the degree 
listings and the ad for O’Rourke’s Diner, the locus of many 
late night memories.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: We have been blessed by 
several parallel continuous streams of events, relating to 
church, family and professional life. After the first 10 for-
mative years, we had the same three generations around 
the Thanksgiving and Christmas tables for 20 consecu-
tive years. In the last two decades, that older generation 
of parents has passed away, replaced by four wonderful 
grandchildren and other members of an extended family 
with whom we share love of the outdoors, paddling on the 
Shenandoah River, and deep friendships with a growing 
menagerie of dogs, cats, horses, and bunnies.

Now: Both my wife Carol and I have formally retired from 
the Federal government and divide our time between our 
home in Alexandria, VA and our Blue Ridge vacation prop-
erty. We call it a “farm”—that overstates its productive po-
tential but reflects a lot of work—picking 100–200 pounds 
of pears, mowing six acres, cutting brush, etc. 

I teach financial management part-time for two organiza-
tions that provide training to career government employees 
and we are both active in the Presbyterian Church. This 
winter, I will again coordinate our hypothermia shelter ac-
tivities, and Carol and I both tutor elementary school kids 
once a week, focusing on English language and math skills.

Above: Howie Borgstrom with wife Carol and  
best friend Micah at Mt. Vernon.

  

Charles L. Bosk 

Spouse/Partner:  
Marjorie Waxman Bosk

121 Chestnut Avenue 
Narberth, PA  19072-2403 
610/664-6822 
cbosk@sas.upenn.edu

  

Willard J. Boynton 

Spouse/Partner: Jacqueline Boegel Boynton

Box 366 
Monhegan, ME  04852-0366 
207/594-2932 
lupine@midcoast.com
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Paul K. Brace 

Spouse/Partner: Jo Ann Poccia

36 Greenlawn Road 
Amawalk, NY  10501-1503 
pbrace@rogoff.com

  

Russell H. Bradshaw Jr. 
(Russ)

Spouse/Partner: Gunilla Bradshaw

bradshawruss@gmail.com

Memories of Wesleyan: My last  
summer, I think (maybe this was 
summer of 1969? not sure) at Wes- 
leyan. I was swim instructor at lo-
cal YWCA/YMCA camp (commuting from campus on my 
old single cylinder BSA 441 cc) and teaching a course at the 
Free University (?) for the whole Middletown community (Pa-
cific Island Anthropology, based on my junior year abroad, 
at University of Hawaii and Western Samoa, anthropology 
department field research stipend—thanks to Professor Da-
vid McAllister). We had ‘occupied’ the campus, after Nixon’s 
Cambodia bombings, some of us protested at graduation by 
wearing ordinary suits and ties and black armbands. Others 
came in blue jeans (!), some in academic regalia… I remem-
ber standing near our dorm with my cross country running 
buddy Bill Rodgers, he had a tie-dyed headband and his VW 
Beetle, also accompanied by his wife/girlfriend(?)… All night 
‘wayang kulit’, Balinese Ramayana shadow puppet play with 
gamelan music, Andy Toth digging this! We met up in Bali 
many years later, heard his gamelan group and met his wife, 
and we went to the local Lions Club, he wore his Wesleyan 
baseball cap! May he RIP...

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: My friends Paul Roth ’70, Jim 
Elston ’70 (we were Wes champs in paddleball doubles!),  
Bill Tamm ’70, David Kalisher ’70 and others, and Brian Dawe 
’71? and other crew members...

I was Associate Professor at Lehman College, City University  
of New York (retired September 2015). I have taught psy-
chological and historical foundations of education and di-
rected the MA program in Teaching Social Studies: 7–12. My 
master’s and doctoral dissertations described alternative-
living and child-care arrangements in Sweden (Samhem and 
Kollektivhus). My continuing interest in alternative living and 
child-care solutions led me to an intensive experience of a 
Hindu-based religious cult in New York City. I have received 
fellowships and grants from Wesleyan, Harvard, and Up-
psala (Sweden) Universities and from the City University of 
New York.

Now: My wife Gunilla and I currently live in Norrtälje, Sweden 
several months a year, where we are continuing our work 
for ICSA’s New York Educational Outreach Committee (NY 
Committee).

Above: Russ and Gunilla Bradshaw.

  

Fredric R. Brandfon 

Spouse/Partner: Rosa Lowinger

Apartment 506 
1118 3rd Street 
Santa Monica, CA  90403 
213/361-7872 (cell) 
elmwoodlamar@hotmail.com

  

James L. Brown (Jim)

Spouse/Partner: Carol W. Brown

3906 Spyglass Hill Road 
Sarasota, FL  34238

  

Stephen L. Buchner 

Spouse/Partner:  
Barbara Dion Buchner

17 Briarcliff Drive 
Hopkinton, MA  01748-2503 
508/435-4028 
briarcliff17@comcast.net
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Eric H. Buergers 

2 Merrick Road 
Poughkeepsie, NY  12603 
845/485-5277 
845/489-0079 (cell) 
ebuergers@gmail.com

Memories of Wesleyan: Dorm room  
BS sessions, friends I made and 
kept. Ray Rendall’s Piano Lit course 
where every class was a concert. 
Dick Winslow’s unique conducting. Marjorie Daltry Rosen-
baum’s larger than life persona. George Creeger’s classes. 
Concerts at McConaughy and the Chapel, from Miles Davis 
to Chuck Berry to John Cage. Curry Concerts at EQV. As-
sisting Abraham Adzenyah teaching African Drumming to 
Middletown Enrichment Summer School students. The end 
of the 60s—best time ever to grow up at/with Wesleyan.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: Creating a Dramatic Arts 
program at the high school where I taught for 38 years. Di-
recting 20 years worth of musicals and other productions. 
Success with a Public Speaking course that I developed 
into a class in which everyone could find a voice. Discov-
ering that the career path I fell into was more wonderful  
than I could have ever imagined. All the students I’ve had 
who shared some of themselves with me. Raising a son and 
daughter who are very much a part of my life now.

Now: Retired 2 years, still ac-
tively pursuing music and 
literature, traveling, visit-
ing friends far and near, 
staying in touch with my 
son and daughter, rela-
tives in Europe.

At right: Eric Buergers.

  

Thomas C. Buford (Tom)

3015 Circle Court 
Cleveland, OH  44113 
216/574-4767 
misslola@att.net

Memories of Wesleyan: 

Note: I was admitted with the class 
of ’69, entered with ’70, and gradu-
ated with ’72, so I refer to Wes I and 
Wes II.

Wes I: Fond and funny memories—“Guerrilla Theater, Op-
era Days” and other creative craziness initiated by Colin Mi-
chael Kitchens. Late night hijinks on Foss Hill. The lecture 

by Norman O. Brown, thence forever obsessed with “Janus” 
and palindrome. Oy. Getting to know some amazing and de-
lightful classmates. “Great Books” with Chad Dunham. Writ-
ing, wrestling, waiting for the craziness to come.

Wes II: Happy to return in one piece (at least physically). An 
exciting time with multiple part-time jobs and “self-created” 
courses. Libations with Middletown folks at “Ye Old Coach 
And Four.” Curry Concerts. “Koto Carrier” for a lovely musi-
cian. The peace and solitude of my office/carrel in the up-
per reaches of Olin Library. Research projects for Professor 
Fred Greenstein. Graduation accompanied by the Gamelan 
Orchestra.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: Most of those years spent as a 
“trial attorney,” which ranged from prosecuting murder, rape, 
and organized crime (Cleveland was a key historical city in 
that last category) to representing indigent, often homeless 
and/or substance addicted and/or with mental health issues 
clients in both civil and criminal proceedings. Have often 
said that public trials are “the best free theater in town,” of-
fering tears, laughter, the horrific, the ridiculous, the sublime. 
And yes, represented a few corporations. Trial attorneys are 
frequently underpaid, occasionally overpaid actors playing 
to captive audiences of 12 or 8 (with alternates).

But most fun, meaningful and memorable has been serving 
as volunteer and/or trustee for several community organiza-
tions, e.g. an historic “settlement house,” an association of 
neighborhood centers, a community mental health center, 
an historic cemetery (with civil war and underground railroad 
connections), a group assisting homeless veterans and, yes, 
I’ve probably benefited (if intrinsically) as much as those I’ve 
served. Ouch, my back hurts from too much patting!

Now: Living, as I have for many years, in Cleveland’s oldest 
“inner-city” neighborhood—yes, our diversity includes space 
aliens. Sharing home and life with the talented artist Ms. Di-
ane. Now “semi-retired,” continuing with volunteer work and 
subscribing to the professional motto “if you can afford to 
retain me, I don’t trust you.” Okay, maybe not a great eco-
nomic model. Traveling as often as circumstances permit, 
recently taking our first “Road Scholar” trip—an organiza-
tion we most enthusiastically recommend. Very happy to 
be an extremely avid participant/spectator/devotee of three 
great institutions—our orchestra, our (art) museum, and our 
baseball team, support of the latter requiring a keen sense of 
tragicomedy. Meet me in Arizona for Spring Training.

  

Hussein Abdilahi Bulhan 

37 Fort Avenue 
Boston, MA  02119 
301/424-6595 
husseinbulhan@centurytel.net
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William F. Bullard (Bill)

Spouse/Partner: Bodie Brizendine

Unit 7D 
1088 Park Avenue 
New York, NY  10128 
646/371-9230 
bill@williambullard.com

Memories of Wesleyan: Not sure 
why this one occurred to me, but it’s 
pretty typical. Tim McGlue, his first wife Gloria, Tom Rado, a 
graduate biology student, his wife Janis (who, with Carol Hoy, 
charmed and shamed us in their admin jobs in the College of 
Letters), my girlfriend Barbara, and I were living in Haddam 
Neck our senior year in a 4-bedroom tract house we called 
“Big White,” after Big Pink. Lots of strange folks visited out 
there that year for all sorts of reasons. Janis’s brother was in 
the Iron Butterfly out in San Diego and spent Christmas with 
us stringing glass beads for the tree and playing bongos; 
John Van Riper, who was my high school classmate from 
California and was our classmate for a few precious months 
before being booted from Wesleyan after a mysterious sub-
stance complaint involving a Connecticut College freshman, 
materialized one winter day with a banjo and not much else, 
having hitchhiked across the country on a quest to find 
Darius Brubeck and the Church of Scientology, then head-
quartered on Main Street. But then there was the local who 
came by with his dog in the pick-up to ascertain whether it 
was, indeed, his dog that was killing our chickens—the very 
chickens that Tim had acquired in Middletown on a night 
when anything seemed like a good idea. Sure enough, the 
dog leapt from the truck, wrang the necks of three chickens 
before we could say scat, and deposited the last one at the 
feet of his owner with a big smile and wag of his tail. That 
kind of solved a problem for us, since we didn’t know what 
to do with the chickens anyway, so we threw them in the bed 
of the truck and invited the neighbor and his dog in for a beer.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: I spent the next 40 years teach-
ing and “deaning” in independent schools in New Jersey, 
San Francisco, or New York on a half-conscious mission 
to recover a paradise lost when I went left Wesleyan and 
to toil in the barren soil of graduate school. Toward the end 
of that 40 years, I invited Michael Roth to speak to the fac-
ulty at Collegiate, the venerable boys school in Manhattan 
that’s 150 years older than the Revolution, where I was the 
academic dean. I wasn’t always the most popular man on 
campus when I invited outside speakers, but here Michael 
hit it on the head with a group of teachers who, more than 
anything, wanted to read, think, and converse with their stu-
dents around a simple table. Along the way, Michael said 
things about liberal education that not only rang deeply true 
with my experience at Wesleyan but with everything I had 
been trying to pull off with students, faculties, and schools 
ever since. Everything that’s gone wrong with that enterprise 
in colleges and universities only gets worse or more impos-
sible, so Michael’s talk reminded me that the liberal educa-
tion these young men were imbibing without a lot of cynicism 
or venal motive might, in fact, be the last chance they had. 
It was more than enough to propel me through the last few 
years and to be persuasive that “liberal education” should 

be central to the new statement of philosophy that Collegiate 
was writing for itself. Kind of obvious, like democracy, but not 
until you start to lose it.

Now: I am still in New York City, married to a woman who is 
still head of an independent school much like Collegiate, but 
I left education a couple of years ago to follow another true 
north—photojournalism—while I was still limber enough to 
get in a few years of travel. So I pursue various projects, get 
enough work published or shown to give me things to aim 
for, and, most rewardingly, have embarked on a photography 
volunteer project to support a rural clinic in Burundi (www.
villagehealthworks.org) that’s in the midst of building a $20 
million women’s hospital.

  

Stephen E. Burt 

Spouse/Partner: Anne D. Burt

27 Bunchberry Lane 
Edgecomb, ME  04556-3504 
207/882-6848 
stepheneburt@gmail.com

  

Ronald J. Calise (Ron)

Spouse/Partner: Madelaine Calise

The Basin Harbor Club 
On Lake Champlain 
4800 Basin Harbor Road 
Vergennes, VT  05491 
802/475-2901 
917/783-1368 (cell) 
mcalise@gmavt.net

  

Jeffrey Camp 

  

J. Gabriel Campbell (Gabriel)

Spouse/Partner: Lynn Bennett Campbell

Gen. PO, Box 1040 
Kathmandu 
Nepal
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David K. H. Cantor 

davycan@gmail.com

  

Charles A. Caramello 
(Chuck)

Spouse/Partner:  
Anne Olszewski Caramello

8513 Hempstead Avenue 
Bethesda, MD  20817-6709 
301/530-6078 
301/233-9719 (cell) 
ccaramel@umd.edu

Memories of Wesleyan: My fondest Wesleyan memories 
are from two years that were 16 years apart:

Foss Hill in 1966–67, and especially the tight Howland Hall 
friendships that lasted through graduation. Among that 
group, John Yurechko, Jeff Nye, and I, who all have lived 
for decades in metro Washington, D.C., reconnected a few 
years ago, now get together frequently, and try not to act like 
three old farts reliving their salad days.

A Mellon Postdoctoral Fellowship at Wesleyan Center for 
the Humanities in 1982–83. The intellectual atmosphere was 
electric, the students engaged, and the faculty gracious. 
Ghosts from 1966–70 haunted the year like spirits in a James 
tale, where the past shapes the present, albeit, in this case, 
they were very amicable ghosts.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: Meeting Anne Olszewski in 
1971 at University of Wisconsin, immediately becoming a 
couple, marrying a few years later, raising a smart and ac-
complished daughter (Dagmar), and still sharing our lives 
together. A graphic designer, Anne recently retired from a 
career at the National Geographic Society.

Serving forty-two years as a professor of English at the Uni-
versity of Maryland, including ten-year stints first as chair of 
the English Department and then as dean of the campus-
wide Graduate School. I retire formally in June 2020.

Discovering horses at age 49, enjoying serious riding and 
horse ownership since then, and switching research and 
publishing fields in the past few years from literary to eques-
trian history.

Now: Living “inside the beltway” in metro Washington, D.C., 
and enjoying both the city’s cosmopolitan urban scene and 
its mellow rural environs. 

Reading, writing, lecturing, riding, collecting rare books, and 
spending time with Anne, Dagmar, and our German Short-
haired Pointer, Blitz.

Being named John H. Daniels Fellow at the National Sport-
ing Library and Museum in Middleburg, Virginia, in 2017, 
on an appointment recently extended to 2024. I research 
equestrian history in NSLM’s archives.

Doing volunteer work as a docent at the National Gallery of 
Art, where Anne also does volunteer work in the art informa-
tion program.

Above: Chuck Caramello.

  

Robert D. Carter (Bob)

Spouse/Partner: Gail Bolte

126 Eastside Parkway 
Newton, MA  02458-1817 
617/964-2093 
rdc126@gmail.com

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: Around 
1972, Newsweek magazine featured 
on its cover an Ivy League sociology 
grad working as a cab driver. That could have been me, ex-
cept I had spun the dial and found it pointing to Wyoming, 
the wildest and least populated state in the Lower 48. Fol-
lowing the Western way of life for the next six years, I earned 
my keep doing various work depending on the season: out-
door guiding for NOLS, small home building as a carpenter, 
ski-lift operator, and surveying and seismograph work in the 
Wind River basin. My first paying job out of Wesleyan was 
laboring on a road-building crew at 8,000 feet in the Big Horn 
Mountains in a snowy October, alongside cowmen and oil 
patch roustabouts, bunking at night in a deer and elk hunt-
ing camp. It was a different kind of education. And I almost 
forgot: all this was enabled by a very fortunate draw in the 
first Draft lottery in the spring of our graduation.
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During this period, I rarely encountered another four-year-
college graduate, and never anybody who thought liberal 
arts was anything more than an unrealistic choice when put 
alongside rangeland management or drilling technology.  
Although I had followed politics and other news closely 
in college, I was “in the field” as the Nixon administration 
breathed its last, and I heard about his historic unraveling 
only 30 days after it happened.

A homing instinct, or some would say a return to type, led 
me back to the East Coast in 1976, where I settled in the Five 
College Area (Amherst, MA) and began to enjoy a more set-
tled life on farms, with vegetable gardening, cordwood cut-
ting and the daily company of a flaming redhead who agreed 
to take me on as a project and made it permanent at our 
wedding in 1981. (Even now, I am still a work-in- progress.)

After several years of small home construction and re-accul-
turation, I found myself pursuing a master’s degree in state 
and local government; don’t ask me to explain. This was turn 
well taken, however, and led to a full career in public financ-
ing of affordable housing with the Massachusetts Common-
wealth. It helped that I knew something about how the parts 
of a building are assembled as well as how the dollars are 
put together to pay for it.

Now: My wife and I brought two children into the world, both 
boys, and thereupon ensued another level of fun, adventure 
and challenge. We have spent most of our time off together 
camping in the mountains. Both also relished the long-
overdue option of one or more gap years (read: working) 
to leaven their college experiences. Both young men have 
become good and thoughtful citizens for me, a high form of 
satisfaction.

Above: Bob Carter.

  

Edward P. Castorina 

Spouse/Partner:  
Gretchen A. Castorina

4311 Cobscook Drive 
Durham, NC  27707 
770/605-8672 
ecastorina@gmail.com

Memories of Wesleyan: The Col-
lege of Letters Paris semester has 
never really left me. We learned the world was a rich place, 
with always more to see and to experience.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: Graduation was followed (after 
some wandering) by time in California, Arizona, and the-then 
West Germany, courtesy of the United States Army. (Fellow 
Wes grads Tom Barker ’70 and Eric Zolan ’71 were in my Cal-
ifornia barracks.) After Cornell Law School, I worked mainly 
as in-house legal counsel for several manufacturers: General 
Electric Company, J. M. Huber Corporation, and Reichhold, 
Inc. Family formation came relatively late in life, but the wait 
was rewarded more than I could have ever imagined by my 
wife Gretchen (a fellow Upstate NY’er and a Colgater) and 
our fraternal twin daughters, Olivia and Fiona. There were 
more geographic up-rootings than we would have preferred. 
Albany, Atlanta, and Westfield (NJ) have been way stations

Now: We are now firmly planted in Durham, part of the Re-
search Triangle region of North Carolina. Mainly retired, I still 
do some legal work.

Above: Edward Castorina.

  

Momodou Ceesay 

6 Sait Matty Road 
Bakau F8GF V6 
Gambia
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Gerald E. Cerasale 
(Jerry)

Spouse/Partner:  
Janine Marie Masaitis Cerasale

PO Box 1498 
50 Toland Drive 
North Eastham, MA  02651 
508/240-2578 
709/895-8089 (cell) 
jerrycerasale@yahoo.com

Memories of Wesleyan: It is difficult to choose my fondest 
memory as I grew at Wes with the guidance of professors 
and staff, but most importantly with the help of my class-
mates. I remember the many discussions on current events, 
on trivial matters, and on studies. The joint tension of the 
draft lottery which, unfortunately is the only lottery I ever 
won, is indelibly pressed on my mind. However, my fondest 
memory was my senior year in the office of Professor Rus-
sell Murphy. Professor Murphy wanted me to write a thesis 
combining my two majors, Government and Economics. I 
was not that receptive. Professor Geraldine Murphy walked 
in and joined the conversation. After learning that I planned 
to attend law school, he said, “There’s no reason to write 
a thesis.” The Professors Murphy then discussed my future 
course work rather vigorously for the next 10 or 15 minutes 
while I was an amused audience. I think about it now with 
a smile and an appreciation that at Wes professors cared 
about me.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: First, my wife, three children 
and five grandchildren are the most important things in my 
last 50 years. However, I believe that the question seeks 
other non-family events. A major career highlight for me was 
working as Deputy General Counsel for the Post Office and 
Civil Service Committee of the U.S. House of Representa-
tives. As the staffs of Congressional Committees were de-
creased, expertise on matters were concentrated in just a 
few individuals in the legislative branch. I was tasked to help 
draft a bill that eventually would reduce taxpayer subsidies 
by $600 million per year. After meeting with minority staff 
and preparing a compromise draft, we entertained the views 
of the “industry”. The exercise used all of the skills I learned 
at Wes—listening to all sides; discerning what the core issue 
of each side was; analyzing the problem, crafting solutions 
and compromises; accepting failure but trudging on; clearly 
explaining to all the compromise language; and thanking all 
who participated. After getting agreement of all parties and 
passage in the House, due to lack of expertise on the Senate 
side I worked with both Democratic and Republican Sen-
ate staffers to secure passage in the Senate. That law and 
taxpayer savings continue 25 years later. Thank you Wes—if 
only I worked on a contingent basis.

I had many other instances working on Capitol Hill where my 
Wesleyan liberal arts background carried me through. Today, 
I use those skills in my retirement working in small town local 
government.

Now: Today I am retired and living in Eastham, MA on Cape 
Cod. I retired in December 2013 and truly enjoy living on the 
Cape. I have become interested in local town government  

and now serve as an elected member of the Eastham Housing 
Authority, the appointed Chairman of the Eastham Finance 
Committee and an appointed member of the Community 
Preservation Committee. These assignments do not involve 
as much heavy lifting as it seems. The problems facing the 
town, unfunded retiree benefits, clean water, wastewater and 
affordable housing for working families, are daunting. Work-
ing with concerned staff and citizens has been a joy. It keeps 
my mind going without the requirement to “go to work or get 
on the computer” every day. 

I like to say that retirement is the best job I’ve ever had. How-
ever, the best thing about where my life is today is that my 
wife, Jan, and I can walk on the beach all year long. My life 
has been blessed, and Wes is one of the many blessings.

Above, top: Jerry Cerasale with Jan at a fire on the beach.  
“Life is beautiful.” Bottom photo: Jerry with his “groupies.”
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Prince C. Chambliss Jr. 

Spouse/Partner:  
Patricia Toney Chambliss

1917 Miller Farms 
Germantown, TN  38138-2752 
901/754-6947 
901/497-7171 (cell) 
prince.chambliss@gmail.com

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: I was 
born in Birmingham, Alabama and grew up there during the 
tumultuous years of the Civil Rights Movement. After earn-
ing a law degree at Harvard Law School in 1974 and clerk-
ing for a federal district judge, I joined a large (by long ago 
Memphis and Tennessee standards) law firm and remained 
in private practice for more than 35 years, primarily as a trial 
lawyer, representing large (by any measure) national and in-
ternational corporations with litigation matters in Memphis. 
Encouraged to participate in both community and bar ac-
tivities, I have volunteered extensively for the organized bar 
in many different capacities (including serving as president 
of the local bar association more than 20 years ago) and 
similarly served the Memphis and Tennessee communities 
on numerous boards and commissions. I am a member of 
the adjunct faculty at Cecil C. Humphreys School of Law, 
University of Memphis, where I teach an advanced course in 
litigation drafting. Having joined the Law Division of the City 
of Memphis as an Assistant City Attorney in 2012, I am as-
signed to litigation matters in state and federal court. 

Tennis is what I do for fun as often as I can. Working out in 
the gym keeps me fit. My wife, Pat, is the love of my life, and 
we have a daughter, Patience, who is married to Chris Wig-
gins, and resides in a VA suburb of Washington, D.C,. Pat 
and I are the proud grandparents of 8-year old twin boys and 
their 3-year old little brother.

I have to say that Pat made it possible for me to be a lawyer 
by teaching at the William Monroe Trotter School in Dorches-
ter while I was a student. She then taught for 17 years at 
Riverdale Elementary School in Germantown, TN before 
moving to St. Mary’s Episcopal School in Memphis where 
she retired a few years ago.

I adopted the Golden Rule (“Do unto others as you would 
have them do unto you.”) as my mantra early in life, and was 
raised by a village to be a perfect Southern gentleman at all 
times. Aside from being black at a time when that was not 
considered an asset, I make no claim to having overcome 
any particular hardships. As I say in a book written almost 10 
years ago, rather than complain, I chose to relocate to where 
my talents seemed to be more appreciated.

I served as a member of the Tennessee Board of Law Exam-
iners for 19 years, spent 12 years as a Trustee of LeMoyne-
Owen College, have served as a formal and informal mentor 
to numerous young people, including many young lawyers, 
and continue to volunteer my time providing pro bono legal 
services in many capacities. It is probably not an exaggera-
tion to say that I have done as much as anyone in my posi-
tion can to make Memphis and Shelby County, Tennessee a 
better place to live, work and raise a family. Since relocating 
to Memphis more than 40 years ago, Pat and I have been 

continuous members of Greenwood Christian Methodist 
Episcopal Church, where we attend Sunday School and I am 
an officer and member of the Men’s Choir.

  

Robert B. Chapman Jr. 

Apartment 12F 
511 East 80th Street 
New York, NY  10075-0742 
212/249-6691 
rbc7497@aol.com

  

Steven S. Ching 

Spouse/Partner: Mary Ching

3881 Kilohana Street 
Kalaheo, HI  96741 
585/244-3835 
585/733-2204 (cell) 
stevesching@gmail.com

  

Myung S. Choi (Mike)

  

Mark E. Cohan 

9 Robin Road 
Glastonbury, CT  06033-3255

  

James R. Coles (Reed)

59 Headland Road 
South Harpswell, ME  04079 
207/729-9020

  

Basil G. Comnas II 

10 Linden Street 
Ipswich, MA  01938-2317
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Howard H. Conley III 
(Chip)

Spouse/Partner: Jan Rovecamp

179 Savannah Drive 
Gettysburg, PA  17325 
717/359-0765 
202/246-9215 (cell) 
cconley270@aol.com

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: Three 
days after graduation I found myself, along with 39 other 
young men, moving into a chicken coop, clean and free of 
chickens, at Fresno State College in California; we were to 
be weaned from the comforts 1970 American life. It was the 
beginning of Peace Corp’s India 98 volunteer group, pro-
grammed to the northern Indian state of Haryana for a dairy 
extension and cross-breeding program. 

Some ten weeks later, after acquiring a smattering of Hindi, 
learning to milk cows, balance feed rations, grow alfalfa and 
to artificially inseminate dairy cows, the remaining 10 of the 
original 40 of us were sent to work at village-level stockman 
centers in rural India—except me and David Ludewig, a farm 
kid from Illinois. We were placed at a Government Livestock 
Farm in Hissar Haryana. David knew what he was doing. I, 
on the other hand, became the Chief Statistician for the Farm 
because I had taken Professor Karl Scheibe’s Introduction to 
Statistics and Research Methods for Psychology. It is said 
that an expert is someone who is 25 miles from home; I must 
have appeared a bloody genius at more than 7,000 miles. 

Peace Corps and India bent the arc of my life from that 
point on. After returning from India and some world trav-
eling, I entered an MS program in agricultural economics 
hoping to go overseas again in international development. 
Instead, I ended up at the Department of Agriculture’s Eco-
nomic Research Service as an international dairy market 
analyst, among other responsibilities. This progressed to 
the Congressional Budget Office to analyze the cost of farm 
price support programs, dairy included, in the federal bud-
get and in proposed legislation.

My CBO experience begat working for the Committee on 
Agriculture of the U.S. House of Representatives as staff 
economist for 22 years, analyzing and devising policy to fur-
ther legislative goals and provide options for budget reduc-
tion. That was long, long ago in a galaxy far, far away. It was 
not as partisan, then, as it is now, especially in the Agriculture 
Committee where regional (Kansas wheat vs. Oregon wheat) 
and commodity (dairy vs. beef) rivalries overshadowed par-
tisan differences.

Now: Subsequent to retiring from Congressional service, 
my wife, Jan Rovecamp, and I moved to rural Adams County, 
PA outside of Gettysburg, in dairy farm country. I continued 
in the agricultural economics profession consulting with farm 
producer associations for another nine years. Now I enjoy 
volunteer service in the Gettysburg community, particularly 
tutoring math to adults to help them pass their GED. With no 
children, I continue my love of outdoors with active vacations 
skiing, backpacking, hiking and more world travel with Jan.

Above: Chip Conley.

  

Hoyt P. Cory 

Spouse/Partner: Lynn Cory

20586 Tanner Drive 
Soulsbyville, CA  95372-9728 
209/532-7222 
209/768-6788 (cell) 
hoytcory@aol.com

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: After graduating from Wesleyan, 
I wrestled with the draft board until I cleared the draft. After 
some years as a professional musician (banjo, guitar and vo-
cals) in the New York metropolitan area, I moved to Santa Fe, 
NM as a musician, craftsman, gardener and late blooming 
hippie… in the “Land of Enchantment”! There I discovered 
my spiritual quest and eventually moved to Toronto, Canada 
to study massage and natural healing. I then moved to Cali-
fornia (where I have been for the past 40 years) and a private 
practice in this then-burgeoning field. This led into group fa-
cilitation and training work during the consciousness raising/
personal development movement of the mid-80s, and later 
into corporate training and development work.

Throughout this time I’ve been deepening my explorations 
into our spirit, mind, body connection—its essential nature 
and human expression.

Now: I married when I was sixty and we’re living in the Sierra 
foothills, east of San Francisco. I’m 
a yoga and meditation teacher, 
and still very much a stu-
dent. I sing bedside with 
the Threshold Choir, like 
to hike and garden, still 
make some music, and 
I am happy to be me.

At right: Hoyt Cory.
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Blackburne Costin 
(Blackie)

Spouse/Partner: Heather Costin

19075 Fairmont Lane 
Huntington Beach, CA  92648-6124 
562/708-4440 
blaxcostin@gmail.com

  

Richard F. Cram Jr. 
(Rick)

Spouse/Partner: Diane Cram

25243 Golf Lake Circle 
Bonita Springs, FL  34135-7659 
239/498-3063

  

Christopher Cypher 

  

Alan M. Dachs 

Spouse/Partner:  
Lauren Bechtel Dachs

Suite 2500 
199 Fremont Street 
San Francisco, CA  94105-2230 
415/284-8800 
lchin@fremontgroup.com

  

Elliot L. Daum 

Spouse/Partner: Linda Daum

edaum@sonomacourt.org

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: I went 
straight from Wes to Law School 
and was a practicing attorney at 25. 
I genuinely regret not taking some 
time to explore other avenues in 
between, but that was my focus, to 
become a trial lawyer. That I did for 27 years, both in private 
practice and as a Public Defender in Sonoma County. I also 
taught in a Master’s program at Sonoma State and for many 
years taught Criminal Law and Trial Practice to everyone 
from high schoolers to judges.

In 1999, I became very upset with a judge I frequently ap-
peared in front of, so much so that I decided to run against 
her in the election of 2000. My campaign slogan was “Im-
prove the Bench”, which in the case of that particular judge 
was a low bar, akin to a bumper strip I saw recently: “Literally 
Anyone Else in 2020”. I did manage to get elected and was 
sworn in at the beginning of 2001. I served full time handling 
numerous jury trials and serious felony calendars until my 
retirement in 2017. I still come back as an “Assigned Judge” 
in cases all over the State of California about 60 days a year.

Now: My wife Linda and I have four children, ages 34, 40, 
41, and 41, and four grandchildren, ages 7, 11, 15, and 20, 
with whom we spend a lot of time when we aren’t pursuing 
our personal passion, travel. Cycling, swimming, and hiking 
keep us moving and, for the most part, upright.

I am in close and regular contact with numerous Wesleyan 
friends whose presence in my life I treasure. I had many 
wonderful professors, but the number one asset I took away 
from Wes was the people I was in school with, a true gift that 
keeps on giving.

Finally, I will say that if you’d asked me at 22 what life would 
feel like at 71, I would have never predicted such richness, 
joy, and sense of well-being. I hope most of my classmates 
feel that way, too.

Above: Elliot Daum with wife Linda on the train to Macchu Pichu.
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Donald W. Davidson (Don)

PO Box 644 
West Dennis, MA  02670-0644 
508/398-1211

  

David J. Davis IV (Dave)

Spouse/Partner: Cynthia Talbot

17940 Royce Way 
Lake Oswego, OR  97034-7321 
503/638-7118 
971/506-8414 (cell) 
ddavis@opb.org

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: With 
more than forty years experience in 
film and television, I am a long-time producer and executive 
producer of documentary series and specials for US public 
television. I have three times won a National Emmy Award, in 
addition to the George Foster Peabody Award, The Robert 
F. Kennedy Award, the Cine Golden Eagle, the Ohio State 
Award, and four regional Emmy Awards.

Now: I am Vice President for Television Production at Oregon 
Public Broadcasting, the public broadcasting organization in 
the State of Oregon. I am married to Dr. Cynthia Talbot (sister 
of classmate Steve Talbot) and have three grown children, 
Gabe, Grace and Eva. Cindy and I live in Lake Oswego, just 
south of Portland. 

Above: Dave Davis.

  

Neil A. Davis 

Spouse/Partner: Dorothy G. Vautier

Unit 60 
288 Cityside Drive 
Montpelier, VT  05602 
802/225-6081 
davisneil8@gmail.com

  

Brian A. Dawe 

36 Sawyer Avenue 
Medford, MA  02155-5811 
bdawe@wesleyan.edu

  

David W. Dawson 

  

George S. T. DeBolt 

PO Box 335 
318 E. Eighth Avenue 
Homestead, PA  15120 
gstd@deboltunlimited.com

  

Calvin I. deGrasse 

3207 Gunther Avenue 
Bronx, NY  10469-3111 
347/398-9947 
cedegrasse@optonline.net

  

David N. Dell 

6016 Manchester Drive 
Oakland, CA  94618-1833 
510/547-3722 
david@davidndell.com
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Diana Diamond 

Spouse/Partner:  
John H. Alschuler ’70

Apartment 6A 
50 Riverside Drive 
New York, NY  10024-6555 
917/971-7261 (cell) 
ddiamonda@gmail.com

Memories of Wesleyan: A few 
months after I arrived at Wesleyan in 1969, a group of us were 
sunbathing on the roof of the dorm that housed the 20 some 
female students who were on campus at that time, most of 
them on the 12-college exchange program. The boyfriend of 
one of our classmates appeared on the roof and said, “If you 
women want to be part of Wesleyan you should go over to the 
President’s office where there is a demonstration going on.” 
So, we threw on our clothes over our bathing suits and went 
over there and sure enough the president’s office was being 
occupied by some of our classmates to protest Dow chemi-
cal recruitment on campus. Looking back, what enabled me 
to become part of the Wesleyan community quite quickly was 
participation in the various social and political activities that 
were exploding all over the campus from 1968 on—the anti-
war movement, the women’s movement, the empowerment 
of African Americans, and the student strike of 1970. 

During the strike, instead of attending our regular classes, 
which were suspended, many of us were all involved in 
teach-ins and classes about the Vietnam War, racism, and 
other political issues of the time side-by-side faculty and fel-
low students. There was a density of learning and teaching 
in an egalitarian atmosphere in which I got to know faculty, 
students and myself in very different ways. Up to that point, 
my experience of being one of the first women students at 
Wesleyan was mixed. On the one hand, we felt like trailblaz-
ers who were bringing co-education to a university that had 
been a bastion of male privilege, and we also felt special at 
having been selected for admission as transfer students; but 
on the other hand, we were sometimes ignored, scrutinized 
and/or objectified as sexual targets. On one of my first nights 
at Wesleyan a group of guys from the DKE house pounded 
on the door of our dorm at 3 AM demanding to see the wom-
en and inviting us to party. 

These experiences along with my awareness that women for 
the most part played an ancillary role in the political move-
ments at Wesleyan, led me to begin to question gender roles 
and to participate in the women’s movement. The women in 
our dorm started to read some of the feminist literature in-
cluding Simone de Beauvoir’s The Second Sex, and soon we 
began to hold informal discussion groups about women’s is-
sues that eventually expanded to include the few female fac-
ulty on the campus. We had thought if we could get where 
we wanted by working harder and being smarter, but real-
ized that we couldn’t do it alone and that we needed a social 
movement. It was a revelation to hear female students and 
faculty share experiences of what it was like to be a woman 
at Wesleyan—the constant requests to give “the women’s 
point of view” on the subject at hand, the sense of being 
scrutinized, on display all the time, given the menial tasks 
(female faculty told us they were asked to take the minutes 
in faculty meetings) and/or marginalized. I remember talk-
ing about how in my seminar on Shakespeare’s comedies 

in which I was the only woman and often spoke up since I 
enjoyed the class, the professor suggested that perhaps the 
students were not participating as much as they usually did 
in class because they were fantasizing about me. We all had 
a good laugh about that.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: It is hard to sum up 50 years in 
a paragraph, so I am going to do this part in prose and part in 
some stanzas from a doggerel I wrote on turning 60. It sums 
up the highlights of the last 50 years, which include: 

Meeting John Alschuler at a demonstration at Wesleyan in 
1969, and marrying him in 1977 after living together for eight 
years. 

Graduate school in clinical psychology at University of 
Massachusetts, Amherst from 1978-1985 where I found 
my vocation after earning three master’s degrees. Taking a 
postdoctoral fellowship at Yale in 1985—the first time that I 
spearheaded a major move based on my career imperatives. 

My first job as a faculty member and staff psychologist at 
New York Presbyterian Hospital, Weill Cornell Medical Col-
lege, then a long-term hospital for very disturbed patients 
run on psychodynamic principles where I learned what the 
human spirit is capable of. 

The birth of my daughter in 1989 when I turned 40. Nothing 
prepared me—not my work with children and adolescents as 
a psychologist, nor my research in mother-infant interaction 
for the intense feelings of becoming a mother—the joy, the 
love, the conflict (about work versus motherhood), the end-
less surprises and delights. 

Taking Julia, our daughter, to Wesleyan in 2007 when she 
transferred there. As I watched her walk across Foss Hill with 
her new friends, I was flooded with memories of my own ex-
perience at Wesleyan, and with gratitude for all the opportu-
nities it has afforded to our family. 

Julia’s wedding in 2018. At one point our daughter and son-
in-law announced to the 250 plus friends and family that her 
parents had had a hippie wedding and couldn’t avoid a wed-
ding dance any longer, and so we waltzed. 

Now: Today I am clinical psychologist and psychoanalyst 
who is still practicing, teaching and doing research, although 
trying to do a bit less of each. Having recently retired from 
a full-time position in the Doctoral Program in Clinical Psy-
chology at the City University of New York where I am an 
Emerita Professor, I continue to teach at Weill Cornell Medi-
cal College, the New School for Social Research, and NYU 
postdoctoral program in Psychoanalysis. For thirty years, I 
have worked with a group called the Personality Disorders 
Institute at Weill Cornell Medical College, which focuses on 
theory, research and treatment of individuals with personal-
ity disorders, and have published a number of articles and 
books on this topic. I also continue to be involved in film stud-
ies in theory (I have written on psychoanalytic interpretations 
of narrative and symbolism in cinema) and also in practice 
(on the board of the Sag Harbor cinema which is rebuild-
ing a local arts cinema that burned down into a film study, 
research and community center). Being in the first class of 
women at Wesleyan also inspired me develop a project on 
the transition to co-education at Wesleyan.

(Biography continues on next page)
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Diana Diamond 
(Biography continued from previous page) 

The following poem gives more emotional texture to the events 
enumerated on the previous page and ends with wishes for 
our 50th reunion. 

We met at twenty 
With revolution in the air
On a day in May 
Shakespearean it was so fair.

We were gassed and jailed
And saw our friends
Come to bitter ends.
But we still believe that era 
set a template that helped 
To create a better fate. 

At twenty-nine I married my lord you
In a ceremony so simple 
It will always be true
We vowed we’d be together
Forever and ever and ever
But then began the dance
Could we live as one and 
Still be two. 

For you there was running cities
Harford and Santa Monica,
With Tom Hayden and Jane Fonda 
And finally founding HR&A 
Which allowed you to do it 
All in one place 
And sometimes in one day.

For me there was the discovery 
Of my vocation in psychology
You followed me and I followed you
Through training at U Mass, UCLA, Yale, and NYU
Will it ever end you said with rue?
The books and papers, conferences and talks,
In London, California and New York.

Sometimes we were in different cites 
Or even different coasts
But looking back 
What I remember most 
Is the generosity that let us be
Together or apart as the need decreed.

By 39 with work and family in synchrony
We knew it was time for a baby.
Being Julia’s parents 
Has brought joy beyond compare, 
Stretched our capacity to care
Inspired fear when we saw her
Capacity to dare
Sometimes humbled us beyond repair. 

Parenting goes so unbearable fast
An endless series of firsts and lasts
Lived multi-dimensionally in sight, touch, and smell
Described in words not so well 
Along with the joys and trials of family 
There was teaching, research and practice for me
And for you the Brooklyn Bridge Park, the Highline 
And redoing downtown Columbus and Cincinnati.

To celebrate turning 60
We took a trip to Italy
Watching you navigate a wild ride along the Amalfi coast
I thought, “if this is who you are at sixty 
It’s everything I hoped.”

In Umbria we watched the rain 
Come over the green and golden plain
Obscuring the hill towns in a mist of fine grain
The torrential downpour that finally came our way
Made us think we had lost our day
But ducking into a trattoria
We found 40 friends from the Veneto
Seeing their joi de vivre and bonhomie 
I thought this is what I want for 
My Wesleyan reunion at 70!

At right: Diana Diamond.

  

Jeffrey M. Diamond 

Spouse/Partner:  
Wendy R. Miller Diamond

140 Eton Road 
Longmeadow, MA  01106-1552 
413/567-6704 
jeff.diamond@astrochemicals.com

  

Jerome G. Does 

  

Stephen Dowling 
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Alan J. Dubrow 

Apartment 3 G 
5 Peter Cooper Road 
New York, NY  10010-6622

  

Philip B. Dundas Jr. (Phil)

PO Box 52655 
Townhouse 20, Al Muneera 
Al Raha Beach, Abu Dhabi 
United Arab Emirates 
(+)971506417084 (cell) 
pbd@pbdjr.com

Memories of Wesleyan: Midweek 
road-trips. Do they still exist?

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: After law school I headed to 
New York City where I joined Shearman & Sterling. Forty 
years later, I retired from the firm and from the practice of 
law. Along the way, my career took me to Abu Dhabi where I 
have lived for over 35 years, as well as to South Korea where 
for a time I served on the boards of two Korean companies. 
Seoul has become my third home.

Now: I am semi-retired doing strategic business consulting 
for a few former clients from my days as a lawyer, as well 
as serving on the Board of a public Egyptian company. In a 
typical year, I spend November through May in Abu Dhabi, 
up to a month in spring and fall in Seoul, and summers in CT.

Above: Phil Dundas.

  

Thomas E. Durlin 

Spouse/Partner: Darlene Hunera

PO Box 692 
Kremmling, CO  80459-0692

  

Andrew J. Edlen (Andy)

Apartment 4 
2056 Encinal Avenue 
Alameda, CA  94501-4248 
510/557-8211 (cell) 
ajedlen@comcast.net

  

Jeffrey Elson (Jeff)

Spouse/Partner: Karen Rubin Elson

9990 Oxford Drive 
Pickerington, OH  43147-8546 
614/864-9322 
740/605-7914 (cell) 
jelson0402@aol.com

Memories of Wesleyan: The Glee 
Club under Dick Winslow and Dick 
Donohue, The Wesleyan Cardinals (singing group) under 
Norm Shapiro, the Gamelan, music courses with Ray Rendall 
and life in The Gingerbread House (Kappa Alpha).

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: Rabbinic Ordination, serving 
three congregations in Illinois, Texas, and Ohio.

Now: Pickerington, OH (just east of Columbus); recent retire-
ment now allows me to read, study, and write, what I want, 
when I want.

  

James M. Elston 

Spouse/Partner:  
Mary Ellen Cantlon Elston

PO Box 72 
Walpole, ME  04573 
207/563-1312 
jelston@tidewater.net
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Peter B. Etkin 

7-2 Hagai 
96262 Jerusalem 
Israel

  

John R. Fago 

Spouse/Partner: Julie Fago

  

Gordon Y. Fain 

Spouse/Partner: Lila Kohane

101 Haverford Street 
Hamden, CT  06517-1900 
203/287-5430 
yf1973g@aol.com

  

William T. Falls 

  

Thomas M. Farrell (Tom)

  

James J. Fazzalaro Jr. 

Spouse/Partner:  
Geraldine Anne Cowan Fazzalaro

75 Hacienda Circle 
Plantsville, CT  06479-1911 
860/621-2534

  

Alan H. Feinstein 

Apartment 4, Baan Phaisal 
33 Soi Promsri 2 
Sukhumwit 39 
Bangkok 10110 
Thailand 
(+)66-2-391-9538 
(+)62-896-7378-1297 (cell) 
ahfeinstein@aminef.or.id

  

Robert S. Feldman (Bob)

Spouse/Partner: Katherine Vorwerk

362 Middle Street 
Amherst, MA  01002-3016 
207/563-1312 
508/415-0984 (cell) 
robertfeldman1@gmail.com

Memories of Wesleyan: In addi-
tion to making some life-long friends 
from our class, I was lucky enough to work with Professor 
Karl Scheibe of the Department of Psychology, doing work 
that led to my senior honors thesis, which led to getting into 
grad school and my first publication, which led to my first 
job…you get the picture. Just about everything positive that 
happened in my career as a psychologist began with some 
seminal experiences I had at Wesleyan.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: After graduating from Wes-
leyan, it was off to grad school to get a doctorate in social 
psychology. For most of my career, I was at the University 
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of Massachusetts Amherst, a wonderful, supportive place. 
At UMass, I moved up the academic ladder to full professor 
and then made my way into the university administration. I 
had stints as Dean of the College of Social and Behavioral 
Sciences, Deputy Chancellor of the University, and finally to 
Senior Advisor to the Chancellor, a job I’m still doing. I wish I 
could say there was some sort of grand scheme that drove 
my career choices, but pretty much, I just fell into interesting 
jobs. I also was lucky in that I am, even today, still writing a 
number of undergraduate psychology texts for McGraw-Hill 
and Pearson, and the books, which have been used by mil-
lions of psychology students, have proved to be rewarding 
on a variety of levels. Moreover, at the same time my career 
was playing out, I became involved in a number of volun-
teer activities that brought tremendous satisfaction. Starting 
with my religious phase (president of our local synagogue), 
my interests morphed into my current secular phase, which 
includes being chair of the Board of New England Public Me-
dia, the combined public radio and television entities cover-
ing a large swath of New England.

Now: As I look back over the past 50 post-Wesleyan years, 
it’s clearly my home life that has brought the most happiness 
and contentment and sense of fulfillment. I just celebrated 
my 50th wedding anniversary with my wonderful wife, Kathy 
Vorwerk, and we’ve been lucky enough to have three terrific 
kids and six grandchildren. Watching their lives unfold has 
been both a privilege and immensely satisfying and often-
times quite astounding. Today, we spend time between our 
house in Amherst, MA, an apartment in New York City, and 
doing as much traveling as we can in between.

Above: Bob Feldman and family.

  

Walter L. Filkins III 

Spouse/Partner: Debbie Filkins

84 Wright Lane 
North Kingstown, RI  02852-5847 
401/466-2389

  

Eric T. Fisher (Rick)

  

Gregory T. Fisher 

13300 Holly Oak Circle 
Cerritos, CA  90703-1373

  

Paul J. Fitzgerald 

Spouse/Partner:  
Kathleen Mary Endler Fitzgerald

  

Michael J. Flynn 

Spouse/Partner: Manuela Flynn

132 Trull Lane East 
Lowell, MA  01852-1634 
978/454-0983 
mflynn8589@comcast.net

  

John Fong 

Spouse/Partner: Stella Fong

860/344-0188 
860/539-7392 (cell)
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Stuart M. Frank 

Spouse/Partner: Mary Malloy

26 Maple Avenue 
Foxborough, MA  02035-2906 
508/543-8081 
stuart.m.frank@verizon.net

  

Louis J. Freedman (Lou)

Spouse/Partner:  
Nancy Linzer Freedman

646 Ford Avenue 
Kingston, PA  18704-4836 
570/287-2352

  

John H. Frost (Jack)

Spouse/Partner:  
Carol Werber Frost

28 Laurel Road 
Essex, CT  06426 
860/767-8165 
whflr@aol.com

  

John D. Fullemann 

Fuse Kvarn 
Björköby 57495 
Sweden 
john@appositedesigns.com

  

Mark W. Fuller 

Spouse/Partner: Penny Atzet

238 Fawn Drive 
Carbondale, CO  81623-9703 
970/963-4959 
970/618-5086 (cell) 
fulcon@comcast.net

Memories of Wesleyan: I suppose 
that, like many, my fondest memo-
ries would involve after-hours meaning-of-life discussions 
over steamed cheeseburgers at O’Rourke’s and indeed, 
those late nights at O’Rourke’s, or in the Lawn Avenue 
suites, were integral to Wesleyan’s educational value. But if 
I’m to be completely honest, many of my fondest memories 
of my time at Wesleyan were the days and nights I spent 
away from campus in Providence, Boston, New York City, 
and elsewhere on the right coast. For a somewhat unworldly 
Midwesterner like myself, my time spent in the fast-moving, 
dirty, exciting east coast cities was a fun and important 
counterpoint to the testosterone overload, angst, substance 
abuse, academic pressure, political upheaval and insularity 
that characterized pre-coed Wesleyan and the Middletown 
of the 1960s.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: Marriage and kids, of course. 
I’ve been married to the same wonderful woman for 44 years 
and have two great kids who are making their way in the 
world. A fulfilling career in public service and environmental 
activism. Getting my graduate degree in Public Manage-
ment. Publishing a book of my photographs. Traveling the 
world and seeing wonders and cultures that once seemed 
impossibly out of reach.

Now: I’m in the Roaring Fork Valley of Colorado, where I’ve 
lived since graduation. I first came here for a summer job in 
Aspen between junior and senior years and I’ve never really 
left. I’m retired, catching up on 40 years-worth of deferred 
maintenance on the house, birding, taking photographs, 
traveling and doing volunteer work. Life is good.

Above: Mark Fuller.
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Michael E. Gallagher 

Spouse/Partner: Lorinda Divine

Gallager Actuarial Services 
PO Box 2345 
South Portland, ME  04116-2345

  

Mark Alan Geannette 

Spouse/Partner:  
Gloria Concha Geannette

51 Fairlawn Street 
Ho-Ho-Kus, NJ  07423-1124 
mgeannette@aol.com

Memories of Wesleyan: The ca-
maraderie of the first floor of Clark 
Hall—touch football, all-night bridge 
and hearts games, hall soccer.

Now: Still in the same home in Ho-Ho-Kus, NJ after 42 
years. I retired in 2018 after 40+ years as an attorney. Now 
my wife Gloria and I enjoy our grown children and recent 
twin grandchildren, as well as travel often (22 times to Italy, 
French Polynesia, Easter Island for my 70th birthday).

Above: Mark Geanette and wife Gloria in the South Pacific.

  

David J. Geller 

Apartment E201 
227 Summit Avenue 
Brookline, MA  02446-2301 
617/232-0331 
617/224-8312 (cell) 
djgeller@gmail.com

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: My first 
job in the summer of 1970 was at The 
Hudson Institute, Herman Kahn’s 
renowned think tank. I wrote a paper on “Asceticism in the 
Modern World” inspired in part by observing the anti-mate-
rialism of our class. When I was given the honor of present-
ing it one-on-one to the great man himself, I suppressed my 
extreme nervousness and began to speak. When I looked up 
after about a minute, Mr. Kahn was fast asleep. I’ve always 
tried to be humble, but this was a Ph.D. in humility earned in 
less than five minutes. 

Mr. Kahn’s underwhelming response to my summer labors 
was a “wake up call” for me (though not for him). Life is hard; 
and any expectation of being impactful was likely to be  
disappointed. It would be best to work hard and try to enjoy 
the ride.

I moved to Boston after my summer at The Hudson Institute. 
I worked for the next two years at Arthur D. Little and Abt 
Associates doing contract research for private and public 
sector clients. My most memorable assignment was visiting 
three Indian Reservation in South Dakota to assess their ac-
cess to health care.

I began law school in 1972 at the then very young full-time 
Northeastern University Law School (NU had operated for 
decades as a night law school). NU pioneered co-op educa-
tion. After a standard first year, the next two years were spent 
alternating a semester of classroom work with three months 
of real world experience. Our faculty were very young gradu-
ates of Harvard Law. The classroom work was outstanding 
and the co-op quarters gave one a very full taste of what the 
practice of law would be like.

NU has become over the decades a very “social justice”-ori-
ented law school. We had a more traditional legal education, 
but I do vividly remember a year-long debate within our torts 
class over the appropriateness of adhering to the “reason-
able man” standard in assessing the behavior of someone 
accused of tortious misbehavior. The feminists in our class 
advocated the adoption of the “reasonable person” stan-
dard, but Tom O’Toole—a great professor and person—re-
mained unpersuaded for the entire year.

I passed the bar on my first try! I went to work after gradua-
tion for a family firm of Jewish “Yankees”, Glovsky & Glovsky. 
Henry Glovsky, the son of the firm’s founder, had been cam-
paign manager for Henry Cabot Lodge when he ran for Vice 
President under Richard Nixon in 1960. Our clients were an 
amalgam of classes and ethnicities: the Glovskys represent-
ed everybody and their billing reflected their clients’ ability 
to pay.

(Biography continues on next page)
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David J. Geller 
(Biography continued from previous page)

I then became house counsel at real estate development 
company in Boston, Wilder-Manley Associates. Under its 
founder, Ted Berenson, the firm was a pioneer in the devel-
opment of anchored, enclosed malls. I spent five years there 
and gradually moved away from the law and toward the busi-
ness side of the game.

I remember competing for and winning the right to develop 
the very first project in the East Cambridge Riverfront Plan. 
East Cambridge then was a fading industrial neighborhood; 
and the city wanted to kick-start its rebirth as an incubator 
of high-tech companies. I presented our plan to a brilliant 
young entrepreneur who had just started the Lotus Corpora-
tion, Mitch Kapor. Google him! Lotus had developed a best-
in-class computer spreadsheet which, in partnership with 
IBM, came to dominate the business world in the next de-
cade. They wanted to prelease our entire waterfront building, 
designed by Skidmore, Owings and Merrill. My principals at 
Wilder & Manley have passed on, so I will refrain from cast-
ing aspersions on their business judgment. They elected to 
say “no” to Lotus and we sold our development rights to a 
Chicago firm.

I then began my second post-graduate degree program. I 
was admitted into the first class at the MIT Center for Real 
Estate in 1984. The Master’s degree program, which has 
spawned many imitators, was conceived and overseen by a 
young economics professor, Larry Bacow. Mr. Bacow was a 
superstar even then. When Wesleyan’s presidency opened 
up in 1994, I proposed Mr. Bacow as a worthy candidate. He 
threw his hat in the ring, but Wesleyan chose Doug Bennet. 
Bacow subsequently became President of Tufts and is now 
President of Harvard. It was a terrific experience to be one of 
only 35 students in the CRED class of 1985. We soaked up a 
very rich curriculum and helped to shape it as well.

In the nearly thirty five years since I graduated from MIT, 
I have worked entirely for myself, helping to conceive and 
pursue interesting development opportunities. All of my suc-
cesses have been of modest scale. None have transformed 
the built environment. I have had enough “singles and dou-
bles”, however, to not miss any meals (a fact which will be 
evident to all when we meet in May). I have had to bring only 
one lawsuit, and I obtained a satisfactory settlement. I have 
never been a defendant. I am reasonably well thought of and 
have made a lot of friends.

I was arrested only once, for fare evasion (jumping a turn-
stile). I got to spend 30 hours in the Bronx County jail near 
Yankee Stadium. My 17 cellmates called me “pops” and 
when they learned that I was a lawyer, I had several hours 
to advise them how to deal with the potential impact of their 
individual “rap sheets”. This experience was actually enlight-
ening. None of the arrestees had been convicted of anything, 
but they were treated as if they were repeat offenders.

Two more vignettes. I have been working very closely for 
a number of years with a brilliant young Chinese lady who 
founded and manages a design firm, LuxMea Studio. Her 
firm has distinguished itself in many aspects of design. They 
produced all of the “swag”, as but one example, for the “Fast 
and Furious” movie franchise. LuxMea is now focusing its 

enormous creativity on mastering the technology and soft-
ware required to use 3-D printing to produce building ele-
ments and actual buildings. 3-D printing will almost certainly 
be highly disruptive to real estate as it has been practiced for 
a very long time. LuxMea has begun several very promising 
relationships with development and design firms; and we ex-
pect to be a “player” in this space as the technology proves 
itself capable of producing residential and commercial build-
ings and applications better, faster, and cheaper than they 
are produced today.

Finally, I am deeply committed to my responsibilities as a 
member of the International Board of Governors of the Weiz-
mann Institute of Science in Rehovot, Israel. Weizmann is in 
my humble opinion (remember my Herman Kahn “Humility” 
PhD) the very best place on earth. Not only is it ranked at 
or near the very top of the world’s scientific research insti-
tutes, but its ethos and style of operation is unparalleled in 
my vast experience. All of the 250 principal investigators at 
Weizmann are empowered to run their labs without direc-
tion from above. They are told to focus on whatever subjects 
are likely to sustain their passionate knowledge-extending 
curiosity over what might prove to be decades of fruitless 
investigation. The Institute figures out how to fund their re-
search. Their job is to stay committed to the search for sci-
entific truth. 

I have been involved with Weizmann since 2004 and have 
served on its International Board for six years. And I was just 
reelected to a new five year term. I expect to keep my Weiz-
mann commitment for as long as I breathe. The benefit to 
me is twofold: it makes me feel worthy; and it may smooth 
my way into the Kingdom of Heaven (if there is such a place).

See you in May.

Above: David Geller.

  

Garrett J. Giann 

2900 East Cedar Avenue 
Denver, CO  80209-3212 
303/777-2717

  

60

Wayne J. Gifford 

1786 Creek Nine Drive 
North Port, FL  34291

  

Henry J. Glanternik 

Spouse/Partner:  
Karen Sacks Glanternik

Apartment 14A 
910 Fifth Avenue 
New York, NY  10021 
212/734-2685 
hjgmoose@aol.com

Memories of Wesleyan: What 
amazes me is how the tools for obtaining knowledge have 
changed so dramatically over the last half century. One of my 
summer tasks in the late 1960s was sorting computer cards 
for the renowned economics professor, Stanley Lebergott. 
Now we can find the answers (mostly correct) to almost any 
question while sitting at our laptops using Google, perhaps 
the most transformative educational tool invented during our 
collective lifetime. What’s my most amusing memory? Prob-
ably how vigorously I argued for my positions during late 
night arguments in the dorm about everything from foreign 
affairs to sports, and later realizing how wrong I usually was!

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: Give me any puzzle and I will 
try to solve it—whether it be The NY Times crossword, sort-
ing through a complicated business transaction, or figuring 
out how a worthy non-profit organization can survive finan-
cially. Soon after obtaining a Columbia MBA and beginning 
my career at Price Waterhouse I was shuffled into the tax de-
partment. That made me as gleeful as Br’er Rabbit after he 
tricked Br’er Bear into throwing him into the briar patch. The 
job enabled me to carve out some independence, devise tax 
reduction strategies, and constantly trade ideas with col-
leagues. Never mind that I was keeping assets of millionaires 
out of the hands of governments desiring to redistribute part 
of their wealth. Truthfully, thinking creatively was way more 
important to me than making or spending money. After leav-
ing accounting I, along with a few associates, backed into 
owning and managing large industrial properties (long story), 
where the opportunity to earn a fair profit and do good at 
the same time presented itself. Over the years, our company 
has developed real estate, attracted entrepreneurial tenants, 
and invigorated communities with new jobs and additional 
tax revenues.

That said, what is most important, fun, meaningful, and 
memorable, is being married to the same glorious woman 
for 46+ years, raising two beautiful, accomplished daugh-
ters, and watching them produce our delicious, delightful 
grandchildren.

Now: Supposedly, one of the Beatles said that life is what 
happens to you while you are making other plans. A com-
parable observation is, “People plan, God laughs.” If so, 
God has fortunately shown me a decent sense of humor. 
For many years, I have been privileged to spend almost as 
much time on non-profit activities, including Boards of Jew-
ish educational institutions, as at work (where my partners 
were grateful not having me look over their shoulders). Lately, 
just when I thought I might wind things down, a host of excit-
ing new real estate possibilities presented themselves. Not 
that the volunteer tasks have abated very much. And thank 
goodness grandparents only have to play a supporting role!

Above: Henry Glanternik and wife Karen on a high (hill).

  

George A. Glassanos 

Apartment 7 
620 US RT 9 W 
Glenmont, NY  12077 
gaggtc@gmail.com

  

Arthur P. Goepel 

Spouse/Partner:  
Deborah Schanenolle

PO Box 203 
North Bridgton, ME  04057-0203 
207/647-2553
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On Our Minds

Changing Life As We Knew It

1967 Y E A R  I N  R E V I E W

	 Eugene McCarthy announced candidacy for President on a  
peace platform.

•	Military coup in Greece installed right wing generals.

•	Biafra proclaimed independence from Nigeria; civil war lead to famine.

•	John McCain shot down.

•	U.S. General Westmoreland: “I am absolutely certain that whereas in 
1966 the enemy was winning, today he is certainly losing.”

•	The U.S. and U.S.S.R. propose a nuclear nonproliferation treaty.

•	Hundreds of thousands of demonstrators stormed the Pentagon.  

	 U.S. troops in Vietnam approached 500,000.

•	Riots occurred in many American cities. 
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•	Thurgood Marshall  
named first black  
supreme court justice. 

•	Loving (Richard and Mildred  
Loving) v. Virginia: The Supreme 
Court ruled that state laws  
barring interracial marriage  
are unconstitutional.

•	First successful human to human  
heart transplant performed by  
Christian Bernard in South Africa.
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What Moved Us

Then and Now

Making News in Sports

•	A first class stamp in 1966 cost 5¢ vs. 55¢ 
in 2020.

•	First Super Bowl: Bart Starr and the Packers 
defeat the Kansas City Chiefs; win in ’68 as well.

•	Muhammad Ali stripped of title for refusing 
army induction; “I ain’t got no quarrel with  
the Vietcong.”

•	Nate Northington (U of Kentucky), first  
Southeast conference black football player.

•	Frank Sinatra won five Grammy awards.

•	Doctor Strangelove or: How I Learned to Stop 
Worrying and Love the Bomb.



Mark H. Goodman 
(Marcos)

Apartment 1905 
1080 Park Boulevard 
San Diego, CA  92101 
619/786-0242 
marcosgoodman@gmail.com

Memories of Wesleyan: I’d gone 
to a mixer at Conn College one night. 
People were having fun, dancing 
around in a big circle, but there was some guy tripping peo-
ple as they came by him. I have a strong dislike for bullies, 
so, as I came around the circle, I rushed at him, slammed 
him against a wall and lifted him up off the ground. While 
the guy was dangling there, each of my arms were grabbed 
from behind. I turned my head, and there were Elliot Daum 
and Harvey Yasijian, who’d become the two male students 
at Conn, and who had previously been my fellow shot put-
ters at Wes. We broke out laughing, and I let the bewildered 
guy escape. Fifteen years later, I was living outside of Santa 
Rosa, California, and there was Elliot on the front page of the 
newspaper, the public defender in a high profile ax murder. 
Just last week, I just saw a distinguished Harvey on TV, the 
long-time expert on “The Cola Wars”. Me, I have the high dis-
tinction of retaining the Wesleyan freshman shot put record.

I’d gone out to Big Sur in the spring of ’70 and had a revela-
tion while surrounded by thousands of other naked crazed 
revelers in the woods. When I came back to Wes, I told my 
teachers that the whole school thing was totally irrelevant 
and I wasn’t going to be in classes anymore. Something big 
was going to happen! I’m certain that I was incoherent. Then, 
the Dead concert. Right after Ali announced the national stu-
dent strike, I took off with Dierdre English and Katie Butler 
to where somehow they had a little silk-screening setup. 
We ran off a bunch of strike arm bands, and I carried them 
back to the concert, distributed the armbands and ran some 
larger strike symbol up the flagpole. Classes shut down, and 
I was graduated. I was saved by the strike! Actually, I left Wes 
before the graduation ceremony and headed out to a com-
mune in New Mexico. While at another commune one day, I 
saw the remnants of a motorcycle that had belonged to Chris 
Shaw, one of my ’67 roommates, hanging in the barn. He 
was on the lam, having skipped bail after getting into a fight 
with some cops in Middletown around the time of the strike... 
Months later, I got a letter from Wes saying that I owed a few 
dollars for a library fine that I needed to pay before they’d 
give me my diploma. I wrote back that I’d send them the 
money if I ever needed a diploma for anything. Twenty years 
later, I needed my official BA in order to do a clinical psych 
masters, so I sent them the library fine. When I walked into 
the interview for the masters program in California, there was 
Sara Winters, who’d been teaching psych at Wes when we 
were there. In the late 80s, I ran into Chris Shaw walking on 
Venice Beach and we got together with our other ’67 room-
mate, Andy Leonard, who was living up in Topanga. At one 
time, he’d been president of Grateful Dead Records. Things 
go round.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: For years, I was on the bleed-
ing edge of a number of counter-cultural movements which 
were at least intended to be important and meaningful. I 

designed and built houses; was part of one of the first com-
mercial organic farms; started a successful commune and 
headed up the solar and alternative energy on the largest 
commune in the country; had a venture capital firm that was 
part of what we termed the “socially responsible investment” 
movement; did my psych internship until I decided that I 
didn’t really like listening to people’s problems; invented an 
ingenious addiction self-help device. Oh, and I had a soft-
ware company for a few decades that paid the bills. Many of 
the things that I did were just before their time, or I was just a 
bit too spaced to pull them off really successfully, but they all 
made for lots of interesting stories. When I can’t help myself 
from comparing myself to those of my Wes class who really 
did do things that were meaningful or really did help people, 
I definitely fall short in my own judgement. However, I was a 
manic-depressive, apocalyptic kid from a shady background 
who never really should have qualified to get into Wesleyan 
in the first place. So, it all worked out way better than good 
enough, considering, especially considering that I thought 
that “it” would all be over way before now.

Actually, following my Wes ethnomusicology roots, I did do 
a few song and dance things that were a whole lot of fun. 
In the 80s, I started the LA Rock Chorus, where I produced 
a few 10-song series of old rock and roll tunes in 4-part 
harmony with a full backup band, made tapes for each part 
and had a number of simultaneous groups spread around 
the LA area with 100+ singers at our 1,000-attendee joint 
concerts. In the 90s, I joined the Gospel Music Workshop 
of America and a black baptist church. For years, I went to 
bible study in between two services every Sunday and was 
in all of the church choirs. In early 2000s, I was in a fantastic 
post-gospel choir in New York, where we rehearsed weekly 
at Carnegie and regularly sang to full houses there and at 
Town Hall, the Jazz Center, and on Good Morning America 
Christmas mornings. I also spent years country-western 
dancing five nights a week. In 2005, when I stopped working 
entirely and moved to Argentina for six years and rebuilt an 
old house, I sang in other choirs and danced Salsa/rueda as 
much as I could.

Now: These days, I split my time with roughly two months 
“home” in San Diego, five months babysitting grandkids in 
Brooklyn, and five months wandering around the globe. My 
son bought a place on the same street and two blocks away 
from where I afterwards found out that I was born. So, now 
I take the kiddies to the same parks that I was carried to 
as a baby. I’ve lived in lots of places, always being a tran-
sient outsider, so it’s kinda funny being from right where I 
am. …. When not babysitting, I’m often at the local $15/year 
city gym. As of today, I’m in crazy shape for an old fart. Not 
too long ago, I did a set of 10 pull-ups at each of 12 parks 
while walking 15 miles around the city in one day. However, 
I also had a stroke while doing a solo section hike on the 
Appalachian Trail, so I’m quite aware that it’s all day by day. 
… My travel is super cheapo. I stay in hostels, mostly eat 
street food and I try to avoid major tourist spots/seasons. 
Recently, I researched my grandparents and went back to 
what was left of their shtetls in Ukraine and Belarus and even 
hitchhiked out to the one in Poland. I don’t think that they’d 
had too many old Jews hitchhiking in Poland in a while. On 
another trip, I did a hop-on-hop-off bus trip around New 
Zealand with 50, 20-year-olds, mostly European kids on their 
gap year, for a couple of months.
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Above: Mark “Marcos” Goodman.

  

B. Reed Goossen (Reed)

309 Safford Street 
Bennington, VT  05201-2015 
802/447-3578

  

Philip R. Gordon 

pgearmd@aol.com

  

Barry H. Gottfried 

Spouse/Partner:  
Cathy B. Abramson

5400 Uppingham Street 
Chevy Chase, MD  20815-5510 
301/657-3080 
301/787-3636 (cell) 
gottfried.barry53@gmail.com

Memories of Wesleyan: My fondest memories are hang-
ing out and bullshitting with friends who I still have. Funniest 
memory is probably going to Howard Johnson for all you 
could eat chicken with a bunch of friends, and gorging until 
the staff threw in the towel.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: Early in my career, I briefed and 
argued in the D.C. Circuit the first appellate case to hold that 
sexual harassment can poison the atmosphere of employ-
ment and thereby violate Title VII. I later briefed and argued 
several groundbreaking cases striking down Federal Com-
munications Commission rules.

Raising my three boys was mostly fun and certainly meaning-
ful. My grandson and granddaughter are the joys of my life.

Now: Retired and still with my wife of 43 years in our house 
in suburban D.C. Traveling, watching grandkids, doing vol-
unteer teaching English as a second language to adults and 
dabbling in asylum cases.

  

Mitchell E. Grashin (Mitch)

Spouse/Partner: Ellen Esposito

916 Madison Street 
Albany, CA  94706-2025 
mitchgrashin@gmail.com

  

D. Allan Gray (Allan)

Spouse/Partner: Lili Gray

4804 Northcott Avenue 
Downers Grove, IL  60515 
630/322-9057 
dallangray1@gmail.com

Memories of Wesleyan: An incho-
ate sense of promise and possibility 
headed off to class on a windy, chill 
October morning under a changeable sky.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: Having two children and two 
(soon, three) grandchildren. Continuing to read, experience, 
and think.

Now: I live in Downers Grove, Illinois, and retired a week 
ago after a lengthy career as a health care executive and 
consultant.
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Thomas L. Greaney (Tim)

Spouse/Partner: Nancy R. Jones

175 26th Avenue 
Santa Cruz, CA  95062-5313 
314/726-6270 
314/496-2665 (cell) 
timgreaney@gmail.com

Memories of Wesleyan: Close 
friendships, especially with CSS 
colleagues that have lasted for 50 years. Values, humor and 
outlook have kept us close.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: Had the privilege of having two 
great careers: nine years as a prosecutor with the Antitrust 
Division of the U.S. Department of Justice and 32 years as 
a law professor. Both gave me the opportunity to consis-
tently advocate for things I believed in and that helped other 
people. Getting to testify on several occasions before the Ju-
diciary Committees of the Senate and House and participate 
in FTC proceedings was especially rewarding.

Now: On the personal front, having a wonderful, tolerant 
spouse for 45 years, two great kids and two grandchildren 
makes me the luckiest guy in the world (add Stadium echos 
from Lou Gehrig speech here).

Above: Tim Greaney and family; Tim and furry friend.

  

Richard K. Greenstein 
(Rick)

Spouse/Partner:  
Claudia M. Tesoro

7412 Crittenden Street 
Philadelphia, PA  19119-1015 
215/247-4979 
richard.greenstein@temple.edu

  

Andrew Gregor Jr. (Andy)

Spouse/Partner:  
Phyllis Rohs Gregor

94 River Street 
Old Saybrook, CT  06475-1531 
agregor48@yahoo.com

  

John Q. Griffin 

Spouse/Partner: Claire Griffin

Apartment 1 
224 Henry Street 
Brooklyn, NY  11201-4284 
202/369-7693 (cell) 
jqgriffin01@gmail.com

Memories of Wesleyan: Wesleyan  
was such a relief after high school—
no rules but high expectations, smart kids and professors, 
intense intellectual environment and engagement with the 
critical issues of the day—promoting civil rights and protest-
ing the war. The only thing missing was women.

Freshman year was all discovery, a great freshman com-
position class that has served me my whole life, a terrible 
humanities teacher but a great curriculum, introduction to 
recreational drugs which I particularly enjoyed late at night 
with friends and music.

I concentrated on English and History, which are still the fo-
cus of my reading. After a freshman year spent getting soft, 
got back to playing basketball almost daily. More drugs and 
music. Enjoyed the great film series. Wonderful conversa-
tions with smart people who challenged every assumption, 
plus intense periods of reading and writing papers. And that 
was how the rest of my time at Wesleyan went by.

I went to Vassar for the first semester of my senior year. It 
had a much less intense intellectual atmosphere, more 
structure, more tests, fewer long papers. But my goodness 
there were women. There was a calmer atmosphere on a 
more rural campus.

The entire college experience played out against the back-
drop of the assassinations of King and Kennedy and of the 
politicians who either couldn’t face the truth or wouldn’t tell 
the truth. Protests in Middletown, New Haven and Washing-
ton were a major part of my Wesleyan experience

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: I spent my first two years after 
Wesleyan as a conscientious objector in Boston, including 
working the night shift as a mental health aide at Mass Men-
tal Health Center.

While in Boston I started running and discovered hiking and 
camping (introduced to both by John Alschuler). They be-
came lifelong passions.
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I completed my C.O. and moved to NY with a big beard and 
a countercultural attitude. Through an employment agency 
(amazing!) I got a job at an independent educational pub-
lisher (“I think you would fit in”) housed in a brownstone on 
West 78th Street. Kind of a hippie company. By default, three 
months later I was in charge of creating seven social science 
readers (Grades 3-9) for the Readers Digest. More projects 
followed. I got to make every mistake a publisher could 
make, except the ones I made later.

In NY I met my wife Claire Griffin, née Janosik, a teacher 
and writer. We have been married 43 years. We both love the 
outdoors, love to travel and are avid readers. A good match.

After three years we moved back to Boston, got married 
(’76), and I became managing editor and one man staff of 
The Exceptional Parent, a magazine for parents of “Chil-
dren with Disabilities”. This time I even got to sell ads and 
subscriptions.

Claire and I quit our jobs at age 28 and 30, still countercultural 
but feeling stuck. We decided to go on a camping adventure 
through Africa. We spent nine months mostly sleeping on 
the ground, six months in Africa, the rest in Europe. Africa 
changed my life, the openness of the people, the amazing 
landscapes, the animals, the birds, the stars. A mind opener. 
Came back, shaved my beard, and never regained my inter-
est in politics.

Once back I applied for a job at Rodale Press, publisher of 
Prevention and Organic Gardening, as an editor. To my sur-
prise I was hired as a circulation manager, now responsible 
for millions of subscriptions rather than 20,000. The move 
from editorial to the dark side was great for my career.

I spent the next 31 years in publishing, the last 25 as Presi-
dent of global publishing companies—

First was PC World in San Francisco (1987–1990). It was 
great to be part of the PC revolution and the 15 international 
editions of PC World were a great introduction to global 
business.

I left to rejoin Rodale (1990–2000) as President of magazines, 
all health and fitness special interest publications (Runner’s 
World, Bicycling, Backpacker, Scuba Diving, Organic Gar-
dening, etc.) The most fun was launching Men’s Health. It 
became the most successful men’s magazine in the world.

For the next ten years I moved to the National Geographic 
Society where I was President of Publishing.

While living in Pennsylvania in the 80s working for Rodale, we 
had two children, Elizabeth (1982) and Will (1985). Meeting 
Claire, working in the mental hospital, traveling in Africa and 
having kids were the formative experiences of my life. Never 
having been an under assistant west promotion man was the 
key to my business success.

Now: Claire and I split our time between Brooklyn and Old 
Lyme, CT. I enjoy walking in Brooklyn and gardening in Old 
Lyme. Still a fitness fanatic but now a failing one.

We have two great kids—both blessed with good spouses 
and good jobs. Our daughter has two children, the new loves 
of my life.

I serve on the board of two national conservation groups— 
promoting clean water, protection and expansion of public 
lands and public access to them.

Claire and I love to travel together, and I do a couple of fly-
fishing trips each year and I hike in the western mountains at 
least once a year.

I am thankful for all of the good luck I have had and hoping 
for more as time goes by.

Above: John and Claire Griffin in Algerian desert, 1979 (left);  
In Joshua Tree National Park, 2018 (right).

  

David J. Groff 

  

Richard A. Gross (Rick)

Spouse/Partner:  
Roberta L Lascherer Gross

Apartment 4 
1920 Chestnut Street 
Philadelphia, PA  19103 
215/964-9021 
rgross@bwra.com
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Jeffrey F. Gurnham (Jeff)

  

Maurice Clement Hakim 

Spouse/Partner: Carol Hakim

13130 Bonnette Drive 
West Palm Beach, FL  33418-1483 
561/691-9147 
914/419-3535 (cell) 
mch-123@comcast.net

Memories of Wesleyan: The wel-
coming letter in 1967 from Dean of 
Admissions, Jack Hoy, is still attached behind my Wesleyan 
diploma, long since framed, that I received from President 
Rosenbaum on that beautiful June day in 1970. Fifty years 
later, I now ponder once again the good fortune of my ac-
ceptance to Wesleyan, an opportunity and a privilege grant-
ed to very few.

How did I end up at Wesleyan? After a year at Western Re-
serve, where I finally put my nose to the grindstone, I trans-
ferred to Wesleyan. Jack Hoy gave me a second chance. I 
think I proved his decision right. My years at Lawrenceville 
made the academic challenges at Wesleyan less stress-
ful. Friendships were made during those years that have 
endured over these many years. Road trips were a much-
welcomed diversion inasmuch as girls were sadly absent 
during our time.

The late ’60s were turbulent and filled with life changing ex-
periences. The socio-political catharsis for our generation 
was particularly manifest at Wesleyan and, as it did for many 
classmates, it ultimately influenced my post-graduation path. 
I was an American Studies major, and I remain most grate-
ful especially to the teachings of Richard Slotkin, George 
Creeger, and Richard Buel as they, along with others on the 
faculty, opened my eyes to the wonderful elements that have 
made our country so great. While at Wesleyan, as Chairman 
of the Student Events Committee, it was my goal to bring in 
speakers who could broaden the viewpoints of students on 
an already very politically polarized campus.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: Returning to New York City, I 
matriculated at NYU GBA after six months of gathering my 
thoughts. I received my MBA in October 1972; however, the 
rush to get that MBA only resulted in a frustrating effort dur-
ing a severe recession to find a job in Municipal Finance on 
Wall Street. My goal to save crumbling cities wasn’t panning 
out. But, one day in May 1972, I received two job offers. I 
chose Chase Manhattan over Dillon, Read.

After 1½ years at Chase, I went to work at Hakim Tea Corpo-
ration of America, the leading independent importer of bulk 
tea in the USA. I worked with the buyers at Lipton, Nestlé, 
Tetley and Red Rose as well as the agents that represented 
us in auctions around the world. I traveled often to Europe 
and the tea growing countries. During those years, I also had 
the luxury of developing several marketing projects, two of 
which are noteworthy.

 

In 1977, my recently hired cleaning lady told me she had 
worked as the housekeeper for Marilyn Monroe in NYC until 
her death in 1962. Shortly thereafter, a friend of mine and I 
submitted a book proposal to a literary agent and subse-
quently, we co-authored Marilyn Monroe: Confidential which 
was published by Simon & Schuster in 1979. The hard cover 
and paperback books garnered big advances for us and 
the housekeeper. Aside from worldwide distribution, there 
were serial rights sold including to Playboy, where it made 
the cover and… an invitation to a party at Hefner’s Mansion.

In 1979, I developed the Clearly Tea line of gourmet loose 
teas packaged in clear, stacking Lucite canisters and sold 
them to leading department stores around the country. The 
concept was well ahead of the times but, unfortunately, tea 
in clear canisters proved to be visually unappealing. Howev-
er, the complementing canister of rock sugar sold very well. 
Making lemonade from lemons, I developed Clearly Can-
dies, a colorful candy collection that also included Clearly 
The Best Jelly Beans. By the summer of 1980, sales of these 
jellybeans began to soar as a result of Ronald Reagan’s 
nomination. After the election, I approached the Reagan-
Bush Inaugural Committee with the idea of making a canister 
gold stamped with the Presidential Inaugural Seal and filled 
with red, white and blue jellybeans. A royalty for every canis-
ter sold would be paid to the Committee.

A truck laden with thousands of cases filled with the official 
1981 Presidential Inaugural Jelly Bean Collection canisters 
arrived with great fanfare in Washington, D.C. the Friday night 
before Inauguration Day. Promptly delivered to every Hecht’s 
Department store in the DC/Baltimore area, every canister 
was sold by Sunday morning. The Hecht’s buyer called early 
Monday morning desperate for more. At the Inaugural Ball 
dinners on Tuesday night, every attendee had a canister at 
their table. I was later told that several were auctioned for $50 
apiece. One canister now resides in the National Archives. 
The print media pumped out stories and TV stations called 
for interviews. Republican clubs around the country called, 
asking if I could ship just a case or two. One club in Great 
Falls, MT invited me (all expenses paid) to address them.

My future really was in the tea trade. In the ensuing years, 
as my father got on in years, I took on the leadership role at 
the company. I also started the Teacrest Corporation in 1994 
and launched the T42 line of ready-to-drink teas, funded in 
part with proceeds from the sale of the rights to the Clearly 
Tea trademark to the Clearly Canadian Company. While T42 
had gained a reputation over the ensuing years for being the 
best tea in a bottle, competition from the well-funded likes 
of Honest Tea and Sweet Leaf intensified and sales slowed 
significantly. But, a “Big Break” came in 2009 when Earth 
Fare, a chain of all-natural/organic stores in the Mid-Atlantic 
region, asked me to create its own line of organic teas and, 
then, three years later, a line of organic lemonades. Since 
then, my private label business has grown to include several 
major grocery chains across the country.

Now: My life has been free of the encumbrances of corpo-
rate life that might have impeded my marketing creativity. The 
support I have received from so many friends and business 
associates along the way has been exceptional and most 
gratifying. Of course, there is my wife Carol and our precious 
daughter Alexandra, now 30, who, too often, had to feign a 
cheerful acquiescence to the vagaries my career presented.
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Above: Maurice Hakim with wife Carol and daughter Alexandra.

  

Leonard H. Havens Jr. 
(Len)

Spouse/Partner:  
Mary Beth Burns Havens

13 Lanyard Lane 
Waterford, CT  06385-3207 
860/701-0364

  

Richard W. Haydu 

  

Darryl B. Hazel 

Spouse/Partner: Sheila McEntee

987 Arden Lane 
Birmingham, MI  48009 
248/860-2242 (cell) 
1dhazel0@gmail.com

Memories of Wesleyan: Wesleyan for me was the first 
place I encountered that promoted serious academic pur-
suits and simultaneously allowed people to express their 
craziness.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: I split my time between a sub-
urb of Detroit and Portsmouth, RI. Serving as a Wesleyan 
Trustee for 12 years was very gratifying.

Now: I am retired and working at achieving the state of the 
absence of obligation—something that is much easier said 
than done.

  

Nathan L. Heilweil 
(Streeter)

Spouse/Partner:  
Suzanne Martin Heilweil

7842  220th Place 
Oakland Gardens, NY  11364-3531 
917/365-3460 
nathanheilweil@aol.com

Memories of Wesleyan: Football, 
deke, concerts, new friends, in no particular order.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: My wife of 47 years, Suzanne. 
My two daughters, and three grandchildren. Career change 
in 1990—Wall Street to Licensed Nursing Home Administra-
tor. Finalist in the 2014 U.S. Tennis Association 50+ Men’s 
Doubles.

Now: Corporate Nursing Home Administrator for the DLU 
Group. Board member Hollis Hills Bayside Jewish Center  
40 years.

Above: Streeter Heilweil with wife Suzanne.
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William J. Hennessey 

Spouse/Partner:  
Leslie Griffin Hennessey

Apartment C44 
116 Pinehurst Avenue 
New York, NY  10033-8812 
757/624-3652 
757/738-2090 (cell) 
wjhennessey@gmail.com

Memories of Wesleyan: Autumn on Foss Hill. Working at 
WESU. Attending Curry Concerts. Spending winter Sunday 
afternoons studying in the library of the Davison Art Center. 
My classmates.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: After Wesleyan and graduate 
school, I enjoyed a rich and fulfilling career as the Curator 
and then Director of a series of art museums. I have a won-
derful wife, who is also an art historian, and a remarkable 
daughter and son-in-law. I love European travel (particularly 
walking trips), cooking for family and friends, and architec-
tural photography.

Now: My wife, Leslie, and I are happily retired in New York 
City, taking advantage of museums, music, theater, and all 
that this wonderful place has to offer. My book, Walking 
Broadway: Thirteen Miles of Architecture and History, will be 
published this spring.

Above: Bill Hennessey.

  

George G. Hill (Gary)

Spouse/Partner:  
Katherine Tiddens

Apartment 343 
2130 Vallecitos 
La Jolla, CA  92037 
646/418-6293

Memories of Wesleyan: Perhaps  
the most amusing, in retrospect, is the  
reason I never graduated. Like some others at our graduation 
ceremony, after the shutdown over the killings at Kent State, 
I received an empty diploma case. I had not completed my 
COL senior thesis. I had asked a professor to be my advisor, 
but he phoned me back and said he felt unqualified, why 
didn’t I try this other professor, younger and hipper, but un-
known to me. I was disappointed but saw his point, since my 
thesis was to be about pop music from a vaguely structural-
ist angle. So, I went to the younger, hipper professor’s office. 
I was a little surprised at some of his introductory remarks, 
such as when he told me about smoking hashish with a cer-
tain foreign defense minister, and I tried my best to answer 
strange questions such as where acid rock fit in. Eventually, 
after more floundering to establish a rapport, we realized I 
was saying “pop” music while the older professor had heard 
and relayed “pot” music. I thanked the younger, hipper pro-
fessor for his time and walked out, leaving our mutual em-
barrassment and frustration behind. It’s hard to remember 
being the kind of person who would just let something like 
that go. (I tried to work something out with Wesleyan years 
later by suggesting I could now include as part of my thesis 
some songs I had recorded—greatest hits now available un-
der GG HILL at soundcloud.com—but I never heard back, 
quite rightly, I suppose). As it turned out, I never needed 
documentary proof that I had received a great liberal arts 
education. I used it every day, and still do. And I never had to 
lie about not having that piece of paper.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: I was a reporter and editor for 
Reuters in Manhattan for 35 years; before that I did a lot of 
different jobs (what a lucky generation we were, to be able 
to temp and travel and find out what we really wanted to do). 
I worked in general news, sports, financial news, and then 
everything, roughly in that order, for Reuters. I did a lot of 
music interviews. It was a great ride. I’ve been on the field 
at the old Yankee Stadium before a World Series game and 
on the floor of the New York Stock Exchange for a trading 
day. I’ve gotten sprayed with champagne in the 1986 Mets 
locker room by Darryl Strawberry (he was aiming at Mayor 
Koch), and been alone in a room with the America’s Cup and 
the Stanley Cup. I’ve interviewed scores of musicians from 
Dylan to Fela to the Motown house band. Also, Oscar the 
Grouch. Trump. Putin. Michael Jordan. Hakeem Olajuwon. 
Rebecca Lobo. Much else.

But my wife, Katherine Tiddens, who created one of the 
world’s most influential Green stores/consultancies/activism 
incubators, TERRA VERDE (Manhattan; a branch in Santa 
Monica; boutiques in Japan), is of course the highlight of  
my life.

Now: We retired to La Jolla, in sight and sound of the beach. 
I’m trying to write novels.
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Above: Gary Hill and wife Katherine Tiddens.

  

Ernest N. Hingkeldey 

  

Bruce E. Holbrook 

Spouse/Partner: Jeanne Holbrook

c/o Bitton 
5 Ahad Hdam Street 
Herzliya 
Israel

  

Charles E. Holbrook 
(Charlie)

Spouse/Partner: Leslie J. Holbrook

742 Island Circle East 
Saint Helena Island, SC  29920 
843/838-9955 
843/441-5022 (cell) 
clholbrook1998@gmail.com

Above: Charlie and Leslie Holbrook at Homecoming 2019.  
“It was the 50th Anniversary of Wesleyan’s undefeated  

football team and I was also honored by being selected to the  
All Decade Team for the 1960s. Wesleyan won the  

Little Three title by defeating Williams in overtime 27-21.”

  

Bruce J. Holstein 

Spouse/Partner: Alice Cihat Holstein

106 Shornecliffe Road 
Newton, MA  02458-2421 
617/969-4156 
617/775-0788 (cell) 
bjholstein@comcast.net

  

William A. Hooton 

Spouse/Partner: Margaret Platt-Chance Hooton

bh2021@aol.com

  

Stephen Horton 
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George H. Hunker III 

Spouse/Partner:  
Paula Lumm Hunker

2939 Sinks Canyon Road 
Lander, WY  82520 
307/332-3986 
hunker@wyoming.com

Memories of Wesleyan: One year 
during Spring Break, Jack Wesley, 
Silas Wild, and I went NORTH to snowshoe on the Green 
Mountain Trail and winter camp. It felt like full-on Antarctica, 
and as we hit the top of Sugarbush Ski Resort, we were 
treated like we had just returned from Mount Everest.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: My wife Paula says that I have 
never worked for anyone my entire life (maybe never really 
ever worked?). I have spent these years since Wesleyan guid-
ing fly fishermen into the Wind River Mountains of Wyoming. 
That true wilderness, plus the interesting, wonderful, and 
kind guests have made a stimulating life on its own. Having 
a farm, raising children, and living close to the country have 
also been highlights. I have coached cross country skiing for 
20 years at the high school level. Perhaps the most reward-
ing thing in my life (of lots of rewarding things). Not being a 
parent nor a school teacher leads to a special relationship 
between young people and older mentors (role models).

Now: Living in the not quite mountain town of Lander, Wyo-
ming, where two of my children live along with two young 
grandsons. Really hard not to feel especially fortunate.

Above, top: George Hunker and first grandson Luca.  
Breaking them in early. Bottom: The greater Hunker family—

George and Paula, children Louisa, Molly, Hank and partners,  
plus one grandson (of two) Luca.

Above: George Hunker at the office.

  

William H. Husted (Bill)

Denver Business Journal 
1660 Lincoln Street 
Denver, CO  80264 
hustedbill@gmail.com

  

John W. Ingraham (Jack)

Spouse/Partner:  
Judith Berry Ingraham

3140 East 67th Street 
Tulsa, OK  74136 
918/499-1755 
jingraham@cwlaw.com

  

Stevens L. Ingraham 
(Steve)

Spouse/Partner: Sheila Ingraham

55 Bridlewood Trail 
Honeyoe Falls, NY  14472-9358 
585/506-2162 (cell) 
stevens.ingraham@gmail.com

Memories of Wesleyan: Through 
the tumult of the late 1960s, and the 
personal terrors large and small brought on by college, what 
stays with me are the bonds built, the friendships forged. 
With all hell breaking loose in the country, our classrooms 
were not confined to Wesleyan. But for me, High Street was 
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both a refuge (Eclectic) and a catalyst (again, Eclectic). Anger 
swirled, but so did affections in a place and time spent anx-
iously, awkwardly, lurching towards adulthood.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: After hitting the jackpot with a 
high number in the first draft lottery, I was thrilled to experi-
ence Nepal under the protective umbrella of the U.S. Peace 
Corps…even as a close friend gave his life for nothing in 
Vietnam.  

An essentially happy law practice for nearly four decades in 
Western New York.  

An enduring marriage with a partner who, astonishingly, 
claims to love me still. Three grown children, all perfect, and 
a grandchild, even more perfect.

Now: I am retired, out to pasture, but the fields are green! I 
live in the Finger Lakes region south of Rochester, NY. I tutor 
a few refugees, travel some, enjoy family and now and then 
chase after some good old friends.

Above: Cousins Jack Ingraham (left) and Steve Ingraham (right) 
—both Class of 1970!

  

Charles S. Irving 

Caesarea, Israel

chasirv@netvision.net.il

Memories of Wesleyan: At Wes-
leyan, I carried out research with Prof. 
Peter Leermakers in the Chemistry 
Department on retinal proteins and 
published several papers.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: Upon graduating I became the 
first student to be accepted by Weismann Institute of Sci-
ence into the Ph.D. program without having completed a 
Masters degree. As part of my Ph.D. research, I pioneered 
the use of magnetic resonance studies to describe the struc-
ture of biological substances enriched with stable isotopes. 
In post-doc studies at Argonne National Laboratories, and 

later on the faculty of the Department of Pediatrics at Baylor 
College of Medicine and the Children’s Nutrition Research 
Center, I carried out fundamental research on pharmacoki-
netics of stable isotope labelled biological molecules, which 
found diagnostic use in carbon breath tests. My family’s and 
my love of Israel proved too strong and in spite of receiv-
ing Associate Professorship at Baylor College of Medicine, 
I moved back to Israel. My career took a turn to biomedical 
and biotech entrepreneurship in Israel. I used my experience 
to move many innovative technologies out of university labs 
to the hospital bed and operating rooms and biotech com-
panies. I founded several startups with the Israel Institute of 
Technology (Technion) and Hadassah University Hospital. In 
my last position prior to retiring, I founded and served as 
CEO of Cell Cure Neurosciences Ltd in Jerusalem. Returning 
to my early interest at Wesleyan in the retina, I led the com-
pany through the development of a cell therapy treatment 
for dry-form age related macular degeneration, which is the 
leading cause of visual impairment in persons over 50 years 
old. The cell therapy product, OpRegen, is now in clinical 
trials in the U.S.

Now: My wife Mira and I have been married for 48 years and 
have three children and five grandchildren. We live near the 
Mediterranean coast in Caesarea, Israel.

Above: Charles Irving.
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William J. Jeffcoat 

  

William C. Jefferson (Bill)

Spouse/Partner: Julia C. Colpitts

2619 Walnut Loop North West 
Olympia, WA  98502-4417 
360/628-8786 
207/629-7103 (cell) 
wcjeffer@gmail.com

Memories of Wesleyan: My initial 
exposure to Wesleyan was brief, 
lasting only from the summer of 1966 into the winter of 1966–
67. But the arc of that short experience has overspread my 
entire life, continuing to inform and inspire over the course of 
my unwilling participation in a war, and throughout careers in 
outdoor education and journalism, academia and research, 
and federal law enforcement, combined with some twenty 
years playing around the edges of the film industry as a critic 
and teacher, advocate and fund raiser, cameraman and one-
time co-producer.

Though I returned to complete my degree at Wesleyan in 
1974–76, I have always described myself as a member of the 
class of ’70, because it is that association to which I owe 
more than I can ever repay for the love and support its mem-
bers have consistently provided me for fifty-some years.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: One often hears stories about 
the unique closeness and constancy of comrades in arms, 
and while I surely experienced that as a soldier in Vietnam, 
I carried with me through that conflict, as well as through 
the never-ending post trauma, the continued, invaluable al-
legiance and respect of a bright, talented, diverse and caring 
cohort who have never left my side.

Now: This past spring, Julie, who shared my final two years 
in Middletown, Aiden, our part Irish terrorist standard poo-
dle, and I left our farm in Maine to live in Olympia, Wash-
ington where we continue to explore by foot, ski and kayak 
(while adjusting to the sometimes overwhelming scale of the 
terrain) and search for useful ways to support progressive 
causes in a world that appears to have lost its way.

Above: Bill Jefferson.

  

Eric R. Jensen 

  

James S. Jensen (Jim)

Spouse/Partner:  
Karen L. Cooke Jensen

Apartment 1 
642 Sheridan Square 
Evanston, IL  60202-4768 
847/869-1845 
jjense2@luc.edu
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Christopher W. Johnson 

608/294-7813

  

M. Carl Johnson III (Carl)

Spouse/Partner:  
Susan Falvey Johnson

272 Southland Road 
Palm Beach, FL  33480-3417

mcarljohnson3@gmail.com

Memories of Wesleyan: So many 
to list here, not necessarily in priority 
order: rowing on the crew team; taking enriching classes of 
course; forming life-long friends; dating nice young ladies; 
fun times at the Alpha Delt house; parties all over; football 
games; enjoying the beautiful campus; and starting a cook-
ing class that was actually in the course catalog with our 
famous Alpha Delt chef, Evelyn Kowaloski. Some fondest 
memories are those I missed, e.g., the Grateful Dead and 
Jimi Hendrix concerts—I was either at an away crew race or 
on a road trip!

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: After Wesleyan and business 
school at the University of Chicago, I immediately dove into 
my career, which has been a great source of satisfaction. 
I have now been in the consumer products industry for 47 
years—and still counting. I have been privileged to have 
led and nurtured many of America’s icon trademarks and 
brands, among them: Colgate, Palmolive, Irish Spring, Po-
laroid, Kraft, Velveeta, DiGiorno, Miracle Whip, Taco Bell, 
Toblerone, Altoids, Campbell’s, Pepperidge Farm, V8, and 
most recently, Del Monte, Contadina, and the Pet brands 
Meow Mix, 9 Lives, Kibbles n Bits, Pup-Peroni and Milk 
Bone.

However, most important to me, and my greatest achieve-
ment, has certainly been my family. My wife Susan, who has 
somehow stuck with me for 35 years and counting, has truly 
been the much better half and has supported me unfailingly 
throughout—a wonderful wife and an outstanding mother. 
Together we have raised two amazing children. Haleigh, now 
34, married to Nick, a wonderful young man. They have two 
sons, Noah, four years old, and Henry, two. We love being 
grandparents, indescribably joyous. Haleigh worked in de-
velopment at the University of Chicago and then for seven 
years at Marquette. She has recently joined a health care 
start-up so is learning about the private sector. Son Peter, 
30, enjoying the single life, finished his Masters’ Degree in 
Pure Math at the University of Chicago and is now pursuing 
his PhD in theoretical math at the University of Virginia. He 
passed his oral exams two years ago and is working on his 
thesis (in Topology, the study of weird shapes like crinkled 

paper and twisted donuts). He plans to teach and do re-
search. Susan and I are very proud of both children. All in all, 
we have been very blessed.

Now: Looking to the future, in late 2017, I decided, based 
on learning in a fascinating seminar “Designing Your Life” 
(developed at Stanford’s Design (“D”) school, to allocate my 
time and energy as follows: 30% to family (historically un-
deremphasized by me); 30% to fun (also underemphasized); 
20% to “work” (historically way overemphasized); 10% to 
give-back; and 10% to continuous learning. This allocation 
has helped guide me in my portfolio of activities, and so far, I 
have been following the blueprint reasonably well.

After moving from San Francisco in 2018, my wife and I have 
been rotating among homes in Lake Forest, IL; Nantucket 
and Palm Beach and traveling to new places (e.g., Cuba, 
river cruises in Europe). I try to hit doubles or triples, that is, 
activities that, for example, involve family, fun and continu-
ous learning. On this last point, I was privileged to be a fellow 
for the year 2016 in Harvard’s Advanced Leadership Initia-
tive, a program designed to identify a next chapter focused 
on social impact. This led me to join a start-up with a former 
Kraft Foods colleague that is focused on digital therapeutics 
and dietary behavior change. Then, in 2017, my wife and I 
both were fellows at Stanford’s Distinguished Careers Insti-
tute, a program similar to Harvard’s but directed at personal 
discovery and development, where I focused on innovation 
and health and wellness learning.

In terms of work, I retired from Big Heart Pet Brands at the 
end of 2015 and have been working on my digital therapeu-
tics start-up since then and also advising several other start-
ups in human and pet food, plus doing consulting projects 
with some of my former consulting partners. Also, for the 
last eight years and continuing, I have been the Chairman 
of Nautilus, Inc., the fitness pioneer and for five months in 
2019 also served as interim CEO while we searched for a 
new leader.

My give-back efforts have to date been centered on young 
people, providing scholarships, mentoring, and helping open  
job doors to those starting out in the working world. These 
efforts have been really gratifying, especially watching these 
young people grow and succeed. Since my digital thera-
peutics start-up is focused broadly on attacking the obesity 
epidemic and associated diseases like diabetes and adverse 
cardiovascular conditions, I also count this focus as directed 
at a social good.

Above: Carl Johnson.
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David R. Jones (Dave)

Spouse/Partner: Valerie King

Community Services Society  
     of New York 
10th Floor 
633 Third Avenue 
New York, NY  10017 
djones@cssny.org

  

Gerald Everett Jones 

Spouse/Partner: Georja Umano

La Puerta Productions 
Suite 726 
2633 Lincoln Boulevard 
Santa Monica, CA  90405 
310/581-0888 
310/749-9668 (cell) 
gerald@lapuerta.tv

Memories of Wesleyan: In my sophomore year of the Col-
lege of Letters program, I studied for eight months in Paris. 
The student riots took place in May and June of that year. I 
lived a side street between the Sorbonne and the Theatre de 
l’Odeon. That street saw a lot of violence, including tear gas 
attacks from the flics chasing rioters and Molotov cocktails 
tossed from rooftops by protesters. One of our professors, 
Roland Barthes, later achieved posthumous worldwide no-
toriety in the field of semiotics.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: Although I’ve been a profes-
sional writer for most of my career, I’ve also worked as a 
technologist. I’ve undertaken tasks in the transition from 
mainframe to personal computers, the evolution of computer 
graphics, the emergence of the Internet and the Web, the 
invention and exploding popularity of the smartphone, and 
—perhaps most significant for me—the development of the 
ebook and instant self-publishing tools. What an amazing 
time to be alive.

Now: After almost two years in Africa, Georja and I are 
returning to our home in Santa Monica from Kenya, where 
Georja served as Environmental Director for AfricaChild Ke-
nya. I’m working on my next novel, Preacher Fakes a Miracle. 
I am a member of the Writers Guild of America, the Drama-
tists Guild, Women’s National Book Association, and Film 
Independent (FIND), as well as director of the Independent 
Writers of Southern California (IWOSC). Additionally, I’m the 
host of the GetPublished! Radio Show (getpublishedradio.
com), and my book reviews are published on the Web by 
Splash Magazines Worldwide (splashmagazines.com).

Above: Gerald Everett Jones.

  

Russell A. Josephson 
(Russ)

Spouse/Partner: Vera Benedek

PO Box 1151 
Kilauea, HI  96754 
808/639-3443 (cell) 
russ_josephson@yahoo.com

  

Peter M. Kalischer 

Spouse/Partner:  
Emi Hirsch Kalischer

3-21-1 Ebisu 
Shibuya-Ku 
Tokyo, 150 
Japan
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Harry F. Kaplan 

Spouse/Partner: Mary Kaplan

Apartment 5B 
35 Pierrepont Street 
Brooklyn, NY  11201-3359 
718/243-0205 
activities@hmkaplan.com

Above, top row: Harry Kaplan and his boon companion Kwatro; 
Harry and wife Mary at the Brooklyn Botanic Garden.  

Bottom: View of Brooklyn Heights from roof deck  
in Harry’s neighborhood.

  

Paul M. Kasnett 

29 Olympia Lane 
Monsey, NY  10952-2829

  

Seth F. Kaufman 

Spouse/Partner: Patricia Kaufman

Apartment 16G 
200 West 79th Street 
New York, NY  10024-6218 
212/874-1455 
917/301-7603 (cell) 
dunnmurray@aol.com

Memories of Wesleyan: One thing 
is the takeover of President Ted Etherington’s office in the 
spring of 1969, second semester junior year. I had just been 
elected to the College Body Committee and was serving as 
its chairperson. On the morning of the scheduled takeover, 
President Etherington called the CBC members to his office. 
He wanted our advice as to what he should do if and when 
the student takeover of his office occurred. He said, “Well, 
I guess I’ll have to call the Middletown police.” I said, “You 
have got to be kidding.” He then said, “Well maybe I should 
call the state police.” And I replied, “That’s crazy. This is not 
a dangerous riot. Let the students come and sit in your office 
for a few days and then they will leave.” And that is exactly 
what happened. 

I also remember the Grateful Dead concert on the same 
weekend that there was a mass rally in New Haven. It was 
also the weekend that Nixon invaded Cambodia.

I enjoyed student activism at Wesleyan; I was a member 
of SDS, of the steering committee of SAM (Student Action 
Movement), of UPA (Union for Progressive Actions), and 
several other ad hoc antiwar and political organizations. I 
enjoyed the spirited informal discussions about issues of 
the day with my peers and faculty. I also participated in any 
number of Wesleyan activities as a member of the CBC and 
the Honor Board, and as a disc jockey on WESU, to name 
just a few. Every day at Wesleyan brought some new experi-
ence or interaction which I treasure to this day.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: I have had a continuing rela-
tionship with Wesleyan since graduation. I helped to raise 
funds for the alumni fund since 1970 and became class 
agent several years after graduation. This allowed me to 
keep in contact with most of my classmates and to help fund 
Wesleyan’s many projects over the years. I also helped plan 
and attend most of the reunions and am proud to say that 
our class has had an excellent record of participation in both 
fund raising and reunion attendance. 

I spent my early years as an investigative attorney for the City 
of New York uncovering official corruption and the waste of 
public funds. The latter part of my career was spent handling 
white collar criminal defense and complex civil litigation. I 
also was involved in many community-based issues such as 
green space preservation and over development.

Now: I live on Manhattan’s upper west side in NYC. I have 
lived here since 1976, when I shared my apartment with my 
Wesleyan roommate, John Talbot. He moved to California; 
I kept the apartment. I’ve been married since 1981, and we 
have raised our two sons in the same apartment. Today I live 
there with my wife, Pat, both of us now retired.
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Morris W. Kellogg (Rusty)

Spouse/Partner:  
Elizabeth Toppin Kellogg

Apartment C1 
63 Garden Road 
Wellesley, MA  02481 
781/237-4355 
617/237-4355 (cell) 
mwkellogg@aol.com

Memories of Wesleyan: I have occasionally thought of my 
four years at Wesleyan, and more often now with our 50th 
reunion fast approaching. I’ve come to understand that we 
were at an impressionable age and with little real-life experi-
ence, therefore Wesleyan may have played a role out of pro-
portion to the actual time spent there or the real magnitude 
of the events.

My time at Wesleyan was not particularly dramatic—but I 
certainly got a broad education and introduction to a more 
diverse world. I was unusually fortunate to find the love of 
my life during my last year at Wesleyan. We married in 1971.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: After graduation I served six 
months in the Army National Guard. I hadn’t the blind cour-
age to go to Vietnam or the moral compass to go to Canada. 
I went to business school in Philadelphia and then we moved 
to Boston and after a year to Wellesley, MA. We have lived 
there ever since—in two homes and now a condo, and suc-
cessfully raised two sons.

My career was mostly a digital experience—the old kind of 
‘digits’ not the high-tech ‘digital’. I was a CPA, treasurer, and 
finally CFO. I started work in large companies and fortunately 
kept ‘downsizing’ myself to a small, but successful, partner-
ship that resolved problem real estate investments. I enjoyed 
my work and my partners—but my ‘making a living vs. making 
a life’ balance has decidedly favored the ‘life’ side of the scale.

My ‘recreational’ life has included a great deal of sailing. We 
have sailed our boats along the east coast of North America, 
sailed to Western Europe, Scandinavia and the Caribbean. 
My ‘service’ life has had a significant commitment to the 
Town of Wellesley as an elected Town Meeting Member for 
30 years and serving on town committees. I’ve served on 
several non-profit organizations, including the Hurricane Is-
land Outward Bound School, and several environmental and 
educational organizations—often as a treasurer or similar 
position due to my ‘digital’ exper-
tise. These have been some 
of my most interesting and 
fulfilling endeavors.

Life has been much bet-
ter to me than I had any 
reason to expect—or 
deserve. I’ve been able 
to live the life and do 
things I wanted to, and, 
so far, avoid major mis-
takes and misfortunes.

At right: Morris “Rusty” Kellogg.

  

Edward J. Kelsey 

Spouse/Partner: Laura J. Kelsey

220 Conifer Crest Way 
Eatontown, NJ  07724-1744 
ekelsey1@comcast.net

  

Lawrence T. Kent (Larry)

Spouse/Partner:  
Joylen Jarrett Kent

2924 Carlton Road 
Shaker Heights, OH  44122-2504 
joykent@gmail.com

  

Francis J. Kiernan 

Spouse/Partner: Elizabeth Kiernan

1600 Gin Lane 
Southold, NY  11971 
631/765-1599

  

James W. Kirkpatrick 
(Jamie)

234 Cannon Street 
Chestertown, MD  21620 
jamiewk21@gmail.com

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: After 
graduating from Wesleyan, Jamie 
served for six years in the Peace 
Corps before obtaining a Master of 
Arts Degree in Law and Diplomacy from the Fletcher School 
in Massachusetts. He was Director of International Programs 
at Special Olympics from 1984–1989 and served as Director 
of College Counseling at the Landon School in Bethesda, 
Maryland from 1993–2015. In 2008, he spent four months on 
a Teaching Fellowship at St. Andrews University in Scotland. 
After retiring from Landon, Jamie has worked as a consultant 
to the college counseling offices of St. Andrews Episcopal 
School, Georgetown Day School, The Gunston School, and 
The Severn School.
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Now: Jamie is currently a freelance writer and photogra-
pher. His articles have appeared in the Washington Post, 
Pittsburgh Post-Gazette, Baltimore Sun, and Philadelphia 
Inquirer; recent magazine articles have appeared in The 
Washington College Alumni Magazine and American Cow-
boy Magazine. His first book of photography, A Place to 
Stand, was published by The Chester River Press in 2015. 
He currently writes and illustrates a weekly column called 
“Musings” for The Chestertown Spy and The Talbot Spy, two 
online newspapers serving the people of Kent and Talbot 
Counties on Maryland’s Eastern Shore. A book of his es-
says, Musing Right Along, was published in May, 2017 and a 
sequel—I’ll Be Right Back—was released in June 2018. Ex-
amples of Jamie’s featured writing and photography can be 
viewed on his website, www.musingjamie.com. 

Jamie and his wife Kat Conley make their homes on both 
sides of the Chesapeake Bay, in Bethesda and Chestertown.

Above: Jamie Kirkpatrick with wife Kat Conley.

  

Colin M. Kitchens 

Spouse/Partner: Jennifer C. Walker

17 Jones Way 
Larkspur, CA  94939 
cmkitchens@aol.com

  

Douglas M. Knight Jr. 
(Doug)

108 Brush Hill Road 
Lyme, CT  06371 
douglasknightjr@yahoo.com

  

Rex H. Knowles Jr. 

Spouse/Partner:  
Sherry Landrum Knowles

621 Miles Road 
Signal Mountain, TN  37377 
423/886-1037 
423/503-2237 (cell) 
xerbi@netscape.net

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: A year 
after graduating from Wesleyan, Sherry and I were both cast 
in the national tour of Godspell, then were with the San Fran-
cisco Company and the 10th Anniversary production. Spent 
15 years in Los Angeles doing TV, movies, and commercials. 
I was staff writer for the game show Jackpot and Associate 
Producer for Double Talk.

Now: Sherry and I live on a mountain top in Tennessee—
Signal Mountain, bordering Chattanooga. This past sum-
mer we celebrated our 50th wedding anniversary. Our two 
daughters, Canedy and Jessie, are actors, writers, directors, 
and producers. Our two granddaughters, Alex and Davis, 
are aspiring to do the same. Sherry and I developed, and 
direct, the Professional Actor Training Program at Chat-
tanooga State, modeled after the New Actors Workshop, 
a training program founded by theatre visionaries George 
Morrison, Mike Nichols, and Paul Sills. We worked with 
these three amazing men for ten years teaching acting and 
improvisation, and administrating the school. I enjoy writing 
(two-time winner of the Festival of New Plays), playing guitar 
and 5-string banjo, and teaching.

Above: Rex Knowles.
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William K. Kordas 

275 Black Brook Road 
Goffstown, NH  03045-2901 
603/497-2045 
603/384-2032 (cell) 
wkordas@comcast.net

  

Leon F. Kraft 

Spouse/Partner: Paula Jacob Kraft

  

Charles W. Krampe 

  

John C. Kriendler II 
(Jack)

Spouse/Partner:  
Wendy Alyn Maddocks Kriendler

3251 North Six Bar Spur 
Tucson, AZ  85745-9776 
520/743-9867 
wamjack@gmail.com

  

Murray S. Krugman 

Spouse/Partner: Barbara Jentis

PO Box 121 
Westminster, VT  05158-0121 
slvrwolf@sover.net

  

Steven R. Kuney (Steve) 

Spouse/Partner: Judith Wish

PO Box 12795 
105 East Sandreed Road 
Jackson, WY  83002 
steve.kuney@gmail.com

Memories of Wesleyan: For me, 
Wesleyan in the late 1960s was 
not exactly a place of laughs and 
giggles. Life was, and seemed to be, terribly serious and, 
in many ways, almost tragically out of whack. Has there 
ever been another year like 1968? Anyway, my most power-
ful memory of Wesleyan has always been the day Fisk Hall 
was forcibly occupied by African American students (some 
armed) when the school refused to cancel classes in King’s 
honor. I can’t remember another day when I learned so much 
or appreciated so strongly how little I understood.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: I loved my four years as a high 
school teacher and freshman basketball coach. After law 
school, I went to work for the government, and for a period 
of about 18 months worked as a special assistant to Alfred 
Kahn when he was Jimmy Carter’s Special Advisor on Infla-
tion. Do you remember those heady days of double digit in-
flation, recurrent energy crises (buying gas on alternate days) 
and mortgage interest rates up to 15%? It was “special” to 
be in a government job where we were supposed to be doing 
something to stop an economic disaster of price massive 
increases and no growth that the U.S. had never seen before 
(or since!).

I was fortunate to have some memorable moments in my pri-
vate law practice, including cross-examining Bill Gates and 
Paul Tagliabue in different trials, but my favorite memory was 
having a chance to argue (and win) a case before the U.S. 
Supreme Court, General Electric v. Joiner.

Among my most memorable family moments were watching 
my daughter win the Moot Court competition for first year 
students at Georgetown Law School, watching my oldest 
son get an MBA after years in which his life had taken a num-
ber of very difficult turns, and seeing my twin sons lead their 
high school lacrosse team to their school’s first ever state 
championship. Having a growing family (now four kids and 
four grandkids) has been and always will be a recurring joy 
(and some real pain, too, of course, since this is real life).

Now: We built a house in Jackson Hole, WY as part of 
creating a new, post-work life, and also have an apartment 
in Greenwich Village where we are in the spring and fall. I 
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retired from Williams & Connolly on December 31, 2018 after 
spending almost 37 years there. Since then, I’m spending my 
time traveling, keeping physically active (hiking, biking, cross 
country skiing, working out in gym), visiting kids and grand-
kids (kids are now in Atlanta, Denver, Boulder, CO and Los 
Altos Hills, CA), and reading and listening to books and see-
ing plays and movies. I loved be-
ing a lawyer all those years, 
but this retirement thing 
has been wonderful.

At right: Steve Kuney 
and Judith Wish enjoy 
the view from the top 
on the Routeburn 
Track in New Zealand.

  

Stephen B. Kyner (Steve)

Spouse/Partner: Deborah Ellington

Apartment 7 
18 Robert Street 
Roslindale, MA  02131-2541 
617/327-5956 
sbkyner@gmail.com

Memories of Wesleyan: The se-
mester I spent in Paris. Too much 
delight to recount—weekly seminars with Roland Barthes, 
Jimi Hendrix at the Olympia Theater, learning street strategy 
and tear gas avoidance from the French CRS. Not to men-
tion Professor Goulemot, who envied my height to see over 
the crowds.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: Made it through the Harvard 
B-school, returned to France four times, including a honey-
moon, and recently lost a leg.

Now: I am retired and relaxing in Boston, MA.

Above: Steve Kyner and wife of 40 years, Deborah Ellington.

  

Robert R. Kyte (Bob)

Spouse/Partner: Stefanie S. Kyte

Apartment 13 
1 Sand Hill Road 
Peterborough, NH  03458-1227 
603/784-5770 
603/933-1668 (cell) 
robertrkyte@gmail.com

Memories of Wesleyan: Sledding  
down Foss Hill on McConaughy Dining Hall trays after the 
first snowfall. Watching hair grow longer from 1966–70. 
Living at EQV—the only Latin lettered fraternity on campus 
(leave it to Wesleyan). The Janis Joplin concert in McCo-
naughy. Theater productions at the ’92 Theater. The Grateful 
Dead concert on May 3, 1970, of course. The political activ-
ism and the vote to go on strike after the student deaths at 
Kent State in the spring 1970. Finally, the sense that we were 
on campus during a remarkable time.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: After Wesleyan, I attended Col-
gate Rochester Divinity School (there is a story to that move). 
Although my plan was to be an urban minister, instead, I 
wound up a suburban and small-town pastor in six United 
Church of Christ congregations; five in western Massachu-
setts and a last one in New Hampshire. I learned a lot from 
the good people in the pews and hope I gave them as much 
in return about being a Christian advocate for peace, justice 
and love; the good side of the church. Memories of the social 
activism at Wesleyan led me to join priests, ministers and 
rabbis in whatever was the cause of the moment, locally and 
globally, for forty years. A love of Christian-Jewish dialogue 
brought about an interfaith trip of 35 to Israel co-hosted 
with my wife and a rabbi friend. After Wesleyan, I knew that I 
didn’t want a real job, but a meaningful life. Wesleyan taught 
me to take chances and I found that life in the church.

Now: I retired in 2013 and we moved to Florida. Nice place 
to visit, but not to call home. After a six year “vacation”, we 
moved to Peterborough, New Hampshire where we are 
happy and feel at home. My wife, Steffie, has two adult chil-
dren, married with children, and I have two grown sons with 
children. We didn’t convince 
them to become Chris-
tians, but I am proud 
to say that they all 
are NPR listening 
liberals.

At right: Bob 
Kyte and wife 
Stefanie.
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Robby Laitos 

5444 Northern Lights Drive 
Fort Collins, CO  80528 
970/403-7839 
robbylaitos@hotmail.com

Memories of Wesleyan: Best mem- 
ories are the guys I met and became 
friends with…some of whom I still 
see today. Something unique about 
being one of “Hoy’s Boys.”

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: After Wesleyan, I ski bummed in 
Aspen for two years with some other Wesleyan alums (Miles 
Siegel, Mark Fuller, Peter Whitehead, Katy Butler, et.al.). Then 
got an itch for travel and adventure and joined Peace Corps 
and ended up spending 3.5 years in Nepal as a PCV. Then 
to graduate school at University of Denver’s Korbel School 
of International Studies (M.A.) and Colorado State Univer-
sity (Ph.D.), studying international development, primarily 
related to water. For the next 35 years I spent much time 
in the developing world (Nepal, India, Iraq, Sudan, Ethiopia, 
Uzbekistan, Tajikistan, etc.)  on U.S. Government and 
World Bank development projects, focusing on irrigation, riv-
er basin management, etc. Became USAID employee, then 
for last 20 years worked for private sector water resources 
consulting firms, based in Colorado.

Now: Retired in 2015, but still doing some international con-
sulting in water resources, primarily in Uzbekistan (Central 
Asia). Live in Fort Collins, CO since 1979, and spend much 
time hiking the Colorado Rockies in the summer and skiing 
the Rockies in the winter, often with other Wesleyan alums, 
i.e. Mark Fuller. I became a first-time father in 2006 (at age 
58!), when my son was born. Dealing with a 14-year-old son 
when you’re 72 is…stimulating.

Above: Robby Laitos. Descent, Longs Peak, Colorado.  
Keyhole Route, 13,160’. September 9, 2019.

  

Jules Landsman 

Spouse/Partner: Tali Landsman

2491 Sweetwater Road 
Gypsum, CO  81637 
970/524-1885 
onlylight@centurytel.net

  

Jonathan T. Lanman 

48 Great Jones Street 
New York, NY  10012-1133

  

Robert T. E. Lansing 
(Rob)

Spouse/Partner: Kathryn Hart

TGFF 
Apartment 300 
270 East Westminister Road 
Lake Forest, IL  60045 
847/234-3672 
rlansing@westminsterfunds.com

  

Nicholas Lapham (Nick)

704 Wallston Road 
Tenants Harbor, ME  04860 
541/410-6103 
nick@informedyoungleaders.com
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Michael A. Laven 

Spouse/Partner: Rita K. Laven

25 Pembridge Crescent 
London W11 3DS 
United Kingdom 
(+)2077278177 
415/706-1665 (cell) 
mlaven@yahoo.com

Memories of Wesleyan: My very 
peripheral involvement and exposure to the incredible arts 
and music scene in and around the University: Cage and 
Lucier, Kaprow, Ken McIntyre, dance in New London, La 
Nouvelle Vague, the gamelan, the Dagar brothers, the Dead, 
great actors in my class, an incredible performance of Mo-
zart 40 (or was it 41) and much more. It all started then.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: Marriage, children, (Nina ’99, 
David), grandchildren. Delhi/Calcutta, Boston, San Fran-
cisco, London.

Now: London for over 30 years with a good run in San Fran-
cisco and another tech start-up.

Above: Michael and Rita Laven at son David Laven’s wedding;  
Negril, Jamaica, September 2019.

  

James S. Lavilla-Havelin 

860 South View Drive 
Lytle, TX  78052 
830/772-5934 
lavillahavelin@yahoo.com

  

Ivan Lawner 

Spouse/Partner:  
Harriet S. Mosatche

29 Lakeview Road 
New Rochelle, NY  10804-2505 
914/355-4151 
ilawner@aol.com

  

Glenn A. Lazore 

518/358-2403

  

Peter J. Leacacos 

Spouse/Partner: Sophie Lee Morgan

  

Eugene M. Legg (Gene)

42628 Capitol View Terrace 
Broadlands, VA  20148 
703/848-1948 
703/402-7170 (cell) 
genelegg@aol.com

  

John A. Leonard (Andy)

jaleonard8@gmail.com
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On Our Minds

Changing Life As We Knew It

1968 Y E A R  I N  R E V I E W

•	North Vietnamese and Viet Cong troops launched Tet offensive against  
36 South Vietnamese cities. 

	 Martin Luther King, Jr. assassinated at Lorraine Hotel in Memphis 
where he was supporting striking sanitation workers.

•	LBJ declined to run for second term after barely beating  
Eugene McCarthy in New Hampshire primary.

•	Huge protests met bloody repression in Chicago as Democrats  
nominated Hubert Humphrey as Presidential nominee.

•	Nixon defeated Humphrey for President; George Wallace,  
running on a segregationist platform, received 13.5% of the vote. 

	 Bobby Kennedy assassinated at the Ambassador Hotel in Los Angeles.

•	Lt. William Calley and fellow soldiers massacred over 400 civilians  
at My La, Vietnam. Anti-war protests spread across the U.S.
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•	Three astronauts aboard Apollo 8— 
Jim Lovell, Bill Anders, and Frank Borman— 
became first humans to orbit the moon.

•	Intel Corporation founded.

•	Buckminster Fuller published 
Operating Manual for  
Spaceship Earth.

•	Alabama Senator Rankin Fite 
made the first 911 call in the 
U.S. in Haleyville, Alabama.

•	Big Mac  
introduced 
nationwide.

Presidential 
Candidate

Vice Presidential 
Candidate

Political 
Party Popular Vote Electoral 

Vote
Richard Nixon Spiro Agnew Republican 31,783,783 43.42% 301 55.9%

Hubert Humphrey Edmund Muskie Democractic 31,271,839 42.72% 191 35.5%

George Wallace Curtis LeMay American Ind. 9,901,118 13.53% 46 8.6%

Other (±) — — 243,259 0.33% 0 0.0%

Total 73,199,999 538
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What Moved Us

Then and Now Making News in Sports

•	One of three  
McKuen poetry 
books among top 
10 best sellers.

•	Medalists Tommie Smith and John Carlos 
raised black-gloved black power salute  
at Mexico City Olympics. 

•	Meanwhile, Mexican  
students were  
massacred in  
Mexico City for  
protesting lack  
of democracy  
and wasteful  
Olympics.

•	Los Angeles before and after the Clean Air 
Act was passed in 1968.

	 In 1968, before Act was introduced.

•	Motion pictures 
start labeling films 
G, PG, R or X.

•	Jackie Kennedy married Aristotle Onassis.

•	In the Heat of the Night won best picture Oscar.

	 Effects of Clean Air Act recorded in 2005.



Peter A. Lev 

Spouse/Partner: Yvonne Lev

Unit A6 
7 Devon Hill Road 
Baltimore, MD  21210-1041 
410/823-2962

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: After  
Wesleyan, I went to graduate school 
at UCLA to study film history. Yvonne 
and I met at the UCLA Library; we were married in Santa 
Monica in 1976. We celebrate our forty-fourth anniversary 
this year. Our daughter Sara Lev was born in 1980, about 
the same time I finished my Ph.D. I taught for two years at 
the University of Texas at Dallas, and thirty-three years at 
Towson University in suburban Baltimore. I’ve written five 
books of film history, co-edited an anthology, and won some 
awards including the Academy Scholars Award from the 
Academy of Motion Picture Arts and Sciences. I retired in 
the summer of 2015. 

Now: These days I spend a lot of time volunteering with two 
local, nature-oriented non-profits; I am Past President of 
one, Secretary of the other. Yvonne and I are frequently in 
Connecticut, visiting with Sara, her husband, and our three 
grandchildren.

 Above: Peter Lev. 

  

Robert T. Lewis (Bob)

Spouse/Partner: Allegra Nichols

3076 Bilbo Drive 
San Jose, CA  95121-2403 
408/281-2328 
rtlewis4801@sbcglobal.net

  

Kenneth E. Lillard 

2834 Lindesfarn Terrace 
Fort Washington, MD  20744 
240/601-7476 
klillard1@verizon.net

Memories of Wesleyan: I was 
honored to have served as President 
of the campus Black Student Orga-
nization, Ujamaa. I was amazed at 
the dedication of African American 
students on campus to achieve a more diverse and inclusive 
student body, faculty, administration, and curricula at Wes-
leyan. African American students strongly advocated for the 
establishment of an African American Studies Dept. and an 
African Studies Dept. at Wesleyan. The establishment of the 
Black House, aka the Malcolm X House, on campus as stu-
dent residential housing, think tank, and center of black cul-
tural activities was a major milestone. Bringing more Black 
artists, historians, political activists, writers, poets, and pub-
lic intellectuals on campus to raise awareness was, definitely, 
a highlight of my Wesleyan years.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: My most memorable highlights 
over the past 50 years include attending the presidential in-
augurations of Barack Obama, first African American U.S. 
President. Receiving a Doctor of Divinity degree from Em-
manuel Baptist University in 2009. Publication of my book, 
Social Media and Ministry: Sharing the Gospel in the Digi-
tal Age. Being designated a Certified Public Manager by 
George Washington University and the District of Columbia 
Government in 2001. Travelling to Paris, France.

Now: I currently live in Ft. Washington, MD, a Washington, 
DC suburb. I’m presently a minister, writer, and am active in 
my local community.

Above: Kenneth Lillard making history at NMAAH.

  

Edwin H. Lindberg (Ted)

Spouse/Partner: Marilyn Terrill

2424 South Park Street 
Kalamazoo, MI  49001-4230 
269/352-7216 (cell) 
thlindberg@charter.net
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Memories of Wesleyan: Probably my fondest memory 
was of the Grateful Dead concert outside on the quad.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: Deciding to go to graduate 
school for my MSW at age 31 was probably the most im-
portant highlight other than getting married and having three 
children. It was at graduate school that I found my passion 
as a Family Therapist.

Now: I retired after 32 years working at Family & Children 
Services—a private, non-profit where I began as a Family 
Therapist, was a Supervisor, Program Director of the Coun-
seling Center, followed by being Director of Programs and 
Services and finishing up as the Privacy Officer and Train-
ing Director. I currently have a part-time private practice as 
a Family Therapist. I live with my wife, a Psychologist, in Ka-
lamazoo, MI. In my “spare time” I am renovating a 95-year-
old house.

  

Randall Lockwood 
(Randy)

Spouse/Partner: Julie Stern

2214 Tulip Drive 
Falls Church, VA  22046-1840 
703/237-8591 
571/225-3463 (cell) 
randy.lockwood@gmail.com

Memories of Wesleyan: Hanging 
out with Taj Mahal and Tracey Nelson after concerts on the 
day of a solar eclipse and filming the May 1970 Grateful Dead 
concert at Foss Hill.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: Putting my animal behavior 
knowledge to practical use in helping authorities seize 50 
dogs from Michael Vick, helping assess them and seeing 
most go on to loving homes. Co-authoring the first text in the 
new field of veterinary forensics.

Now: Recently retired, living in the D.C. suburbs after 10 
years of college teaching (Washington University in St. Lou-
is, SUNY Stony Brook), 21 years at Humane Society of the 
U.S. and 13 years as Senior 
VP of American Society 
for the Prevention of 
Cruelty to Animals.

At right: Randy 
Lockwood—still 
a troublemaker 
in the spirit of 
Class of ’70.

  

Steven R. Loeshelle (Steve)

Spouse/Partner: Geri Rosenberger

Apartment 15D 
201 East 62nd Street 
New York, NY  10021-7627 
646/756-0733 
steve.loeshelle@gmail.com

Memories of Wesleyan: I view my Wesleyan education, 
and the experiences and associations that came along with 
it, as one of the great gifts I have received. In one way, the 
gift was tangible. When I was first accepted, I found I just 
couldn’t manage the cost of Wesleyan. A year later I applied 
again, supplementing my file with a note promising to find 
the money if I were accepted. With essentially no input other 
than my note, Wesleyan admitted me again and doubled my 
scholarship. Wesleyan was all about teaching in the 1960s 
and I met my lifelong friends Professor Neil and Dr. Phillipa 
Coughlan during my time there. I still see Neil at least once 
a week when I am in New York and have no better friend. 
When it was time for my brother Harry to go to college, Wes-
leyan was there for us again.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: Wesleyan’s education set me 
up for acceptance at the University of Chicago Law School, 
and a full and satisfying career practicing big firm law en-
sued. After the best part of a career at Dewey Ballantine, I 
retired from Hunton & Williams in 2015.

Now: I have been enjoying retirement with my wife Geri 
Rosenberger and our son Andy, an architect. We split our 
time between our homes in New York City and Tiburon, CA, 
across the Bay from San Francisco.

  

Robert M. Long 

  

Richard N. Lopatin 

Spouse/Partner: Gail Lopatin

655 Eleven O’Clock Road 
Fairfield, CT  06824-1730 
203/981-6310 
gaillopatin@yahoo.com
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Roger D. Lorence 

Spouse/Partner:  
Susan J. Lillo Lorence

Apartment 4H 
435 East 79th Street 
New York, NY  10075-1073 
212/452-1186 
917/658-6480 (cell) 
rogerdlorence@aol.com

  

Charles E. Lucier 

Spouse/Partner: Carol Lucier

253 Ridgeview Road 
Princeton, NJ  08540-7666 
732/412-4114

  

Joseph T. Lynch (Joe)

Spouse/Partner: Kathleen Ferguson Lynch

15 Moore Avenue 
Franklin, MA  02038-3625 
508/520-3019 
jtlynch64@gmail.com

  

Laurence MacNaughton III 

Spouse/Partner: Cynthia Smith MacNaughton

  

Lawrence E. Madlock 

Spouse/Partner: Yvonne Madlock

1598 Carr Avenue 
Memphis, TN  38104-5010 
901/272-9008 
901/371-2971 (cell) 
madcarr@aol.com

Memories of Wesleyan: While at 
Wesleyan, I majored in anthropol-
ogy and history. I spent second semester of my junior year 
in Ethiopia doing fieldwork. My biggest involvements at col-
lege were Ujamaa and the creation of the African and African 
American studies track. I also was on the football and track 
teams for three years. I studied Japanese and Indonesian 
music, as well as Ethiopian music, while there.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: After graduation I received a 
Ford Foundation fellowship to study history. First at the pro-
gram at Harvard. I had to leave to do two years of alternative 
service work in NYC due to my status as a Conscientious 
Objector to the draft.

I decided to pursue medicine as a career. I attended Mem-
phis State University for graduate school and pre-med un-
dergraduate school. I received a master’s in history before 
going on to Baylor College of medicine in Houston. I interned 
in medicine at the Graduate Hospital of the University of 
Pennsylvania. Then residency in Internal Medicine at the 
University of Tennessee. I retired as assistant professor of 
medicine and psychiatry from the university. I was at the VA 
hospital in charge of the addiction medicine department.

Now: I am still involved in medical missions, now mostly in 
Africa. Also, I’m still consulting in addiction medicine. I’m 
married to Yvonne Smith Madlock, Wellesley class of 1970, 
Wesleyan MAT in 1972. We have three children.

  

Richard S. Malmros 

Spouse/Partner: Sandy Malmros

612 Wilfred Road 
Berthoud, CO  80513 
richardmalmros@earthlink.net

  

Kenneth Mandelbaum 

277 West 10th Street 
New York, NY  10014-2562 
212/929-7528

  

Roger E. Mann 

Spouse/Partner:  
Tessa Tilden-Smith

Apartment 201 
535 Via Veneto 
Naples, FL  34108-6609 
239/592-0993 
5920993@gmail.com

Memories of Wesleyan: We had 
such amazing music at Wesleyan for free or almost. Of 
course there was the gamelan and all of the unbelievable 
Indian music. But also the Grateful Dead, Roland Kirk, The 
Incredible String Band, Miles Davis, the unknown Bonnie 
Raitt (opening for Maria Muldaur), Asleep at the Wheel, Sun 
Ra, Chuck Berry, B.B. King, New Riders of the Purple Sage. 
The live music experience at Wesleyan was unparalleled.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: In many ways I enjoyed the 
first part of those years best, living in Zambia, Kenya and 
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Tanzania for most of 12 years. I did have a lot of jobs after 
leaving Wesleyan. In fact, my career was all over the board, 
which is probably why I never got very far. Some of my work 
included: Merchant Seaman (Europe); Farmer (West Virgin-
ia); Elementary School Teacher (West Virginia); Secondary 
School Teacher (Zambia); Grape Picker (France); Foreign 
Correspondent (Kenya); Reporter (Michigan); Features Writer 
(Vermont); Editor (London); International Trainer (Tanzania); 
Corporate Executive (Washington, D.C.); Real Estate Investor 
(Washington, D.C.); Restaurateur (Washington, D.C.); Man-
agement Consultant (Florida); Pool Cleaner (Florida).

Now: I have lived in Florida for 20 years. My hobby is tennis. 
Since retiring in 2013, I have enjoyed traveling to very many 
countries in Europe, Asia, Africa, and Latin America.

Above, clockwise from left: Roger Mann in Mt. Gretna, PA; In 
Glover, VT; Roger and Margot Eastman ’71 by Jim Jensen ’70.

  

Joseph L. Manna (Joe)

Spouse/Partner: Nora Manna

86 Canterbury Circle 
East Longmeadow, MA  01028 
413/525-9557 
josman70@hotmail.com

  

Peter K. Marsh 

24 Montgomery Street 
Concord, NH  03301-4311 
603/224-1877 
pmarshlaw@hotmail.com

  

Timothy P. Martin (Tim)

Spouse/Partner: Pamela Drew

9224 South East Philips Place 
Happy Valley, OR  97086-7076 
503/771-4756

  

Stephen B. Masten 
(Steve)

Spouse/Partner:  
Ann Stringfellow Masten

660 Prior Avenue South 
Saint Paul, MN  55116-1225 
651/336-6065 (cell) 
steve.masten@gmail.com

Memories of Wesleyan: My fond-
est memory of Wesleyan is the sense of continuity I felt while 
there. My father and uncle were graduates, and I grew up 
equating “college” with Wesleyan. I felt at home there from 
the moment I arrived, and still do.  

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: The past 50 years have been 
marvelous, and it’s likely much of that got its start at Wesley-
an. I met my wife at a mixer at Wes (Ann Stringfellow Masten, 
Smith ’73); avoided the draft due to Wes (there’s a story!); 
was admitted to law school in part explicitly due to Wes (an-
other story); have two wonderful daughters (both admitted to 
Wes but went to school elsewhere); and had a great career.

Now: I retired in 2010 after 34 years as an attorney with the 
Minnesota Attorney General’s Office. Wife Ann has been a 
professor at the University of Minnesota for about the same 
amount of time; she’s still working but beginning to talk about 
retirement. I have numerous interests and now I spend my 
time pursuing them—the photo of me with the Bald Eagle is 
representative. I’ve also hiked the Appalachian Trail and am a 
National Announcer for U.S. Fig-
ure Skating, among other 
pursuits. Life is grand!

At right: Steve 
Masten’s the one 
with the hat.
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Michael J. Mastergeorge 
(Mike)

Spouse/Partner:  
Rosalyn Mastergeorge

13 Haskell Road 
Pepperell, MA  01463-1308 
978/433-6044 
978/835-1938 (cell) 
mmastergeorge@yahoo.com

  

Craig R. Masterson 

Spouse/Partner: Mary Masterson

76 St. Andrews Drive 
Clifton Park, NY  12065-1212 
518/877-6245 
cmasterson1@nycap.rr.com

Memories of Wesleyan: My fond-
est memories are of Saturday after-
noon football games and my friends 
and experiences at Delta Kappa Epsilon.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: My four years at WesTech. My 
27 years as a member of the New York State Police and our 
response to NYC for 9/11. The success of my two sons and 
five grandchildren. The love of my wife Mary. Trips to Bar-
buda with Pat Kelly ’69 and Andy Gregor ’70. I have lived in 
Clifton Park, NY for the last 38 years.

Now: I am the Exalted Ruler at the Clifton Park Elks Lodge 
and travel to CT and NH to see the grandkids. Glad to be 
alive, but unfortunately I am dealing with Stage 4 prostate 
cancer.

  

Bradford L. Matthews 
(Brad)

113 Summer Street, 1st Floor 
Maynard, MA  01754 
617/870-1324 
matthews@co-innov.com

  

James J. Matthews (Jim)

Spouse/Partner: Virginia Matthews

262 Murphy Avenue 
Sebastopol, CA  95472-3623 
707/823-0883 
jimlinsa@sonic.net

Memories of Wesleyan: The snow.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: I gave up writing to become a 
court reporter in my late 30s, then ten years or so later took 
it up again. Still nothing published.

Now: Sebastopol, CA. Still court reporting. My latest writ-
ing project is called Completely Boring Nonsense, and exists 
primarily in the form of audio dictation files that have never 
been transcribed.

Above: Jim Matthews.

  

Richard F. McConnie 
(Dick)

Spouse/Partner: Mayra Garcia

PO Box 362529 
San Juan, PR  00936-2529 
787/782-2688 
rmcconnie@rimcocat.com

  

Timothy J. McGlue (Tim) 

Spouse/Partner: Sylvie McGlue

7 rue Palestro 
76310 Sainte Adresse 
France 
tim.mcglue@gmail.com

Memories of Wesleyan: The class 
of ’70 COL contingent studying at 
the Sorbonne in 1968 was already 
imbued with Wilde’s view that America had gone from bar-
barism to decadence without passing through civilization. 
To live in Paris during the upheaval of the world’s most civi-
lized city during the student strikes—willy-nilly co-opted by 
labor unions and supported nationwide—convinced some of 
us that the true path to civilization was through revolution. 
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This was quickly put into practice stateside, and wound up 
pressuring the U.S. to get out of Vietnam. Life was never the 
same after that. I thank Wesleyan, the COL, and Paris to this 
day. No Gil, the revolution was not televised. It was cultural.

My first job offer after Wesleyan despite my activist history 
and hair down to here came verbally from a Connecticut  
village police department. Somehow, they missed the point, 
which told me they’d always miss it. I left for France a month 
later.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: I lived in Paris, Provence, Crete, 
Majorca, wrote about that, restored old houses, basked in 
the Mediterranean and had countless adventures. After a de-
cade, I got itchy and went back to the States for four years 
to secure an MFA in writing at Indiana University, publish-
ing in small magazines, then a year as a writer in residence 
at Phillips Exeter. Back in France, I dropped academia as I 
became more interested in film and music until I was seri-
ously broke. Then I abandoned the arts (not forever) for life 
as a working stiff, plying my writing and language skills as a 
legal/financial translator/interpreter, which provided a decent 
living at the time—the boom years. I went free-lance. This all 
became harder later, as it did for everyone. We moved to the 
country, still freelancing, and ran B&Bs.

Through all this, I took the plunge and became a father late in 
life. I met my wife of today and finally founded a family in the 
90s, the most fulfilling of all my adventures to be sure. People 
tell me I retired when I was young and lucky or senseless 
enough not to worry about later life. Correct. Now I relive 
those years, priceless, in my mind. It keeps you writing.

Now: Now that our daughters are grown and singing their 
individual songs, one in theatre and one in child psychology, 
we have retired (almost) to the seaside near Le Havre and I 
quit (almost) the roving life. My wife Sylvie still works con-
stantly, we still swim but only in summer, I still write fiction 
or near fiction in a style some tag as too literary, as well as 
songs in the new folk blues vein. For the past 25 years, I 
have performed music live, in Paris and around France (fb.
com/TheHobblers). Today, against all odds, I still and again 
endeavor to publish my fiction. No more climbing on roof-
tops. Lately a bad fall and back surgery(ies) have slowed 
everything down. Publishing in today’s world, or market if 
you allow, is daunting. People urge me to publish online, self-
publish, or some such thing. My liberal arts training, respect 
for real books and misplaced obstinacy eschew that option. 
Excess hubris no doubt. The years pass.

Above: Tim McGlue.

  

Robert L. McIntosh 

8727 Johnson Point Road, NE 
Olympia, WA  98516-9558

  

Janis G. Mendelson 

Electric Power Research Institute 
3420 Hillview Avenue 
Palo Alto, CA  94304 
650/321-3208 
650/868-2886 (cell) 
jmendels@epri.com

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: Follow-
ing graduation, I returned to Boston 
and worked at Harvard University. In 
1972, I got married and moved to the San Francisco Bay Area. 
I have two sons and have worked at several tech start-ups.

Now: Currently, I am an officer at the Electric Power Re-
search Institute, managing the board. While no longer mar-
ried, I live in Atherton, CA and am very fortunate to have both 
sons and their families, including four grandchildren, living 
close by.

Above: Janis Greene Mendelson (center) and family.

  

Peter T. Miceli 

Spouse/Partner: Gisela E. Miceli

PO Box 2141 
West Hempstead, NY  11552 
516/565-1701 
516/253-9595 (cell) 
petertmiceli@hotmail.com
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H. John Michel Jr. (Jack)

  

Randy H. Miller 

Spouse/Partner: Cynthia Miller ’74

518 Spruce Street 
Beverly, NJ  08010-3425 
609/387-2273 
609/332-8788 (cell) 
rhmiller1@comcast.net

  

Mark A. Mintz 

Spouse/Partner:  
Mieko Yoneyama Mintz

Apartment 1 
77 River Street 
Hoboken, NJ  07030-5613 
201/659-7639 
markmintz@optonline.net

Memories of Wesleyan: Rugby. 
1969 Miracle Mets.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: 1st marriage. 1st divorce. 2nd 
marriage.

Now: Hoboken, NJ working for my wife’s company.

Above: Mark Mintz.

  

Robert L. Monahon Jr. 

Spouse/Partner: Jane D. Monahon

200 Dingle Ridge Road 
Brewster, NY  10509-5400

  

Stephen E. Moody 

Spouse/Partner: Susan M. Kron

14058 162nd Avenue, NE 
Woodinville, WA  98072-9098 
425/487-0602 
steve@moodys.org

  

Ralph L. Moore 

Spouse/Partner: Beverly Honeycutt

658 Woodlawn Avenue 
Saint Paul, MN  55116-1051 
651/690-5829 
rmoore@gislason.com

Above: Ralph Moore.
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Shaun F. Morrison 

17500 Davidson Road 
Banks, OR  97106 
morrisos@ohsu.edu

  

Kenneth H. Morse 

Spouse/Partner: Nikki Millonzi

253 Pikes Hill Road 
Norway, ME  04268 
207/743-9579 
kenmorse@mac.com

  

Ross H. Mullins 

Spouse/Partner: Maria Arevalo

chemin du Trappeur, 34 
1255 Veyrier 
Geneva 
Switzerland 
(+)4178 721 4065 (cell)

Memories of Wesleyan: Meeting 
Nik Amarteifio, my freshman year 
roommate on Foss Hill and still a close friend, for whom we 
collected the funds necessary to buy him a round-trip ticket 
to return to see his family in Ghana after graduation. Join-
ing Delta Tau Delta and the superb group of guys in the fra-
ternity. Playing varsity squash and rugby (as “hooker”) with 
Wesleyan Rugby Club.

Crossing the snow-covered Wesleyan campus on cold, 
wintery evenings. Studying in Paris second semester sopho-
more year, and participating in the May ’68 strikes (where I 
learned French and met Maria Arevalo, my wife of the last 
46 years).

Writing love-letters to my Spanish girlfriend, Maria, from a 
rocking chair in front of the fireplace in our room on Lawn 
Avenue during junior year. Studying in Costa Rica second 
semester junior year with other economics majors thanks to 
Professor Robert Vogel (where I learned Spanish interview-
ing Costa Rican farmers).

Winning the Thomas J. Watson Fellowship upon graduating 
which funded one year of independent study driving a Land 
Rover across Africa starting from London. Getting accepted 
to the MBA programs at Stanford, Chicago and Columbia. 
Getting accepted to the U.S. Navy’s Officer Candidate School 
(OCS) in Newport and thereby avoiding the Vietnam Conflict 

while serving three years with the Navy based in Naples, Italy 
on a destroyer (USS Courtney DE-1021) as anti-submarine 
warfare officer.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: Family. Having the privilege 
of being married for the last 46 years to Maria Arevalo of 
Madrid, Spain. Being the proud father of three wonderful 
children, Robert, Sandra and Jessica, and grandfather of 
eight delightful grandchildren. Bringing up the children in the 
multi-lingual, multi-cultural cities of Madrid, Spain and Ge-
neva, Switzerland.

Providing a first-class education for them at the International 
School of Geneva and subsequently at Dartmouth, Duke 
and Boston College before they all returned (eventually) to 
Geneva. Fostering very close ties with the children, their 
spouses and offspring, which have led to a united family that 
enjoys vacationing together (16 of us) winters and summers.

Career: Founding and developing a management training 
company and a computer distribution company in Moscow 
in the early 1990s which gave gainful employment to more 
than 200 and radically changed the lives of the staff and their 
families. Founding and developing a subsea fiber-optic tele-
communications company in Madrid in 2000 which broke a 
powerful monopoly (of Telefónica Spain) and provided the 
environment for staff members to grow and prosper during 
almost 20 years.

Now: My primary activities currently include caring for my 
wife who has had serious health issues these past two years. 
Participating actively on the Board of Directors of EllaLink 
Ireland Limited (www.ellalink.com), our most recent subsea 
fiber-optic telecommunications company, which is building a 
direct trans-Atlantic connection between Brazil and Portugal 
and recently won the Global Carrier Award for “Subsea Proj-
ect of the Year 2019”. Spending time skiing with the children 
and grandchildren at our house in the Alps and vacationing 
with them in Spain or Portugal.

Above: Mullins family. 
At right: Ross H. Mullins.
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Robert J. Murphy Jr. 
(Bob)

Spouse/Partner: Judith Green

264 Forrest Road 
Merion Station, PA  19066-1606 
610/613-0795 (cell) 
rmurphy@assignedcounsel.com

Above: Bob Murphy.

  

Gregory B. Murray (Greg)

PO Box 126 
Prides Crossing, MA  01965-0126 
978/922-6850 
978/857-0565 (cell)

Memories of Wesleyan: Living in 
my VW bus to escape from living 
with scientologist roommates. Play-
ing music with several groups while 
at Wesleyan. Living at Wesleyan 
through the turbulent and dynamic era of the late ’60s

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: Fulbright experience in India, 
studying and touring with Thyagarajan. Continuing musical 
experiences. Strong family bonds.

Now: Currently in Prides Crossing, MA. Building a house in 
SW New Hampshire for myself. Working with a band. Con-
tinuing work as carpenter/contractor. Recently widowed—
wife of 46 years, Carolyn.

  

George E. Nash 

Spouse/Partner: Jane Waterman

6235 Garfield Road 
Wolcott, VT  05680-4311 
802/888-9280 
gopherbrokevt@gmail.com

Memories of Wesleyan: Like they 
say, if you can remember the 60s 
you weren’t there. As far as I can 
remember, I majored in sex, drugs, and rock ’n roll with a 
minor in English. Sledding down Foss Hill on cafeteria trays, 
exploring the tunnels under the COL in the wee hours of the 
morning in a mythic state of mind. The student strike. Sum-
mers spent working at Gordon’s Scrap Yard. Noah’s Arche-
type, my 1960 VW bus that blew its motor in Wickenburg, AZ 
on our first big semester-break road trip. Blasting Sargent 
Pepper’s Lonely Heart’s Club Band from the upper porch 
deck of Alpha Delt during pledge rush of 1969. Listening 
to the copper beech trees on the quad one very fine and 
deep night. Oh, and the poetry class with Richard Wilbur and 
hearing the opening stanzas of The Iliad read in the original 
Greek and reading Chaucer’s Canterbury Tales out loud to 
myself in Middle English all night long.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: After brief post-graduate oblig-
atory sojourn in California, a year working as the Technical 
Director for the Theater and Dance departments at Sarah 
Lawrence College, I moved to Vermont where I more or less 
never left. Bought a worn out and run down and overgrown 
piece of land, and eventually turned it into a sustainable 
homestead. Met my wife; watched my daughter be born in 
our bedroom; was a successful building contractor; raised 
four kids, now have nine grandchildren and our first great 
grandchild; and wrote some books. Helped support my 
wife’s odyssey to become a doctor; lived for a while in Ari-
zona and Maine (but never gave up the VT farm).

Now: And now, we operate the second largest Christmas 
tree sales operation in Manhattan with 20 retail outlets, a 
staff of nearly 50, and sales of over 15,000 trees, which basi-
cally earns us our year’s income in two months! I’d like to 
say that I spent the first 50 years of my life developing my 
character and now I’m spending the next 50 dissipating it. 
My goal in life was to become a Rabelesian archetype. In 
that, I have succeeded well beyond my dreams. There can 
be up to 20 of us at the table when Grandma and Grandpa 
have Sunday dinner with the family, and the dogs are all un-
derfoot and the food is all what we have raised and grown 
and slaughtered on our farm.

  

Robert D. Neiss 

1747 Vista Del Lago 
Fallbrook, CA  92028 
760/723-9683
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Nancy L. Newman 

7536 Cross Gate Lane 
Alexandria, VA  22315-4619 
703/971-2862 
571/277-6707 (cell) 
nnewman55@verizon.net

  

C. Michael Niman (Michael)

414 Northwest Knights Avenue 
Lake City, FL  32055 
cmichael_niman@yahoo.com

  

Joseph E. Noon 

Greenport Public Schools 
Greenport 
Long Island, NY  11944

  

Jeffrey R. Nye (Jeff)

4417 Majestic Lane 
Fairfax, VA  22033 
703/322-9526 
jeffreyrnye@msn.com

  

Kenneth N. Orbach (Ken)

Spouse/Partner: Bonnie Orbach

21380 Plancida Terrace 
Boca Raton, FL  33433-2385 
561/297-2779 
orbach@fau.edu

  

Steven L. Ossad (Sad)

Apartment 7B 
700 W. End Avenue 
New York, NY  10025-6874 
212/217-9903 
917/364-0373 (cell) 
sossad@aol.com

  

David J. Ouimette 

Spouse/Partner: Diane Mote

2201 East Myrtle Avenue 
Phoenix, AZ  85020-5627 
602/943-8290 
602/245-0887 (cell)

Memories of Wesleyan: Let’s not 
forget the Vietnam War, which hung 
over our four years, and which took 
some of us, directly or indirectly. I’m remembering specifi-
cally Eric Zolon and, from a year or two prior, Ron Milkowski, 
who went to jail for refusing the draft.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: Spent several years in gradu-
ate school for English Lit (Claremont Grad School) before 
changing direction and heading to law school (Stanford).

Lived in Santa Fe, on the Navajo Reservation, and in Eugene,  
OR before settling in Phoenix with Diane, my wife of 45 years.  
Raised our two daughters here before they emigrated to 
California (Bay Area) for school and stayed on. Now have 
two grandchildren there and visit often.

Now: Just retired from 40 years of law practice doing a wide 
variety of civil litigation. Looking for additional volunteering 
opportunities—suggestions welcome.

If you’re in the area, get in touch for tamales or local directions.

  

Peter D. Owens 
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Donald F. Padelford 
(Don)

Spouse/Partner: Sue Livingstone

PO Box 2846 
610 36th Avenue, East 
Seattle, WA  98111 
dfp07@dfpnet.net

Memories of Wesleyan: College 
was a major thrashing around time 
for me. The downside of the 60s maybe. Didn’t quite gradu-
ate with my class (a few pesky credits remained). Footloose 
but not really fancy free.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: Five years later, did graduate, 
then off to an MBA program at the University of Washington. 
Family real estate interests needed taking care of. 100 year 
lease on a major (but failing) department store with no rent 
escalator (it’s complicated). Extensive litigation (successful), 
then physical possession of the empty building. Finally (after 
much thrashing around) sale to Nordstrom as their flagship.

Now: Wife a developmental pediatrician, two kids, now 
young adults, doing well (they graduated, on time(!), from 
Colby and Amherst). Enjoying the post itinerant-hippie, post 
business-person, post parent-of-youngsters life. My current 
principal intellectual interest: consciousness, especially its 
(perhaps) non-local aspects (Google “padelford conscious-
ness” to see my take). Sort of like being back in college 
again, but without the exams!

Above: Don Padelford (on right).

  

Donald S. Parker (Don)

Spouse/Partner: Elizabeth F. Dalton

7903 Mount Woodley Place 
Alexandria, VA  22306 
703/734-6864 
dsmp007@aol.com

  

John Pemberton IV 

Spouse/Partner: Marilyn Ivy

116 Jackson Hill Road 
Leverett, MA  01054-9739 
413/367-2018 
jp373@columbia.edu

  

Marc B. Pickard

Spouse/Partner:  
Jean Barton Pickard

2045 Cliff Creek Court SE 
Smyrna, GA  30080-5883 
marcjeanpick@gmail.com

Memories of Wesleyan: One of 
my funniest memories of my time at 
Wesleyan is also one of my earliest.
It was the very first freshman mixer, held at the freshman din-
ing hall. An impatient and nervous crowd of boys gathered 
on the floor of the dining hall, at the base of the stairs, waiting 
for the first girls they had seen since arriving at Wesleyan. 
The young ladies (from which school I do not remember) ar-
rived in the parking lot above and began filing off their bus, 
through the dining hall door, and came down the stairs. 
When my classmates saw the ladies they began roaring their 
approval. The ladies stopped in their tracks, turned around, 
and went back outside. It took a while to calm everybody 
down and start the mixer.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: The two best things that have 
ever happened to me in the past 50 years are meeting my 
wife and learning to fly fish—not necessarily in that order. I 
had a long and satisfying professional career, speaking to 
fascinating people and witnessing important events. There’s 
been great travel. I’ve made great friends (some with a Wes-
leyan connection). Overall, I would say I’ve been fortunate 
to have lived the life I’ve lived and done the things I’ve done.

Now: Today, Jeannie and I split our time between Atlanta, 
Georgia and Vancouver, British Columbia, Canada. I retired 
in September of 2010. There has been lots of travel and lots 
of fishing. 
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Above: Marc and Jean Pickard with Bob ’70 and Nancy Stone.

  

James S. Pickering (Jim)

Spouse/Partner: Tami Workentin

3241 S Delaware Avenue 
Milwaukee, WI  53207-3020 
414/774-4261 
mrpickring@aol.com

Above: James Pickering; Jim and wife, actress Tami Workentin.

  

Miguel Pinkas 

Spouse/Partner: Karen Pinkas

Micron C A 
Apartado 2445 
Caracas 
Venezuela 
(+)361588

  

Stephen Phillip Policoff 

Apartment 9I 
3 Washington Square Village 
New York, NY  10012 
212/539-1887 
sp1@nyu.edu

Memories of Wesleyan: Rolling  
down Foss Hill in the Fall of our fresh- 
man year; several large-group LSD 
trips in and around Lawn Avenue in 
1967-69; reading my poetry at Honors College and in vari-
ous other colleges in Connecticut, as part of the Connecticut 
Poetry Circuit; the production of my 1st play, Two Dwarves 
in a Closet, as my senior thesis, directed by my dear friend 
Jim Pickering with close friends, including Joel Bernstein, 
the late John Haury, the late Aly Sujo, all helping that play to 
become, in Jim’s words, “the turkey that rose to the rafters.”

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: I guess the publication of my 
2 novels, Beautiful Somewhere Else (2004) and Come Away 
(2014) would have to count (largely ignored though they were 
by press and public alike). Certainly marrying my late wife, the 
amazing Kate Beck in 1989 and losing her far too young in 
2012; adopting our beautiful, fatally ill daughter Anna in 1995 
and losing her in 2015. And, lest this seem too depressing, 
adopting our younger daughter Jane in 2001, now 19 and an 
honors student at NYU—she is the great joy of my life.

Now: I live in NYC, where I have (somewhat improbably) 
lived since 1973. I am Clinical Professor of Writing in Global 
Liberal Studies at NYU where I have—again, somewhat im-
probably—been teaching for the past 25 years. I have an 
essay about my daughter Anna’s battle with a terrible ge-
netic illness (Niemann-Pick Type C) coming out in December 
magazine (Spring 2020), and am vaguely working on a book 
about her, the obscure illness, and our family’s struggle.

Above: Stephen Policoff and his amazing daughter  
Jane Beck-Policoff (NYU 2022), Father’s Day 2019.
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David J. Pollak 

  

Darwin H. Poritz 

968 Southern Pass Court 
Houston, TX  77062-2189 
281/286-7677 
281/414-0894 (cell) 
darwin.poritz@yahoo.com

Memories of Wesleyan: This is 
really nerdy, but the achievements 
at Wesleyan that had the greatest 
influence on my future were the 
computer programming projects that I completed while 
working in the computer lab in the basement of Van Vleck 
Observatory. What I learned there got me a job in the year 
after graduation, time that I used to decide what I wanted 
to pursue in graduate school. Otherwise, I remember fondly 
the gamelan concerts, including freshman year in the McCo-
naughy dining hall, as well as several classical Indian music 
concerts.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: 

1975: PhD in Statistics from the University of Waterloo  
(Ontario, Canada), with vacations along the way in the  
Atlantic provinces, including an iceberg close-up in a bay  
in Newfoundland. 

1977: First trip to Europe, including French at the Alliance 
Française in Paris and German at Phlipps Universität in 
Marburg. 

After my divorce, I took up cycling and inline skating, includ-
ing skating marathons in Duluth, MN, and cycling in France—
five trips so far. 

My daughter Julia received her PhD in psychology and is 
now a clinical psychologist with the University of Texas Med-
ical Branch, and my son John finally earned his BA in French. 

Now: I have been living in the suburban bubble near the 
Johnson Space Center since 1980, mostly working for NASA 
contractors. Currently as a statistician, I support the Crew 
and Thermal Systems Division at JSC. I do plan to retire  
in 2023.

Above: Darwin Poritz in the Loire Valley, 2017.

  

Leslie H. Powell 

  

Daniel S. Preniszni 

55 Ridgewood Terrace 
Chappaqua, NY  10514-3531 
914/238-8028
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Guy B. Prevost 

Spouse/Partner: Adrian Prevost

2565 N. Beverly Glen Boulevard 
Los Angeles, CA  90077-2529 
310/234-0081 
gbprevost@cs.com

Memories of Wesleyan: All of the semester abroad in Paris 
’68: drinks with Roland Barthes at the Cafe Raspail Vert,  
running recon on my Vespa for the demonstrators, acting in 
the theatre company at the American Center, wonderful la 
vie boheme... Shooting my thesis film in Lawn Avenue base-
ment; great friends Fred Brandfon, Bud Reed, Steve Rudi, 
Gordon Newman, Harriet Fier, Naomi Fatt, etc... Sneaking 
into Smith dorm at 1 a.m.... modern dance at Conn College...
film society screenings...camaraderie of the COL...the infa-
mous “onion bomb” incident.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: Film School at AFI and UCLA. 
Ski Safari in French Alps. Working in the belly of the beast 
(Hollyweird). Developing film projects at Sony/Tristar. Getting 
married to the amazing Adrian. Having the two best dogs in 
the world. Teaching for Ithaca College. 

Publishing fiction in The North Atlantic Review, The Non-
Binary Review, The London Reader, etc. Writing “The Wom-
anizer” segment of Dead Man’s Gun (Writers Guild Award 
nominee). Writing the most anti-establishment episode ever 
made of Walker Texas Ranger.

Playing a weekly tennis game with the same pals for 25 years 
on Charlton Heston’s court. Sailing in the BVI and New Zea-
land (and Santa Monica Bay!) Having the best friends in the 
world.

Great trips: French Polynesia, Vietnam, Australia, Eastern 
Europe, Rio, etc. Writing a novel, Vermont Rocks. Re-con-
necting with distant Canadian cousins connected to the bio-
logical father I never knew. Sharing life with the best brother, 
sister, mother, and stepfather in the world.

Now: Living in Los Angeles hills with my wife, Adrian. Writing 
fiction and screenplays... and producing.

Above: Guy Prevost.

  

Donald F. Prial 

127 Johnson Street 
Windsor, CA  95492

  

John L. Quinn 

Spouse/Partner: Jeanette Quinn

  

Peter E. Ratner 

Spouse/Partner: Carol S. Walters

15 Udy Street 
Greytown 5712 
New Zealand 
(+)64 21 610 774 (cell) 
ratner515@gmail.com

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: Law 
degree from Columbia Law School, 
got married, moved to Los Angeles and worked for medium 
sized firm, specialised in securities litigation, got divorced, 
met a New Zealander, moved to New York where I worked 
for my Dad’s firm, got married again (to the New Zealand-
er), New Zealand wife didn’t like New York so we moved to 
Ridgefield, Connecticut, couldn’t do the commute so we 
moved to Noank outside of New London where I joined a 
small commercial firm and passed my third bar exam, was 
very happy there, had a daughter, wife didn’t like the USA 
so in 1980 we moved to New Zealand, got a job with the 
New Zealand Securities Commission, moved to Wellington 
and helped to write New Zealand’s first securities laws, got 
a second law degree from Victoria University of Wellington, 
New Zealand wife decided it was me she didn’t like so I got 
my second divorce, became a New Zealand citizen. So ends 
part one.

On the day after Guy Fawkes 1983 I met Carol Walters, an 
intensive care neo-natal nurse, on Scorching Bay Beach and 
eventually (after we had two kids to add to my one and her 
two making five) figured out this marriage thing. Still together 
36 years later. 

(Biography continues on next page)
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Peter E. Ratner  
(Biography continued from previous page)

Got interested in art and especially photography and had 
my own dark room for a while before it all went digital. Left 
the Securities Commission to join a small commercial firm; 
small firm became a large firm which eventually merged with 
an even larger Australian firm (Minter Ellison) and became 
a very large firm. I was a commercial partner for 18 years 
initially doing securities and banking work, was involved in 
restructuring the New Zealand economy under David Lange 
and Roger Douglas (look them up in Wikipedia), did all the 
legal work to build the second cellular network in New Zea-
land, along with my partners was once on the wrong end of a 
$500 million lawsuit; finally left Minter Ellison to get a life and 
formed my own little firm (Crengle Shreves & Ratner) which 
was a very happy 4 person partnership for almost 20 years 
with no junior lawyers and a rule that no partners’ meeting 
would last for more than 5 minutes (bliss), gave up wearing 
suits and ties, did a fair amount of commercial, company and 
securities law reform, got involved in the agriculture sector 
(meat, pipfruit and wine) as well as technology and telecom-
munications, retired about 2 years ago. I like to think I was 
a pretty good lawyer but that is for others to judge. So ends 
part two.

Now: Carol and I now live in an 1886 villa in Greytown, pop-
ulation 2,202, with four chickens (only two are laying—the 
other two are also retired) and a large garden with a small 
orchard and raised garden beds where I am learning to raise 
vegetables, finding time to read books again—eclectic in my 
tastes, started reading a lot of military history, still like specu-
lative fiction and a good police procedural as well as novels 
of all kinds and, of course, Ted Reed’s book on Carl Furillo. 

I listen to a lot of music (current favorites are Mike McClure, 
Lukas Nelson, Tom Russell, Dave Alvin, Ronnie Earl and 
Dylan) and 1950s, Bach over Mozart and the Beatles over 
the Stones (just). Revolver and Fifth Dimension bring back 
snow on Foss Hill and Lady Madonna is Gary Hill crouched 
next to someone’s VW in Paris listening to Radio Luxemburg. 

Prefer rugby to the NFL, but I still love the NBA (I miss Clyde 
and the 1970 Knicks, Phil was “Action Jackson” and Dr. J 
taught the NBA how to fly), cricket is just weird—who came 
up with a game that goes on for five days and ends up with 
no result? I used to run until I stuffed my knee 20 years ago 
so I became a gym junkie—I try to get there every other day. 
Carol and I recently walked the Milford Track. 

I am very proud of all of my children who constantly amaze 
and surprise me. They are scattered around the world (New 
York, London, Sydney, and Wellington), and with a few di-
vorces and recombinations of their own we seem to have 
nine grandchildren. 

Along the way I have gone scuba diving in the Cook Islands 
and in Vanuatu where I saw a fishing fleet of lateen rigged 
double-hulled canoes come home under the stars that 
seemed to be 1,000 years ago. Went swimming with seals in 
the Galapagos. Saw Neolithic cave art in the Dordogne (the 
real thing, not Andre Malraux’s reproduction although that 
is pretty cool, too). Hiked up Mount Yoshino during cherry 
blossom season. Spent 18 magical summers in our bach 
on Pakawau Beach in Golden Bay, an isolated spot on the 

northern tip of the South Island, where there was no phone 
and the tide goes out for almost a kilometre and we dredged 
for scallops and dug pippis on the beach, until one day the 
kids were too sophisticated and the neighbors moved and 
it was time to leave. Owned a 9 metre yacht which I raced 
(not very well) on Wellington Harbour for about five years. 
Hiked the four great walks of New Zealand and a bunch of 
lesser ones. Saw the sun set in the ocean on a beach near 
Darwin, Australia and ate octopus on the waterfront that the 
chef said he tenderised in a cement mixer. Saw huge salties 
and a jabiru on the Yellow Billabong and was amazed by the 
bird life on Ulva Island where wekas wander down the path 
and South Island robins land next to your boots to catch the 
insects stirred up in the dirt. 

Wonder how Part 3 is going to turn out.

Above, Clockwise from top: Peter Ratner and wife Carol,  
Cook Islands, 2018; Peter at Borough Market, London; Peter with 

Carol on the Milford Track, hiking and resting on bridge.
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David N. Redden 

Spouse/Partner:  
Jeannette Andreasen Redden

Penthouse 
11 East 73rd Street 
New York, NY  10021 
646/638-2204 
redden@redden.nyc

Memories of Wesleyan: The beauty  
of central Connecticut. In my last years, I rented 18th century 
houses in Middle Haddam. My classes in Art History and 
the lovely Alsop House where I did my studying. The flex-
ibility of Wes in allowing me to spend a year in Rome and 
another year in Paris. The ’68–’69 anti-war demonstrations. 
I still have the typed list of the 1968 founders of Wes SDS.

Funniest: Being interviewed by two ill-at-ease FBI agents 
posing as reporters re: deeply innocent anti-war activities at 
Wes.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: My wife Jeannette and two 
children, Stephen and Clare. My long and extraordinary 
career at Sotheby’s, the last 18 as a vice chairman, and 41 
years as a Sotheby’s auctioneer dealing with some of the 
most memorable auction sales over four+ decades. All re-
corded in diaries of well over one million words. Numerous 
environmental and cultural organizations with which I have 
been deeply involved. My houses and gardens. The Hudson 
Highlands and the Hudson Valley. England. Italy.

Now: (See this letter to my friends and classmates)

September 25, 2019

Dear Classmates,

It was uproariously funny. Stationed above the forest of 
sparkling Christmas trees, each decorated like a Fifth Ave-
nue store window, the air redolent with fir and pine, Dr. Ruth 
Westheimer, Harvey Fierstein and I fought to raise money 
from the hard-partying crowd for a cause that never had 
enough. With no rehearsal, tripping over each other’s lines, 
we conducted, as best we could, an auction of those glit-
tering trees. I had the benefit of being a real auctioneer. Dr. 
Ruth and Fierstein had been deputized as my assistants and 
were definitely learning on the job. Dr. Ruth would interject 
homilies and Harvey would yell at the bidders. It was utter 
chaos and absurdly silly. But it worked. That was more than 
30 years ago and every event had to work. That was the time 
of AIDS, the plague years. We got through it and eventually 
wrestled AIDS to a kind of draw.

ALS has never been cured nor wrestled to a draw. I know. I 
have the disease. I will never conduct an auction to benefit 
ALS research and care. My voice has almost gone. I will 
never climb into a podium. I can no longer walk. But this 
strange disease of the motor neurons wastes the body but 
spares the mind. Because my physical world has shrunk, the 
world of my mind has grown in importance. Meetings, din-
ners, gatherings, foreign travel are now impossible, so I write 
daily. Decades of my private Diary of a Sotheby’s Auctioneer 
are now being edited, expanded and categorized and that 
process will continue until physical corruption overwhelms 
the mind’s determination.

It is curious that so many words—well beyond one million—
could be written about only one facet of what I conceive to 
have been a charmed existence. But the auction house, that 
intersection of lust and folly, of frozen loveliness and perpet-
ual transition, of the searingly beautiful and the historically 
searing (the vault next to my Sotheby’s office for months 
juxtaposed nine Faberge Imperial Easter Eggs with the pa-
pers of Martin Luther King, Jr.), was an irresistible vantage 
point from which to peer into the hidden corners of human 
existence. Over 41 years I must have sold almost a million 
lots. But it is was never the lots that mattered so much as 
the stories they told—from space ships to dinosaurs, from 
Magna Carta to Rosebud, from Gilbert Stuart’s Lansdowne 
Portrait of George Washington to George Catlin’s portraits of 
American Indians, from the jewels of the Duchess of Wind-
sor to the collections of Jacqueline Kennedy Onassis, and, 
along the way, the most expensive book, stamp, coin, medal 
and document in the world, all told stories as random as 
shells cast from the sea until fitted together thrillingly into a 
common language.

In our strength we can be exceedingly weak and in our 
weakness astonishingly strong. We have an infinite capacity 
to misunderstand ourselves and the courage and clarity to 
take a second look. Living is so much more than science and 
medicine. But science and medicine have allocated the living 
a little more time. To use life well and fruitfully is our duty. 
To extend the fruitful life allows a few more days in which 
to redeem ourselves. ALS may be the fate of a handful—al-
though that random handful could include anyone. But the 
interrelated diseases of Alzheimer’s and Parkinson’s and MS 
will ensnare so many more of us.

And now to the purpose of this letter. My family has created a 
fund, the David Redden ALS Fund, at Columbia University, to 
support research into ALS, neuron diseases and the work of 
the Eleanor and Lou Gehrig ALS Center. We ask you to con-
sider a gift to this Fund which we will ensure is used wisely.

If only such letters would never have to be written!

With love and appreciation to all whose lives have intersect-
ed with mine,

David

Above: David Redden with wife Jeannette and  
children Clare and Stephen.
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Ted S. Reed 

Spouse/Partner: Alexandra Jane Jenkins

218 Post Oak Road 
Charlotte, NC  28270-5327 
704/560-0506 (cell) 
treednc@gmail.com

Memories of Wesleyan: Funny to you, if not to me—since 
Wesleyan had few women when we were there—I went to 
University of Oregon for a semester in 1969 to find my first 
girlfriend.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: I married Ale in 1987. We lived in 
Sacramento and Miami before moving to Charlotte in 1996. 
We have three great kids. My daughters graduated from Yale 
and my son graduated from University of Minnesota.

I always wanted to be a newspaper reporter and I became 
one in Aberdeen, WA in 1974. I subsequently worked for 
newspapers in Toledo, Fresno, Sacramento, Miami and 
Charlotte. Newspapers collapsed so I worked as staff writer 
for US Airways for a year and then as airlines reporter for 
TheStreet, a website, for 12 years.

I wrote three books, which was fun even though it paid little. 
In 2010 I rewrote my Wesleyan thesis as Carl Furillo; Brooklyn 
Dodgers All-Star. In 2014, I co-wrote American Airlines, US 
Airways and the Creation of the World’s Largest Airline. My 
third book, just published, is Kenny Riley and Black Union 
Labor Power in the Port of Charleston. It is about a labor 
leader and his union, which represents black longshoremen 
in what was once the biggest slave port. Kenny Riley’s broth-
er says they once were the cargo: now they run the cargo 
port. Co-author is our classmate, John Yurechko.

Now: I am a semi-retired, freelance airlines reporter for 
Forbes. Semi-retired means I work when I feel like it and I get 
paid about what I made in Aberdeen. I live in Charlotte, which 
is a great place. I would write another book if I could figure 
out what to write about. Also, I watch Mets games on TV. In 
2015, I attended the World Series with Wesleyan classmate 
Gary Hill. In 2017, I attended with classmate Roger Mann. In 
2019, I attended with classmate Jeff Nye.

Above: Ted Reed and wife Ale Jenkins.

Above; Two books written by Ted Reed; Carl Furillo published  
in 2014 and Kenny Riley published in 2020.

  

Keith B. Reierstad 

18074 Sagebrush Way 
Brighton, CO  80603 
303/536-4875

  

John S. Rinehart 

Spouse/Partner: Lisa Rinehart

160 Circle Ridge Drive 
Burr Ridge, IL  60527-8379 
jsrinehart@aol.com

Above: John Rinehart.
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Ward E. Rinehart 

Spouse/Partner: Sarah Johnson

Jura Editorial Services 
424 impasse de Florimont 
Gex, 01170 
France 
(+)33(0)450419085 
ward@jura-eds.com

  

Christopher Risom 

4560 Silver Mountain Loop 
Broomfield, CO  80023-8361

  

George A. Robb 

Spouse/Partner: Nancy Robb

55 Musterfield Road 
Concord, MA  01742-1612 
978/369-4441 
grobb@omniproperties.com

  

Michael B. Robinson 
(Mike)

Spouse/Partner: Fatima Robinson

732 Shilling Drive 
York, PA  17404-2436 
717/855-2179 
443/253-7556 (cell) 
mbrobinson48@comcast.net

Above: Mike Robinson.

  

William H. Rodgers (Bill)

Spouse/Partner: Karen Gillespie

109 Old Orchard Lane 
Boxborough, MA  01719 
978/201-9556 
brinc@comcast.net

  

Angel L. Rodriguez 

Spouse/Partner: Sonia M. Rodriguez

  

Anthony L. Rogers 

Spouse/Partner:  
Anne E. Nugent ’77

University of Massachusetts 
Research Engineer 
37 Mather Drive 
Amherst, MA  01003-9291

  

Corey M. Rosen 

Spouse/Partner: Karen Young

109 Ross Valley Drive 
San Rafael, CA  94901-2630 
415/461-6279

  

Steven M. Rosen (Steve)

Spouse/Partner: Carolyn Hayek

Apartment 206 
102 State Street South 
Kirkland, WA  98033-6674 
425/889-8101 
steve98033@gmail.com
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Daniel E. Rosenheim 
(Dan)

Spouse/Partner:  
Cindy S. Rosenheim

15 Westgate Drive 
San Francisco, CA  94127-2737 
415/334-2723 
415/760-0550 (cell) 
drosen7777@hotmail.com

Memories of Wesleyan: Victor Gourevitch’s freshman phi-
losophy class (the ding an sich); Paris semester abroad dur-
ing May–June 1968; searching all night in vain for the Com-
mons Club “C’s”; being Dancing Dan on WESU-AM; making 
homemade absinthe with Bill Bullard.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: Raising three sons with my wife, 
Cindy (still awaiting grandchildren). 42 years as a journalist, 
split just about evenly between newspapers and TV.

Now: Cindy and I live in San Francisco, with sons in Sac-
ramento, Santa Fe, and Malinalco, Mexico. I retired from 
full-time work in 2018. Now, I write a subscription newslet-
ter called Waterfront Briefing about ferry boat traffic on San 
Francisco Bay; I’ve written a memoir about three years in 
Paris, due out one of these days; hike regularly, play tennis 
and bad golf, and travel (with an emphasis on Italy).

Above, top: Dan Rosenheim, cleaned up and minus beard.  
Bottom: In Jenner, CA, for 70th birthday in August 2019.  

From left to right: Dan’s sons Joe and Nick, brother-in-law  
Nathanael, wife Cindy, Dan (heavier-than-Wesleyan self),  

Dan’s brother Jim, and Dan’s son Jimmy.

  

Paul A. Roth 

Spouse/Partner: Renee C. Winter

115C Southampton Lane 
Santa Cruz, CA  95062 
831/426-6944 
paroth@ucsc.edu

Now: I am currently Distinguished 
Professor in the Department of Phi-
losophy at the University of Califor-
nia, Santa Cruz. I plan/hope to keep doing what I’m doing 
for another few years. Perhaps of interest to my former CSS 
classmates and any other Louis Mink devotees from that era, 
my book, The Philosophical Structure of Historical Explana-
tion (January 2020, Northwestern University Press; available 
on Amazon) features extended discussions of Mink’s work 
in philosophy of history. I have had success over the course 
of my career in re-establishing an important place for phi-
losophy of history and philosophy of social science on the 
professional agenda in the U.S. My wife, Renee Winter, is 
a retired attorney, a published essayist, and involved in ac-
tivities ranging from teaching poetry in prison to serving on 
the board of the non-profit Watsonville Law Center. I am the 
proud parent/stepparent/grandparent to a daughter, a step-
daughter, and two granddaughters. 

  

Leonard S. Rubenstein 

Spouse/Partner: Margaret Lorber

17 West Cedar Street 
Alexandria, VA  22301-2617 
703/549-4414 
len.rubenstein@gmail.com

Memories of Wesleyan: Not funny  
at the time but amusing in retro-
spect was canvassing door to door 
through Middletown trying to explain to people why stop-
ping the bombing in Cambodia was inextricably connected 
to freeing Bobby Seale. Who can forget the Grateful Dead 
concert and before that, the long-anticipated food fight in 
the then freshman dining hall. And, not exactly a fond mem-
ory, but a transformative one: the teach-in on Vietnam fresh-
man year. I came to it a naïve rah-rah American believing 
what Robert McNamara and Lyndon Johnson were telling 
us about dominos, left with doubts, and began opening my 
mind about a terrible war.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: I’ve had an odd career where I 
had the good fortune to fall into the right job at just the right 
time. After kicking around for a couple of years in graduate 
school and then teaching illiterate kids in London, I went to 
law school a thinking it was time to get serious. I wasn’t happy 
about going, but I arrived just as the public interest law move-
ment was beginning to blossom, with new organizations 
popping up and optimism that we could change the world 
through law. That led me to work in a civil rights practice with 
a wild cowboy lawyer (boots and all), then to 15 years doing 
disability law. It was a time of ferment and energy in the field, 
where the courts were sympathetic and rights legislation  
including the Americans with Disabilities Act passed. 
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When I needed a change, I fell into a job running a medically 
based human rights organization. I knew nothing about the 
international human rights movement, which turned out to 
be growing and ever more influential in foreign policy. I ar-
rived just in time to be a very bit player in the adoption of the 
treaty to ban landmines, but got to witness the awarding of 
the Nobel Peace Prize, truly memorable. I slogged through 
fights against gross abuses, including the return of torture to 
the U.S., and truly rewarding to have the opportunity to meet 
so many inspiring activists. After more than a decade, I got 
tired of the hassles of running an organization but didn’t want 
to have a boss, so ended up as a late-life academic, where 
I was too old to be caught in the tenure treadmill. It’s been a 
fulfilling career.

Home life has been a throwback: I’ve lived with my wife 
Margaret Lorber, the love of my life, in the same house for 
almost 40 years, have two kids, Jodie, a Wesleyan alum, and 
Alex. Two grandkids and one more on the way. My grandson 
makes my day by demanding to play games with Grandpa 
on FaceTime.

Now: I live in Alexandria, Virginia, where I’m involved in lo-
cal politics including managing Margaret’s two (successful!) 
campaigns for election to our school board. I remain on the 
faculty of the Johns Hopkins Bloomberg School of Public 
Health, where I teach human rights and public health. My 
swansong is a book I’m trying to finish before my remaining 
cognitive faculties disappear on protection of health care in 
war. Two knee replacements and I’m back to biking, includ-
ing during the many weeks we now spend each summer in 
gorgeous Crested Butte, Colorado.

Above: Leonard Rubenstein and wife Margaret Lorber.

  

Reubin M. Rubijono 

Spouse/Partner: Franceska Rubijono

Centreville, VA 
rubijono@verizon.net

Memories of Wesleyan: I was sick in bed in dorm room 
and classmate send me my favorite Bach’s concert from the 
infamous WESU radio station!!!! Thanks...can’t remember 
name, but he was from Washington, D.C. area! (Who are 

you????)...and yes, when Bill Rogers and Jeff Galloway and 
Amby Burfoot simply flew by me on their marathon daily runs 
around campus.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: Was almost sent off to Vietnam! 
On the day of my flight out, I was diverted into going to the 
U.S. Army Officer Candidate School at Fort Benning in Geor-
gia, and I became an Officer and had to settle as a “Veteran 
of the Vietnam Era”. I did continue serving until retirement as 
a Reservist, with careers in Papua as a construction camp 
manager, and in Los Angeles County as a Social Services 
worker. My daughter from my 2nd marriage received invita-
tions to apply to Harvard, Princeton, USNA, and USAFA...
therefore feeling blessed even if she were not going to any of 
those places!!!!! Much thanks for living in Fairfax County, VA 
with all the opportunities for youngsters to excel.

Now: U.S. Army Retired, but I am still actively working in Cen-
treville, VA, tutoring Indonesian and raising youngest very ac-
complished daughter in her senior year at Westfield High 
School, and maintaining contact with family in Lexington, 
MA. My oldest daughter was the Boston Organizer for Bernie 
Sanders in 2016. My grandson is a martial artist in Sommer-
ville, MA, teaching Oom Yung Doe, eight martial arts taught 
as one! Check this out! Planning to visit Toraja, Indonesia 
next June 2020 for funeral ceremony....FYI YouTube Living 
with the Dead in Indonesia....and I am maintaining fitness 
daily thanks to “Bill Rogers” daily run at Wes! What next? 
Looking for real retirement location that is affordable!!!!  
Really affordable...help!

Above: Reubin Rubijono and family.
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On Our Minds

1969 Y E A R  I N  R E V I E W

•	Prague Spring in Czechoslovakia ended by Soviet intervention.

•	British troops sent to Northern Ireland.

•	Manson family killed five in Los Angeles.

	 Trial of Chicago 8 began.

•	Nixon announced Vietnamization, “I am not going to be the first U.S. 
President to lose a war.”

•	The Woodstock Music Festival took place.

•	Vice President Spiro Agnew denounced war critics as “nattering nabobs 
of negativism.”

	 Draft Lottery—two words that spoke volumes. 

•	Black Panthers Fred Hampton and Mark Clark killed by police  
in Chicago.

•	Gay community resisted police assault on the Stonewall Inn in  
Greenwich Village.

	 550,000 U.S. troops in Vietnam. 

•	Paul McCartney announced that he was not dead, contrary to rumors.
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Changing Life As We Knew It

•	Apollo 11 and three  
astronauts land on the moon;  
“a small step for man,  
a giant leap for mankind.”

•	The Public Broadcasting Service  
(PBS) was founded.

•	California was first state to adopt  
no fault divorce allowing couples  
to divorce by mutual consent.

•	The first test flight of the  
supersonic Concorde.
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What Moved Us

Then and Now

Making News in Sports

•	In 1969, the average baseball salary was 

	 $24,909 vs. $4,051,490 
	 for Major League Baseball players in 2020.
	 Source: ESPN.com

•	The University of Texas was the last all white 
team to win the NCAA National football 
championship.

•	Curt Flood declined to be traded, sues major 
league baseball, and started process that five 
years later lead to free agency.

•	The Miracle Mets won the World Series.

•	John and Yoko bed in for peace.

•	BBC introduced Monty Python’s Flying Circus.

In 
1969

In 
2020

•	Midnight  
Cowboy  
received  
best picture  
academy  
award and  
X rating.

•	#1 nonfiction  
best seller.

•	Robert Crumb 
introduced Fritz the Cat.



Tim A. Rumoshosky 

44121 N. 16th Street 
New River, AZ  85087-0971

  

Charles T. Rutherford 

  

Barry P. Rutizer 

  

Philippe M. Salomon 
(Phil)

Spouse/Partner: Paula J. Mueller

32 West 89th Street 
New York, NY  10024 
212/874-0555 
646/361-2262 (cell) 
psalomon32@nyc.rr.com

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: I was 
associated with, and a partner at, Willkie Farr & Gallagher 
LLP, from 1974 to 2010, practicing in securities and large 
commercial litigations. I moved to Blank Rome LLP and 
practiced in securities and large commercial litigations from 
March 2010 until March 2015.

Now: I currently am a solo practitioner for certain favored 
clients.

Above: Phil Salomon.

  

Judith C. Saltzman (Judy)

Spouse/Partner: Richard J. Rogen

Suite 1020 
1300 East Ninth Street 
Cleveland, OH  44114 
216/861-0360 
jsaltzman@hickman-lowder.com

  

Jeffrey W. Sarles (Jeff)

Spouse/Partner:  
Cynthia Wiggins-Sarles

Unit 5602 
60 East Monroe Street 
Chicago, IL  60603 
312/372-2322 
312/520-0106 (cell) 
jsarles@outlook.com

Memories of Wesleyan: Fond memories include reading 
The Greeks and the Irrational first week of freshman year; 
listening to Aretha’s Gold in somebody’s smoke-filled dorm 
room; eating onion omelets at O’Rourke’s Diner well after 
midnight; roaming through Greenwich Village head shops 
on weekend getaways; rallying to “Defend the Panthers” in 
New Haven senior year; and earning pocket money reading 
French and Marxist literature to sight-challenged Professor 
Norman Rudich.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: Some personal highlights are 
meeting and making a life with my wife Cynthia; spending 
two months in Cuba with the Venceremos Brigade in 1973; 
serving as union rep during my 18 years in the Chicago Post 
Office; arguing appeals and litigating international arbitra-
tions during my 20 years as an attorney; helping to orga-
nize dozens of demonstrations against war and racism and 
injustice; and participating in an email group over the past 
decade with a dozen or so Wesleyan classmates.
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Now: I retired from practicing law at the end of 2013. I live 
in the Chicago Loop and spend my time reading, watching 
films, exercising, traveling, and hanging out with my new 
grandson. A highlight of most days is the energizing after-
noon nap. My experience at Wesleyan has continued to en-
rich virtually every moment.

Above, clockwise from left: Jeff Sarles; 
Jeff with wife Cynthia; Grandson Malcolm.

  

David G. Savage 

  

Willard J. Schadt 

Spouse/Partner: Norma N. Schadt

411 Prospect Hill Road 
Cuddebackville, NY  12729-5024 
321/724-4404

  

Kent W. Schell 

Spouse/Partner: Laurie T. Schell

818/800-9100 (cell)

  

S. Jacob Scherr (Jacob)

Spouse/Partner:  
Carole M. Dickert-Scherr

3808 Garfield Street, N.W. 
Washington, DC  20007-1368 
202/812-4766 (cell) 
jacobscherr@me.com

Memories of Wesleyan: Arriving 
on campus in fall 1966 and looking 
out at College Row from Foss Hill and feeling that I had ac-
complished something significant already in my life and that 
Wesleyan would open up the world for me. I got caught up 
in the turbulence of that place and time that touched all of 
our lives very directly and compelled us to make big choices 
that impacted the decades of our lives to come. The Wes 
experience did not disappoint—from the first conversations 
with new classmates to the Grateful Dead concert our final 
semester—and the day before my draft physical in New Haven 
the next day. It changed me, I saw change in others, and gave 
me the hope that our generation could change the world.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: I was extraordinarily fortunate 
to begin an international law career in the early 1970s—just 
as the nations of the world were just starting to wake up to 
the pressures humans were putting on the planet. 

I joined the Natural Resources Defense Council in 1975 as 
an attorney working on slowing nuclear weapons prolifera-
tion and compelling the U.S. Agency for International Devel-
opment to address environment in its developing country 
programs. I stayed on NRDC’s staff until 2014. I saw the dif-
ference that organizations and individuals can make. I led 
NRDC’s international work for almost four decades on the 
full range of global environmental challenges; and I am proud 
of our many accomplishments. In the 1980s, I co-organized 
the largest privately funded scientific exchange ever with the 
Soviet Academy of Sciences that demonstrated verification 
of a nuclear test ban. In the 1990s, I kick started the now 
global phase-out of leaded gasoline. This year, 2020, is the 
20th anniversary of one of NRDC’s most important victories: 
I led one of the largest environmental campaigns ever to save 
Laguna San Ignacio, the last pristine gray whale nursery in 
Baja California Mexico. I then organized NRDC’s BioGem Ini-
tiative to protect such special natural places throughout the 
Western Hemisphere with a number of successes. 

I started NRDC’s climate change advocacy in the late 1980s 
and have long been an advocate for new international struc-
tures that can drive action on climate change and the broad-
er question of sustainability. In fact, we created some—like 
Earth Summit Watch and the Shrimp Tribunal—to dem-
onstrate new ways to enhance accountability for the ever-
mounting number of commitments by national governments. 
We also worked on creating structures to engage other key 
players, including international agencies, corporations, 
states and cities, universities, foundations, and so on.

(Biography continues on next page) 
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S. Jacob Scherr (Jacob) 
(Biography continued from previous page)

A capstone of my career was my final project for NRDC—
Lighting the Eiffel Tower for the “Climate Revolution” at De-
cember 2015 UN COP21 negotiations that resulted in the 
Paris Agreement. The Eiffel Tower is a perfect architectural 
metaphor for new global architecture now in place that could 
accelerate the transformations we need to assure a livable 
future for our children and grandchildren.

Now: I am retired and residing in Washington, DC. My wife 
Carole and I live near the Washington National Cathedral and 
enjoy more than ever all that this wonderful city has to offer 
(other than politics these days.) I expect we will see more 
beach time in the future. My daughter Lindsay lives and 
works in West Palm Beach, FL. Lindsay is very busy with 
her new moss art company; and her even-greener-than-me 
husband is a rising star in the green building world. My son 
Adam and his wife Marlyse are doing well in business in LA; 
and they gave us our first grandchild Adelaide in July 2017. 

We are doing more traveling—just ticked off a “bucket list” 
item with a hot air balloon ride in Cappadocia, Turkey. I am 
also still engaged with environmental issues through a num-
ber of boards and some consulting. I’ll be back in Florida 
in November 2020 again to work the election—it will be my 
third time.

Above: Jacob Scherr.

  

Mark A. Schiffman 

Spouse/Partner: Lisa Schiffman

80290 Paseo De Norte 
Indio, CA  92201-0505

  

Robert W. Schrijver (Bob)

Spouse/Partner:  
Catherine Chermol

33 Old Dodgingtown Road 
Bethel, CT  06801-3213 
203/743-3925 
bogusfarm@hotmail.com

Looking back at the dreams and ac-
tions of a generation that aspired to 
freedoms, I am saddened that 30 million Americans live in 
poverty, that Africa and Latin America are roiled in political 
chaos, that repression rules in China and that we have col-
lectively failed to recognize or address the damage caused 
by climate change. If ever there has been a time for the revo-
lutionary spirit of the 1960s, it would be now. “Where have all 
the flowers gone; when will we ever learn?”

Above: Bob Schrijver and family.

  

Joel L. Schuman 

  

Gerald I. Schwartz 
(Jerry)

Spouse/Partner: Janet Schwartz

80 Knollwood Drive 
New Britain, CT  06052-1123 
jerryschwartz@comfortable.com

  

Joel L. Schwartz 

Spouse/Partner: Janet Selcer

72 Blake Road 
Brookline, MA  02445-4502 
617/739-1986 
j-schwartz@lycos.com
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John L. Seale 

Apartment 128 
7410 Park Ridge Boulevard 
San Diego, CA  92120-2257 
619/582-2103

  

Robert A. Segal 

Spouse/Partner: Nancy Colwell Segal

30 Primrosehill Drive 
Aberdeen AB24 4ER Scotland 
United Kingdom 
r.segal@abdn.ac.uk

  

Jeremy R. Serwer 

Spouse/Partner:  
Nancy Lynn Cipriano Serwer

JJ Farm 
PO Box 218 
East Woodstock, CT  06244-0218 
860/928-7660 
jeremy@theserwercompany.com

Memories of Wesleyan: I really 
appreciated fraternity life. We had a bunch of characters at 
Beta, all 4 Classes in any one year, and I enjoyed them im-
mensely. Along with my first two years on the saxophone 
with ‘Uranus & the Five Moons’, social life for an all-male 
campus turned out pretty well. Of course, road trips for gigs 
at various women’s schools (much less Dartmouth Winter 
Carnival) helped facilitate that life tremendously.

By Junior and Senior years I was immersed in foreign lan-
guages at Wes, and that provided both small classes (2-3 
students for Russian, and not much more for French Lan-
guage & Literature—plus beginning Hebrew), and a Junior 
semester in Paris. Probably the best part of Paris was out-
side the classroom there, as three of us took a weekend 
journey to London to purchase fairly large, used Triumph 
motorcycles. Of course, none of us had ever been on one, so 
just getting back to Paris—much less our extra-long Spring 
break to Spain—brought beaucoup comic relief and fond 
memories.

Finally, the real capper goes to Lottery Night our Senior year: 
clueless, and asleep in the library, I returned to the Beta 
House and a cold shower welcome from my Brothers for 
having garnered the highest number in our fraternity: #358 
(while Mike Hurd ’72 managed #1). While I actually wanted a 
military experience to perfect my Russian and work in Intel-
ligence (don’t ask), I was anxious to start my career and took 
an entry level job in apparel merchandising in Boston, and 
an apartment a block from our now beloved Fenway Park.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: Oh so many... Nancy and I have 
been blessed: 38 years of marriage, no kids, no grandkids 
(well, to some that’s not a blessing). We’ve both been to 
every ’70 Reunion except one: it has been wonderful every 
time, reconnecting with classmates, including the discovery 
of our Wes histories previously unknown!

I’ve had a marvelous career in retailing and shopping cen-
ters, from selling floor to President, to now a focus on retail 
real estate as an independent consultant and broker. For 
most of the last 35+ years I’ve specialized in the factory 
outlet industry and have probably completed over 1,000 real 
estate deals. It’s been a great run, having worked for some 
of the best brands/designers in our industry: Carter’s Chil-
drenswear, Jockey, Polo Ralph Lauren, Michael Kors, Fila, 
Magnavox, and more.

The Old West has been a passion (sometimes latent) my 
whole life—from the first episode of The Lone Ranger to 
present day. I’ve been riding since our late 20s, Western trail 
riding and many four-day wilderness rides in the Pennsyl-
vania Alleghenies, and a few years ago began training for 
my major bucket list item: Cowboy Mounted Shooting. It’s a 
national sport with clubs in almost every state, and profes-
sional world champion classes to boot. It’s probably more 
fun than an older guy should have. I compete with the Con-
necticut Renegades out of Bethany, CT—six-guns an’ all.

Now: After 42 years in the Boston area (most in Needham, 
MA), Nancy and I moved to northeast Connecticut’s farm 
country in 2012, to the real Woodstock (CT that is). We set-
tled on a total 45 acres, replete with house, barn, woodlands, 
too much lawn, and a few acres of hay crop to boot. We’re 
surrounded by many more acres of forest, farms, croplands, 
and board our two (soon to be three) horses across town 
with access to 30,000 acres of Yale Forest and Bigelow Hol-
low State Forest. I continue my consultancy and brokerage, 
though hopefully will retire by next summer; really need to 
focus on the horses, training, and having even more fun.

Last, never least and growing every day, my volunteer efforts 
keep me busy: synagogue Boards, FBI Citizens Academy 
Alumni, career transitioning military veterans, an occasional 
town committee, synagogue security, industry Hall of Fame 
committee, and as much one-on-one wherever it’s needed. 
Change a life; save the world.

Above: Jeremy Serwer with Levi, May 2018; With Trigger.
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Herbert L. Shallcross 
(Herb)

1305 East Susquehanna Avenue 
Philadelphia, PA  19125-2823

  

Peter J. Shallenberger 

Spouse/Partner:  
Elaine Shallenberger

109 Elm Street 
Stonington, CT  06378-1156 
pshallenberger@comcast.net

  

Mark L. Shapiro 

Spouse/Partner: Lynn Shapiro

511 Woodlawn Avenue 
Glencoe, IL  60022-2039 
847/835-5135 
mark.shapiro@hklaw.com

  

John B. Sheffield 

Spouse/Partner: Burnette Sheffield

PO Box 417 
New York, NY  10029 
803/422-7518 (cell) 
jsheff1947@aol.com

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: Retired 
in 2012 from sports coaching and 
administration career.

Now: New part-time self-employed job as sailing captain/
crew for hire began in 2015. Currently residing in New York 
City near a daughter and her family. Enjoying city life. Still 
playing a lot of tennis. Two adult daughters (New York City 
and Wellington, NZ) happy and healthy. Celebrated 50 years 
of marriage in 2019.

  

Miles Siegel 

PO Box 1224 
Ashland, NH  03217 
401/826-2810 
milesiegel@gmail.com

  

Joanne Siff 

84 Fletcher Road 
Bedford, MA  01730-1610 
781/275-4292

  

Brian T. Silvestro 

Spouse/Partner: Jane Silvestro

Apartment 5 N 
155 Brewster Street 
Bridgeport, CT  06605 
bsilvestro@brodywilk.com

Memories of Wesleyan: Friend-
ships made during my freshman 
year that continue to this day.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: I have been married for 46 
years to Jane Ireland whom I met in high school and dated 
through my days at Wesleyan and her days at Wellesley. We 
have four sons that we are immensely proud of. While my 
legal career has taken up most of my time, I did manage to 
fit in a Master’s degree in school counseling and a short stint 
as the head men’s basketball coach at a local high school.

Now: Today Jane and I live in the Black Rock section of 
Bridgeport, CT. I am still actively practicing real estate law. 
Our four sons live in four different time zones. We have two 
grandchildren in Colorado Springs and one in Brooklyn. The 
other two boys live in San Diego and Chicago.

Above: Brian Silvestro and family.
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Richard L. Simons 

  

Mark H. Simpson 

Spouse/Partner: Betty C. Simpson

13446 Campus Drive 
Oakland, CA  94619-3710 
415/265-3752 (cell) 
markhsimpson@gmail.com

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: 

1970: On the night of December 1, 
1969, I drew number 35 in the first draft lottery of the Vietnam 
War era. Shortly after graduation in June 1970, I moved to 
Cambridge, MA and immediately received a notice to report 
to my local draft board for induction into the Army. With the 
help of the Society of Friends and two years of Draft Board 
interviews, I became a conscientious objector in 1972.

1972: On August 27, 1972, I married Betty Cohn, a recent 
graduate of Connecticut College. Alan Dachs introduced me 
to Betty during our senior year at Wesleyan. I was accepted 
at Columbia University Graduate School of Architecture. 
Betty and I moved to New York City. 

1974: Ski Patrol member, Belleayre Mountain, Highmount, NY.

1975: After graduation from Columbia, I worked for several 
architecture firms in New York City. Jobs were scarce and 
often short-lived. A newly minted architect was not doing 
glamorous design work. Instead the work consisted of long 
hours making schedules of doors, doorknobs and hardware, 
all necessary but not very exciting. 

1978: After struggling with the architectural profession for 
three years, I decided to change direction and went to work 
as an assistant project manager for Morse Diesel, a New York 
City office building construction company. The construction 
business was booming and starving for entry-level talent. If 
you could read construction documents and had a suit and 
a pulse, you were hired—total chaos but it fit me like a glove. 

1980: Assistant Project Manager for HRH Construction on 
535 Madison Ave, a Park Tower Realty office building (see 
1990 below).

1981: In April 1981 our daughter, Natalie arrived. Six weeks 
later, we moved to Oakland, CA. Alan Dachs had convinced 
us that in California, the streets were paved with gold. I was 
Project Manager for a new building in Southern California for 
Bechtel International Corporation.

1985: In March 1985 our second daughter, Erica was born. I 
was Bechtel International Corp Project Manager for a high-
rise office building, 123 Mission Street, San Francisco.

1986: Director of Development and Property Management 
Bechtel Investments, Inc.

1990: Managing Partner BPT Properties (Bechtel Invest-
ments Realty & Park Tower Realty).

1997: President, Fremont Properties (formerly Bechtel In-
vestments Realty).

2001: Managing Director Fremont Realty Capital, a develop-
ment and acquisition fund.

2005: Retired: Bought a house in Squaw Valley, skiing, 
sculpting, travel.

2006: Founding member Dogtown Sculptors, a sculpture 
and drawing co-op in Oakland, CA.

2016: Father of the Bride, Erica Simpson.

Above: Photo collage created by Mark Simpson. 
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Peter C. Simpson 

Spouse/Partner: Penny S. Mills

7317 Broxburn Court 
Bethesda, MD  20817-4754 
202/251-2906 
homersson@yahoo.com

Memories of Wesleyan: Curry 
concerts. I’ve loved Indian music 
ever since. Discussing Faust over 
beer during Manfred Stassen’s evening seminars. Singing 
Band songs in the Alpha Delta Phi dining room after supper. 

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: I started off on an academic 
trajectory with a Masters from Princeton and PhD from 
Cornell in Germanic Studies that included five years liv-
ing in Germany off and on and one failed marriage. My life 
changed course in 1984 when I married Penny Mills, the love 
of my life, settled in the Maryland suburbs of Washington, 
D.C., and left academics for a career designing and manag-
ing State Department funded public diplomacy exchanges 
with Delphi International and World Learning. A professional 
highlight was leading the State Department’s international 
diplomatic delegations to both the Republican and Demo-
cratic conventions. A personal highlight is raising two sons 
with Penny, Jesse, 32, now a Mainer, and Jacob, 29, living 
nearby in Maryland.

Now: We have a home in Bethesda, MD, soon to be down-
sized for an apartment or condo, and a cottage on Long 
Pond in the Belgrade Lake in Maine where we will begin 
spending five months a year (the warm five) when Penny re-
tires next summer. For the past five years, I have been slowly 
retiring. I’m down to three Board memberships and directing 
a neighborhood musical theater production (the oldest con-
tinuous neighborhood show in the U.S., now in its 64th year). 
Cooking and kayaking are my main hobbies.

Above: Peter Simpson.

  

Douglas S. Smith 

  

Elbridge W. Smith (E.W.)

Spouse/Partner: Diane A. Smith

1583 Ulupuni Street 
Kailua, HI  96734-4462 
808/261-6929 
elbridge.w.smith@gmail.com

  

Peter F. Smith 

Spouse/Partner: Leslie Gluck Smith

9304 Le Conte Cv 
Austin, TX  78749-4023 
512/451-4819 
pfsmith2@sbcglobal.net

  

Timothy G. Smith (Tim)

Spouse/Partner:  
Cynthia Wilkes Smith

Apartment 806 
14402 Marina San Pablo Place 
Jacksonville, FL  32224 
904/373-0145
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Gustav D. Spohn (Gus)

Spouse/Partner:  
Sarah Forbes Clark ’73

187 Haverford Street 
Hamden, CT  06517 
203/848-9854 (cell) 
gus.spohn@yale.edu

  

Michael J. Stanton 

  

Susan Stark 

Spouse/Partner: Kenneth Stark

32700 Shaker Boulevard 
Pepper Pike, OH  44124 
216/831-1610 
sudi92@gmail.com

  

Robin Stebbins 

Spouse/Partner:  
Christy Anna Stebbins

55 Grizzly Mountain Road 
Winthrop, WA  98862 
301/570-0301 
robintstebbins@gmail.com

  

Peter B. Stein 

Spouse/Partner: Sue F. Stein

1364 South Mississippi River Blvd. 
Saint Paul, MN  55116-1809 
651/690-2587 
612/791-4009 (cell) 
pstein@gislason.com

Memories of Wesleyan: Humanities class with Mr. Brokuni-
er; concerts on Foss Hill; tennis team spring training trips; 
shooting pool at the Delt house.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: Marriage to my best friend. 
Raising our kids. Kids’ bar/bat mitzvahs. Passing the bar. 
Practicing law with my other best friend. Hitting a golf ball. 
Visiting an aircraft carrier at sea. Kids’ weddings. Reveling in 
time with our grandkids.

Now: St. Paul, MN. Of counsel at Gislason & Hunter LLP.

  

Rand E. Sterling 

  

Stephen R. Stern 

  

William A. Stevenson 

323/868-2616 (cell)
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Robert M. Stone (Bob)

Spouse/Partner: Nancy S. Baxter

19712 Anadale Drive 
Tarzana, CA  91356-5647 
818/343-4314 
818/426-9086 (cell) 
bobstone63@gmail.com

Memories of Wesleyan: Memo-
ries abound. I remember feeling 
overwhelmed freshman year by the talent and intelligence 
of my classmates, which motivated me to spend long hours 
studying in the Nicholson lounge on Foss Hill. Freshman 
year also ushered in strange new social experiences, such 
as “mixers” with local women’s colleges and fraternity rush. 
When the buses filled with women arrived at the circle in 
front of McConaughy dining hall for our first mixer, we be-
haved like crazed animals. I’m surprised any women were 
willing to leave the bus. Maturity, for most of us, was slow to 
arrive. I remember the four hour roundtrips sophomore year 
in my Volkswagen Bug to Wheaton College to pick up my 
girlfriend and bring her to Wes party weekends. I remember 
dancing at those parties to the great sounds of Uranus and 
the Five Moons. I remember our swim meets, especially the 
ones against Amherst, Williams and Southern Connecticut 
for which our fellow students filled the balcony to cheer us 
to victory. I remember our team’s spectacular showing at the 
College Division national championships junior year, finishing 
fourth in overall points among the many teams participating. 
I remember the undefeated season our varsity football team 
had in 1969, and the home game against Amherst when we 
cheered, “Free David Eisenhower!” I remember fraternity 
intramural touch football games on the varsity field, which 
were highly competitive and well-attended. I remember 
meals at the Delt House, after which we would bring Wilma, 
our cook, out for a standing ovation. No matter how many 
times we did it, she always was embarrassed. I remember 
being a dorm counselor my junior year, trying to set some 
sort of example for my group of fresh-faced freshmen. I re-
member pulling all-nighters to write final papers, usually ac-
complished in a lounge in the Lawn Avenue dorms to hide 
from temptation. I remember the angst of draft lottery night 
in 1969, when, at one fraternity, a member’s birthdate was 
the first one drawn, prompting him throw his chair through 
the television screen and causing everyone else to scramble 
for their radios. My girlfriend at the time, worried about my 
emotional state that night, hitchhiked from Mt. Holyoke to 
Wesleyan and was mugged by the creep who picked her 
up. She showed up with a black eye and bruises on her leg. I 
remember the aftermath of Kent State and its impact on our 
last two weeks at Wes, including graduation. And I remem-
ber being amazed that four years had gone by already and 
very sad to be leaving Wes.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: After graduating from Wesley-
an I went to law school at Boston University. While there I be-
gan dating Nancy Baxter, who became my wife in 1974 and 
we’ve been happily hitched ever since. I began my career 
as an Assistant D.A. in the Bronx, then practiced labor law 
with a small union-side firm in Manhattan. In January of 1977, 
Nancy and I dug our car out of a snow drift and moved to Los 
Angeles. We drove cross country while listening to review 
tapes to prepare for the February California bar exam. It was 

Nancy’s idea to make this move and, as with most things, 
she proved to be right. We love it here. I soon went to work 
for a mid-size downtown L.A. firm, again practicing labor 
law but this time representing employers (including hospi-
tals, colleges and universities, manufacturers, transportation 
companies, oil drilling and production companies, restau-
rants, non-profits and public institutions). I had the honor of 
representing two hospital trade associations in a case before 
the U.S. Supreme Court. I also was a featured speaker at 
many trade group and bar association events. Nancy and I 
raised a son and a daughter, both of whom are now married 
and have children of their own.

Now: Nancy and I are retired and still living in the Los An-
geles area. We’re lucky to have our children and our four 
grandchildren living nearby. I was concerned that I would 
be bored in retirement but that hasn’t been the case. We 
spend lots of time babysitting and attending family events. 
We’re in a very active couples book group that meets once 
a month. We travel extensively, trying to see as much of the 
world as possible. Recent trips include Africa (three times), 
Vietnam, Cambodia, Ecuador and the Galapagos Islands, 
Peru, Argentina, Chile, Tierra del Fuego, Brazil, Costa Rica, 
Spain, Morocco, Israel, Turkey, Denmark, Sweden, Russia, 
England, the Netherlands, France and Italy. I’m still trying to 
figure out how to play golf. I also serve on a non-profit board 
and volunteer my legal services to that organization. Finally, 
I write satirical limericks about politics. I have published two 
books of verses lampooning (and lambasting) Trump. It helps 
keep me sane.

Above, top row: Bob Stone in Tanzania, 2011; Bob and Nancy  
with grandchildren (Milo, Kayla, June, and Isabelle) 2019.  

Bottom photo: Thanksgiving 2018, shown left to right, son-in-law 
Ryan, grandson Milo, daughter Rachael (with baby June in  
the oven), the old guy, wife Nancy, granddaughter Isabelle,  
son David, granddaughter Kayla, and daughter-in-law Jeni.
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Eric C. Strobel 

Spouse/Partner:  
Christine Mary Monnig

515 Grove Street 
Glencoe, IL  60022 
847/420-9985 (cell) 
ecstrobes@gmail.com

  

Brian L. Sullivan 

  

Roger J. Sullivan 

Spouse/Partner: Susan D’angelo Sullivan

384 Peachtree Road 
Spartanburg, SC  29302-2140 
sullivanroger@ymail.com

  

Michael P. Sulzer 

Spouse/Partner: Bernadette Balco

msulzer@naic.edu

  

George H. Talbot 

Spouse/Partner: Sheryl Talbot

PO Box 2121 
Anna Maria, FL  34216

  

John R. Talbot 

Spouse/Partner: Lori A. Talbot

351 Rodney Road 
Wyckoff, NJ  07481-2838 
201/847-8736 
201/783-3101 (cell) 
tjr351@gmail.com

  

Stephen H. Talbot (Steve)

Spouse/Partner:  
Philippa H. Gordon

149 Fairmount Street 
San Francisco, CA  94131-2715 
415/282-5129 
steve@talbotplayers.com

Memories of Wesleyan: I came to  
Wesleyan almost by accident and 
then found my four years there to be among the most sur-
prising, eventful, wacky, serious and definitely formative ex-
periences of my life. 

It all happened because an inspirational high school Eng-
lish teacher, Paul Cummins, convinced me and my two 
best friends, Dave Davis and Richard Baskin, that Wesleyan 
would be the ideal college for us. His respect for Wesleyan 
was genuine, but he also had an ulterior motive. He was 
doing his PhD thesis on poet Richard Wilbur, who just hap-
pened to be on the Wesleyan faculty, and Paul thought we 
might be able to deliver some of his probing thesis questions 
to Wilbur. (We did just that and Wilbur graciously answered 
all of Paul’s queries.) 

Dave, Rich and I were such good friends that we had made 
a pact to go to the same college, and Wesleyan proved to be 
the only one we all got into. We were California guys and our 
parents thought it was a little weird we were going off to a 
small school they’d never heard of in New England. But, we 
were up for an adventure far from home. Dave turned down 
Yale, Rich declined Berkeley, and I blew off Stanford. When 
we arrived at Wesleyan in the fall of 1966, we’d never seen 
the place outside of a catalog. My dad, who was doing a play 
in New York at the time, drove Rich and me to Middletown 
and dropped us off outside our freshman dorm, Howland 
Hall. He took a quick glance at the ivy-covered buildings, 
said it looked just like a college (he had never attended 
one), wished us good luck, and drove off to be on time for a 
performance.

(Biography continues on next page)
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Stephen H. Talbot (Steve) 
(Biography continued from previous page)

For the next four years, we were on our own, returning home 
to L.A. only for Christmas and summers. Early on we realized 
Wesleyan was a men’s college, which slowly dawned on us 
as a bad idea, especially since we’d come from an all-boys 
high school. Dating, mixers, and road trips to women’s col-
leges became an obsession, eased for me only when my 
California girlfriend arrived in Boston the next year to begin 
college. I spent a lot of time in Boston.

Dave hated winters—no one had mentioned how cold it 
got—and every snow-bound season, Dave would start ap-
plying to California colleges, only to give up when spring ar-
rived. Rich lasted less than two years. His father, the creator 
of Baskin-Robbins, died of a heart attack and Rich returned 
home. The lure of L.A. proved strong: Rich wanted to be a 
star. He became Barbra Streisand’s lover and concert pro-
ducer. Dave and I stayed in Connecticut and ended up loving 
Wesleyan, the friends we made, the sports we played (he 
was a swimmer, I somehow survived rugby), the incredible 
music on campus, the film program, and maybe above all 
the politics of those turbulent times—the anti-war and civil 
rights teach-ins, demonstrations, building occupations—
ending with our makeshift graduation during the Black Pan-
ther trial in New Haven, the Nixon invasion of Cambodia, the 
shooting of students at Kent State and Jackson State, and 
the National Student Strike we helped launch at Wesleyan. 
Scary and exhilarating times.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: Meeting, moving in with, and 
eventually marrying my wife, Pippa Gordon. She was born 
in South Africa and we connected during the era of inter-
national protests against apartheid. She insisted on home 
births, and witnessing our two children being born was un-
forgettable, especially in the case of our daughter, Caitlin, 
who was born in such a flash that the midwives had not yet 
arrived and I ended up “delivering” her. Mercifully, all went 
well and I’ve lived long enough to see Caitlin give birth to her 
own daughter.

Starting my career at KQED in San Francisco and then work-
ing for nearly 20 years as a documentary producer and writer 
for the PBS series Frontline have been the highlights of my 
work life. I also loved creating and executive producing some 
music specials for PBS called Sound Tracks: Music Without 
Borders.

As part of my reporting and TV documentary work, I have 
been able to travel and film in Ireland, Vietnam, Liberia, Ke-
nya, Tanzania, Zambia, Mozambique, Angola, Botswana, 
South Africa, Guatemala, Nicaragua, Mexico, Lebanon, 
Syria, Ukraine—often during times of upheaval, conflict and 
great change. I’ve often felt like a witness to history. I’d like 
to think that in my own work, and the work of others that I 
commissioned and senior-produced for the series Frontline 
World (2002–2010), I have helped people understand and 
care about what is happening in our world.

Now: I live in San Francisco with my wife Pippa Gordon. We 
have lived here together for over 40 years. 

Our son and daughter were born and raised in the city. We 
are grandparents now with a 5-year-old grandson and a 
6-month-old granddaughter. 

I’m still working, doing what I’ve been doing for ages: making 
documentaries, long and short form, for public TV. I currently 
work for the PBS series Independent Lens, and I’ve begun 
writing and producing documentaries for a local NBC series, 
Bay Area Revelations.

Above: Steve Talbot in Lyons.

  

William M. Tam (Bill)

46-270 Nahewai Street 
Kaneohe, HI  96744-4153 
808/348-8913 (cell) 
william.tam2@gmail.com
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James B. Thompson 
(Jim)

Spouse/Partner: Shirley Thompson

65 Cutler Street 
Rochester, NY  14621-3117 
585/544-7655 
585/703-7739 (cell) 
jimbojimbolaya@gmail.com

  

Mark A. Thompson 

Spouse/Partner: Bonnie Thompson

8 McKenna Drive 
Middletown, CT  06457-4013

  

Donald E. Tillery 

805/928-1046

  

Jeffrey Arnold Tillett 

Spouse/Partner: Alice Anderson Tillett

PO Box 114 
Solebury, PA  18963-0114 
jatillett@gmail.com

  

Al M. Truscott 

Spouse/Partner:  
Cheryl Hanna-Truscott

3916 45th Street Court NW 
Gig Harbor, WA  98335-8112 
253/851-5345 
al@bikrutz.org

  

Gregory L. Urruela 

c/o Sivensa 
Apartado 1488 
Caracas 
Venezuela

  

Alejandro Valenzuela-
Bock (Alex)

Spouse/Partner:  
Sarah Valenzuela-Bock

  

Warren Van Gelderen 
(Ozzie)

Spouse/Partner: Jan Van Gelderen

7 South 459 Donwood Drive West 
Naperville, IL  60540-9558 
630/527-0392 
ozzie@ballcomfg.com

  

John S. Van Riper 

Suite 490 
21515 Hawthorne Blvd. 
Torrance, CA  90503-6525
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Robert H. Vaughan (Bob)

Spouse/Partner:  
Kathleen R. McNulty

10 Post Road 
Lenox, MA  01240-2342 
413/637-0233 
bobvaughan1@gmail.com

Now: I have been living in the Berk-
shires in Western Massachusetts for  
the past 37 years with my wife, Kate, and we raised four chil-
dren (Kelly, Julie, Chris, and Mary) here. I was a teacher and 
school principal in several locations for 40 years and now 
am a consultant with the Massachusetts Department of  
Elementary and Secondary Education working mostly in the 
Berkshires.

My wife and I are proud grandparents of Ada (parents Kelly 
and Ivan) in Brooklyn, Gwynaelle (Julie and Greg) in Arlington, 
MA, and Sonia and Hugh (Chris and Tory) in Minneapolis.

Above: Bob Vaughan.

  

Edward Hazen Walker 
(Sachin)

PO Box 1169 
Middlebury, CT  06762 
808/495-5837 (cell) 
sachinji777@gmail.com

Memories of Wesleyan: Hanging 
out with my best friend, Neil Davis. 
Falling in love with Jim Hamilton. 
Spending two semesters in Paris on 
Wesleyan’s dime. The strike. Our version of Woodstock: free 
concert on Foss Hill with a then-unknown band, The Grateful 
Dead.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: Traveled across country by 
myself in an old VW bug, came out as gay in Berkeley, CA 
during consciousness expanding era (1970). Lived in Boston 
for 18 years, six years with husband, software engineer/man-
ager in corporate high tech. Five years residential staff Kri-
palu Center for Yoga and Health, Berkshires, MA, developed 
powerful healing modality there (http://keikiananda.com/
spiritfire/). Seven years lived on Maui, Hawai’i, developed 
business as personal tour guide to sacred sites in nature. 
Lived with my Mom the last ten years of her life.

Now: I am a semi-retired holistic psychotherapist in Wood-
bury, CT.

Above: Sachin Hazen.

  

Alan D. Wallace 

Spouse/Partner:  
Barbara Watson ’71

143C River Road 
Gill, MA  01354-9773 
413/863-9749
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Robert E. Walther 

  

Duncan E. Wanamaker 

58313 Rea Drive 
Homer, AK  99603-9015 
dewanamaker@gmail.com

  

George B. Ward III 

Spouse/Partner: Nancy G. Ward

3204 Barton Point Drive 
Austin, TX  78733-6340 
512/263-9260

  

Frank T. Waters III 

Spouse/Partner: Janet T. Waters

54 Foxcroft Run 
Avon, CT  06001-2509 
860/673-9221 
860/841-1232 (cell) 
fwaters@acorninsurancealliance.net

  

Jeffrey N. Waxman 

Spouse/Partner: Lisa Asher

Apartment 1A 
710 Amsterdam Avenue 
New York, NY  10025-6906 
dancingbullmusic@aol.com

  

Marshall C. Webb 

Spouse/Partner:  
Kathryn Lawn Webb

1611 Harbor Road 
Shelburne, VT  05482-7697 
802/985-2789 
802/233-7869 (cell) 
mwebb@shelburnefarms.org

  

Peter A. Weber 

Spouse/Partner:  
Robin L. Pope Weber

3WP22 
1650 Arch Street 
Philadelphia, PA  19103 
215/814-5749

  

Sanford Wechsler 

44 Southern Boulevard 
Newbury, MA  01951-2027 
978/465-2733
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Stephen B. Weissman 
(Steve)

963 Hunt Boulevard 
Atco, NJ  08004-1347 
856/768-5367 
steve@sweissman.com

Memories of Wesleyan: Small 
classes with gifted and dedicated 
faculty, and of course some terrific 
peers.

Although I was not a history major, I sat in on some seminars 
sponsored by History and Theory, and listened with awe as 
faculty, guest scholars, and some students analyzed some 
very complex intellectual ideas—often taking opposing sides 
in a reasoned and civil discourse. I thought this was a fabu-
lous peek into the scholarly sensibilities a bona-fide liberal 
arts education can produce. I had a similar sensation attend-
ing a few sessions at the Center for Advanced Studies, with 
presentations by Norman O. Brown, Buckminster Fuller, etc. 

I took a poetry-writing class offered by Richard Wilbur, who 
was a Center for Advanced Studies fellow in 1967. I recall 
sharing my poem, and being awed by some of the creative 
efforts of other students in the class.

Wesleyan offered many concerts in various venues, and I 
was moved and influenced by fairly intimate exposures to 
Chuck Berry, B.B. King, Taj Mahal, and The Grateful Dead. 
Performances by artists associated with the Ethnomusicol-
ogy program from—or influenced by—the music of Africa, 
Indonesia, and India were also very memorable: Ali Akbar 
Khan, MS Subbalakshmi, Jon Higgins [Wesleyan], Gamelan 
[Wesleyan], “curry concerts”, Gopal Chatterjee [kathak 
dancer], and African drumming are some of the events I re-
member fondly.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: Body Weight: Gained 100 
pounds, then lost them, then re-gained, and now have lost 
again—but it does seem some extra pounds slipped into the 
mix somewhere along the way!

Career Change: A corporate break-up twenty years ago led 
to an opportunity for hundreds of my co-workers and me 
to elect “constructive separation” on very generous terms. I 
had three years to decide what I wanted to do, and after one 
year, I decided to leave IT management and start a second 
career as a college teacher. I have no regrets!

Teaching Moments: Looking back, I’ve had a whole lot of 
great students, and a chance to mentor and sustain career 
and academic growth. I’ve had letters from former students 
who have gone on to some very exciting next steps after col-
lege, and it always thrills me when they say that my course or 
other help was a factor in their success. 

Now: I live in New Jersey, in an area designated “Pinelands”. 
It’s not exactly forest or swampland, but the land behind my 
house is an actual forest, and I do like looking out at trees 
and occasional deer and other animals, and knowing it won’t 
ever be developed. When I bought the house after moving 

from a row home in Philadelphia, I so liked the idea of rural 
life that I kept a picture of my back yard tacked to the wall of 
my corporate cubicle. Then, after a year or so, I had a septic 
service guy come out for a routine call, and he took one look 
at my back yard and said “typical septic clearing”. So, one 
man’s paradise is another man’s septic clearing!

I “retired” from full-time teaching [Computer Science] in 2017, 
but took up work two days a week as an adjunct. So, going 
from five days a week to two days has been a joyous change. 
I putter at my desk several mornings a week doing prep for 
my classes, but I have five days a week “free” to do interest-
ing and fun things.

I enjoy travelling, sightseeing, and re-connecting with friends 
and family. And playing low stakes poker once in a while!

Above: Steve Weissman.

  

Timothy Edward Weld 

  

James H. Wellman (Jim)

Spouse/Partner: Kathleen Dunn

Suite 131 
325 South Melrose Drive 
Vista, CA  92083
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Bart R. Wendell 

Spouse/Partner: Sandra Whaley

153 East Street 
Petersham, MA  01366 
508/847-1165 
bwendell@me.com

Memories of Wesleyan: The funny  
irony of meeting my wife Sandra 
Whaley, and still best friend, on Wes’ 
all male campus. 

First week of freshman year, Andrus Hall. I go march up stairs 
to the unit above me to ask for some quiet so I can study. 
A classmate with a long beard greets me and I see behind 
him a suite with nothing but mattresses and huge speakers. 
I think ‘where does he study?’ He agrees to turn down the 
sound from 11 to 5. I walk away completely stumped on how 
an 18-year-old could grow a beard in one week. After all, he 
couldn’t possibly have had a beard while still living at home. 
Boy did I become immersed in the NYC 60s culture in the fol-
lowing days. What would I know coming from a public high 
school 25 miles west in New Jersey? 

Running the Boston Marathon Junior year, and having spec-
tators shouting to me about Amby Burfoot’s progress as he 
went on to win.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: Traveling to Salt Lake City 
twice to adopt our two children as infants. Direct participa-
tion in our democracy as an elected official as Town Modera-
tor.  Hosting a young Pakistani man this year at the Interna-
tional Enneagram Conference and escorting him to his first 
mixed gender party in his life. The experience of teaching 
HS in the early 70s during the golden age of American pub-
lic education. Having a literal blizzard trap me and 50 public 
TV CEO’s in a DC hotel allowing us the unscheduled time to 
bring the combative meeting to a unexpectedly successful 
conclusion, and establishing me on a greatly rewarding work 
path ever since.

Now: I’m continuing to work as a facilitator and trusted advi-
sor to organizations, execs and their families internationally. 
Immersing myself in house and field projects on our hobby 
farm. Recovering from the party we threw to celebrate my 
mother’s 100th. (She gained energy as we were wearing out.) 
Savoring my 50-year friendship with my wife Sandra Whaley. 
Loving my two now adult kids who have both overcome 
hurdles to become people of love and wisdom.

  

John P. Wesley (Jack)

Spouse/Partner: Julie Peterson

73 Allerton Avenue 
Brattleboro, VT  05301-6257

802/254-9042 
honjpw@comcast.net

  

David R. White (Dave)

PO Box 443 
West Tisbury, MA  02575 
508/338-2019 
651/245-7669 (cell) 
drwprimemover@yahoo.com

Biography:

David R. White is the Artistic Direc-
tor and Executive Producer of The 
Yard in Chilmark, MA (Martha’s Vineyard), a nationally influ-
ential artist/company creative residency, presentation and 
educational center dedicated to the nurturing of outstanding 
artists in contemporary dance and related art forms, as well 
as building enduring responses to local rural island needs. 
He is also the longtime chair of the National [Artist] Council 
of Florida’s Atlantic Center for the Arts, a leading multi-disci-
plinary artist community in New Smyrna Beach. 

From 1975–2003, White served as the Executive Director 
and Producer of the internationally ground-breaking Dance 
Theater Workshop (now New York Live Arts) in NYC, where 
he mentored, commissioned and/or presented over 800 
contemporary dance and performance artists, introducing 
to New York and the nation, among so many other artists 
and companies:  Mark Morris, Eiko and Koma (Wes), Susan 
Marshall, Bill T. Jones, Donald Byrd, David and Ain Gordon, 
Bebe Miller, Bill Irwin (post-modern vaudevillian) Michael 
Moschen (juggler and choreographer of objects), Eiko and 
KomReggie Wilson, Stephan Koplowitz (Wes),  Headlong 
(Wes), Neil Greenberg, Anne Theresa de Keersmaeker (Bel-
gium), Los Munequitos de Matanzas (Cuba), Malpaso (Cuba), 
Camille Brown, Michelle Dorrance, Doug Elkins, Ronald K 
Brown, David Parker and the BANG Group, and Big Dance 
Theater.

At DTW in the mid-1980s he founded/designed, directed and 
developed long-term funding strategies for such ground-
breaking and long-lived programs as the National Perfor-
mance Network (currently in its 4th decade) and its compan-
ion, the Suitcase Fund, an international artist creation seed 
fund. In so doing, he reinvented a national and international 
real-world politics of collaborative artist relations and the civ-
ic citizenship of working artists standing shoulder-to-shoul-
der with other workers in their communities. He co-founded 
the NY State Dance Force, an urban to rural effort with the 
New York State Arts Council in the late 1990s that is still 
active in 30 counties. He created the New York Dance and 
Performance Awards (aka the BESSIES), which he directed 
for many years out of DTW (including the writing some 475 
personalized award citation for a decade and a half) and for 
which he was honored in 2014 at the awards on the occa-
sion of the BESSIES’ 30th anniversary. Early on in the mid-
1970s, he co-founded the original New York Dance Umbrella 
presenting cooperative, a collaborative mechanism to re-
imagine and scale up self-produced small-scale New York 
dance company seasons. At the same time, he co-founded 
Pentacle, a pioneering arts management cooperative (now in 
its 38th year. He served as Executive Editor of and contribut-
ing writer to two generations of The Poor Dancer’s Almanac, 
last published by Duke University Press. He was a longtime 
panelist for the National Endowment for the Arts as well as 
for many foundations and cultural agencies.

(Biography continues on next page)
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David R. White (Dave)  
(Biography continued from previous page)

A former dancer and filmmaker, White is a Distinguished 
Alumnus of Wesleyan University with a college career that 
included study in France focusing on film studies and struc-
turalist philosophy, and an ultimate BA in Theater and Film. 
He studied dance with Cheryl Cutler at Wesleyan and Mar-
tha Myers at Connecticut College, and attended the Ameri-
can Dance Festival at Connecticut College in 1971 and 1973, 
where he encountered the great dance educator/mentor 
Bessie Schonberg, who would become his mentor and close 
colleague for the next 25 years.

Among many recognitions, White is a Knight (Chevalier) in 
France’s Order of Arts and Letters; and a recipient of the 
Dance/USA Honors, the Capezio Award, and the Dance 
Magazine Award, the American dance community’s three 
highest recognitions. He also received the Association of 
American Cultures Award, for his work in the grassroots di-
versification and creation of a “working, equitable culture of 
cultures” within the National Performance Network, a ma-
ture network of financing and mutual learning for some 60 
community-centered organizations in 40 U.S. cities. 

Now personal: 

My Wesleyan career marked virtually every important phase 
of my professional career thereafter from film maven turned 
political activist (after international film studies with Annie 
Goldman, and collaborating in the documentary, The 1969 
March on Washington, with classmates Steve Talbot and 
Dave Davis, among others); aspirational but somewhat me-
diocre dancer turned national awarded dance and arts pro-
ducer and sustainable systems designer (thank you, Cheryl 
Cutler, and also the Wes Social Committee where we pro-
duced so many great and timely concerts); and finally desig-
nated as that “Chevalier” by French Minister of Culture Jack 
Lang (after nearly two years spent in France as a Romance 
Languages student and Paris-based Time-Life researcher, 
coupled with the French student/worker riots and strikes 
of 1968–1969—special thanks to the late Carl Viggiani and 
Jody Hoy).

The Vietnam War, of course, marked all of us over the course 
of our Wesleyan (and study abroad) years. Beyond passion-
ate beliefs on either side of the equation, the vast uncertainty 
of the draft and consequently its possible (and maybe illegal) 
alternatives loomed large over our futures. The Union for 
Progressive Action was one Wes arena for mutual education 
and organizational strategies, and laid the groundwork for 
much of the focused activism to come. The UPA eventual 
outcomes led, in the wake of the Grateful Dead concert on 
Foss Hill is the spring of ’70, to the student body vote that 
same night in the Chapel to join the National Student Strike 
against the war and for civil rights, and then to progressive 
workshops and other group learnings for the remainder of 
the semester. I was asked to represent the strike at gradua-
tion, and so spoke then (after the fiery radical educator John 
Holt) on the issues that had aroused such collective action 
across the university and the nation. 

And then the draft lottery landed…. In the late spring/early 
summer, Steve Talbot, Dave Davis and I finished post-
production work in LA on The 1969 March on Washington 
documentary. Like Steve and so many others, I had drawn a 

short straw (in the low eighties, I think, somewhere short of 
Jesus). And even though I had gone to Toronto to incorpo-
rate a film company, Artichoke Productions (with Andy Toth, 
I’m pretty sure), I had not made any decision about a true 
move to Canada or any other possible option.

And, so, Davis and I found ourselves in an un-airconditioned 
VW Beetle puttering at full speed through the Mojave Desert 
with the windows illogically closed against the superheated 
air funneling around us. I forget where Dave needed to go, 
but I had a deadline to get my mandated low-number physi-
cal at an Army induction center in New Haven.

After so long working to understand and oppose the Viet-
nam War at Wesleyan, but prior also during almost two years 
spent in Paris in the company of North Vietnamese students 
and others, a fresh international sociopolitical experience 
took root. Specifically, I was studying film theory and struc-
turalist philosophies that were ultimately informed, and then 
creatively disrupted, by the student-worker events/riots/
strikes of May 1968 (which began with French police enter-
ing the Sorbonne to break up an anti-U.S. rally) and the 1969 
aftermath that brought down Charles de Gaulle and the Fifth 
Republic, and came to infuse my particular involvement with 
Talbot and Davis’ film. Meanwhile, here was the somewhat 
terrifying, somewhat mortifying, ordinariness of marching in 
line for a psychological test. And then learning the physical 
wouldn’t be needed due to a documented history of chronic 
asthma. A feeling of unexpected relief, but also a thwarting 
of the soul-defining decision-making one longed to make in 
perfect anti-war contrariness.

Wrap up: I decided community service was best and re-
turned to Wesleyan where, with Jed Marcus ’71, I and others 
co-founded Open Summer in Middletown, a non-profit free 
university (e.g., Steve Weissman teaching Finnegan’s Wake) 
and a daycare center for low-income families.

Above, top left: Dave White. Top right: Dave, with signature 
emphatic fist, introducing the NY Bessie Awards in the ’90s, an 
annual social ritual he created, now some 35 years alternative,  

activist and outspoken. Bottom photo: Dave (standing arms 
akimbo) during National Student Strike at Wesleyan, Spring 1970.
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Peter J. Whitehead 

Spouse/Partner: Renee Whitehead

Apartment 13 F 
175 Riverside Drive 
New York, NY  10024 
646/882-2735 
peterwhitehead@gmail.com

  

Bruce B. Williams 

Spouse/Partner: Patrice Janssen

66 Northport Avenue 
Belfast, ME  04915-6007 
bruce.williams@ileife.org

Memories of Wesleyan: “May 
you live in interesting times,” goes 
the Chinese curse, so I hear. 1966 
through 1970 were interesting times. 
Many funny memories of making MARVEL—the quintes-
sential student movie of the 60s—with Rick Pedolsky ’69, 
Dave Driscoll ’69, and Judy Greenberg MAT’73. Frank Zappa 
gave the film an award—$15, back then that was not a lot 
of money. As the editing wrapped up, its inertia propelled 
me onto film after film, splice after splice. “Eventually, it all 
comes down to a question of editing.” I said that.

Past 50 Years’ Highlights: Highlights! Huh! Half century of 
highlights! Be concise, old fox who writes has many names. 
He answers to none. On the road in a gold Cadillac, he drives 
from Toronto to Miami, clutches a newly minted 4-F, and flies 
to Cartagena, meets a French Algerian gypsy woman and 
refugees from a murderous Argentina, where people drop 
from helicopters like balloons made out of lead. He drives a 
Land Rover through the high Andes over ice sheets, along an 
ancient track of the Chasquis between Puno and Arequipa, 
where the sun seems to set below his feet and around the 
side of the mountain comes a caballero at a full gallop with 
a herd of horses. Back home by the lake in Maine, he hangs 
with poets and filmmakers and African dancers who take 
him to an all-night candomble in Salvador, Bahia, and along 
the mean streets of North Philly. He hangs with the dancers 
and drummers, the One-Two Dog, Kwame Bruce Owusu, the 
ol’ New York cabbie, the office manager, the certified high 
school English teacher, the filmmaker who writes himself 
so fast and furious in his first few chapters that he keeps 
on writing himself for years, though the pace has slowed, is 
slowing. He films what he can, but the best remains for the 
eye alone.

Now: Today, like a petite oiseau, my wife and I flit between 
the lake in Belgrade and the dock of the bay by Belfast, 
Maine. I do rough woodwork and digital editing. Not as much 
as I used to, with my bad back. Today is October 1, 2019. 
Tomorrow is the third program of films by my friend and fel-
low filmmaker Abbott Meader, presented by Cineinfinito in 
Santander, Spain. The films date from 1964 to 1982. I ar-
ranged the digital copies for his three programs, removed 
splice marks, added titles, made changes he wanted. I take a 
credit for Nit Picker Editor. Next week, we expect the director 

of Special Collections of Temple University Libraries to come 
to Belfast to go through the Arthur Hall Collection, which we 
are giving them. I began making films with Arthur Hall in 1977 
and have been the curator of his collection since 1994. 1994 
is when we established the nonprofit ILE IFE Films. Full stop. 
We shall see what comes next. I look forward to our 50th 
reunion next spring.

Above, top: Photo of Bruce Williams by Rick Pedolsky ’69.  
“The camera is a 16mm Cannon Scoopic, not as professional as the 
Eclair or the Bolex, more of a gunslinger camera. Rick and I would 

check out the cameras and the Nagra in September and return 
them in May. One May we were short one lens from the Bolex.  

I finally found it buried in the glove compartment of my car.” 
Bottom photo: Bruce Williams.

  

Edwin D. Wong 
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Robert E. Woods Jr. 
(Bob)

Spouse/Partner: Mary W. Woods

7 Harbor Bluff Lane 
Rowayton, CT  06853 
203/899-0087 
203/554-5048 (cell) 
rewoods2@gmail.com

  

Andre S. Wooten 

Suite 1909 
1188 Bishop Street 
Honolulu, HI  96813-3308 
808/545-4165

  

Harvey Z. Yazijian 

Apartment 103 
16 Westgate Drive 
Woburn, MA  01801 
508/315-9510 
harveyy@aol.com

  

Peter D. Yurchenco 

Spouse/Partner: Ingrid Yurchenco

95 South Wiggins Lane 
Skillman, NJ  08558-1824 
908/281-1959

  

John J. Yurechko 

Spouse/Partner: Jane T. Haltmaier

101 Flat Run 
Locust Grove, VA  22508-5259

Dr. John Yurechko retired from U.S. 
government service in 2014. During 
his 32-year career in the Intelligence 
community, he served as a leader, 
manager, analyst, briefer and public 
speaker. Dr. Yurechko provided direct intelligence support to 
top policymakers and military leaders of the United States, 
and worked with senior foreign officials across the globe. He 
held various agency and department leadership positions 
that culminated at the national level with a senior executive 
position in the Office of the Director of National Intelligence.

Dr. Yurechko designed, directed, and managed the develop-
ment and creation of an interagency programs of national 
security importance. His worked was recognized with sev-
eral national intelligence community government service 
commendations. 

Dr. Yurechko received a BA in History from Wesleyan Univer-
sity in 1970, and an MA and PhD in History from the Univer-
sity of California, Berkeley, in 1980. Prior to his government 
work, Dr. Yurechko held teaching positions with the Univer-
sity of California, Berkeley, with Georgetown University’s 
National Security Studies Program, and with the Institute of 
World Politics. 

Dr. Yerechko is a published author and a public speaker with 
numerous radio and television appearances. He participates 
in numerous Civil War (as a member of the 28th Massachu-
setts Regiment) and Revolutionary War (as a member of the 
1st Virginia Regiment of the Continental Line) reenactments 
and living history events. 

Dr. Yerechko is married to Dr. Jane Haltmaier, recently retired 
from her position as a senior economist with the Federal Re-
serve Board. They have three wonderful adult daughters, 
Christine, Alice and Janie.

  

Jonathan I. Zach 
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Philip T. Zaleski 

Spouse/Partner: Carol Zaleski ’74

27 Hillside Road 
Northampton, MA  01060-2119 
413/586-7618 
pzaleski@smith.edu

  

Alan J. Zimmermann (Al)

Spouse/Partner:  
Leslie Zimmermann

Apartment 16D 
2 Fifth Avenue 
New York, NY  10011 
alzimmerma@aol.com

Now: Retired, married to the most 
wonderful woman in the world, liv-
ing in New York City in an apartment overlooking Washing-
ton Square Park, seeing around 100 Broadway, Off-Broad-
way, and Off-Off-Broadway shows each year, and curating 
a series of Internet-based computer programming contests.

Above, top: Al and Leslie Zimmermann in New York City’s  
theater district, March 24, 2019. Bottom photo, left to right:  

Jerry Barton ’70, Leslie Zimmermann, Al Zimmermann, Jerry 
Schwartz ’70, and Janet Schwartz, New York City, July 12, 2013.

  

Peter J. Zummo 

Spouse/Partner:  
Stephanie Woodard

184 Daniel Low Terrace 
Staten Island, NY  10301-2335 
718/720-9369 
pzummo@si.rr.com
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“	Your Wesleyan Class of 1970  
is part of a generation which has  
tried to tell off a whole nation.  
In that act,  
some of you have been presumptuous.  
But you have also been mostly honest— 
telling it as you see it… 
as you think it ought to be.  
And in that honest if strident effort,  
your generation has been  
a catalyst of needed change.

	 We have seen change  
in your time at Wesleyan.  
Co-education.  
University reach-out to its community.  
More flexible curriculum.  
More honest and open relationships  
between the sexes— 
between the races— 
between the generations— 
and among the constituencies  
of a campus community.”

—EDWIN D. ETHERINGTON,  
President, Wesleyan University 1967–1970 

Excerpt from the 1970 Olla Podrida



On Our Minds

1970 Y E A R  I N  R E V I E W

•	Nixon ordered invasion of Cambodia.

	 U.S. troops in Vietnam reduced to 336,000. 

•	The following week, two Jackson State students protesting racism and 
the war were killed by city and state police.

•	U.S. President Richard Nixon signed a bill (The Public Health Cigarette 
Smoking Act) limiting cigarette advertisements.

•	M.A.S.H., Hawaii Five-O, Bridge Over Troubled Water, and Krazy Glue. 

•	North Tower of World Trade Center completed—tallest building in  
the world. 

•	University campuses shut down by Student Strike.

	 Four Kent State students were killed by National Guard troops.

•	The U.S. voting age was lowered to 18 from 21.

•	President Richard Nixon signed the Occupational Safety and  
Health Act into law.

•	 Doonesbury, a comic strip by Garry Trudeau, debuted in newspapers.

	 Millions marched to protest widening war.
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Changing Life As We Knew It

•	The first New York Marathon was 
held—55 runners finish.

•	The U.S. Environmental  
Protection Agency (EPA) 
began operating.

•	The microprocessor  
was invented.

•	The first Earth Day  
was held.

What Moved Us

Then and Now

Making News in Sports

•	In 1970, the size of an  
average house was 

	 1,576 sq. ft. with  
3.1 people per  
household.

•	In 2020, the average  
house size increased to 

	 2,430 sq. ft. 
	 while the average family  

size had decreased to 

	 2.6 people per  
household.

	 Source: PropertyShark.com

•	The first black football player at the University  
of Texas.

•	UCLA won NCAA Men’s Basketball  
championship for fourth straight year  
(goes on to win next three years as well).

•	Monday Night Football introduced.

•	Jimi Hendrix (below on left) died of a  
barbiturate overdose in London. Janis Joplin 
(below on right) died in Hollywood after  
mixing heroin and alcohol. Both were 27.

• The Beatles call it quits.

•	Nonfiction best seller.
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Jonathan Addelson (Jon)
(D. 10/7/2011)

By Maurice Hakim

During my senior year, when I re-
sided at the COL, I often hung out 
at the COL lounge where I would 
find Jon sitting by the chessboard 
table. If alone, he would be waiting 
for a player. He would often have in 
hand a book drawn from his collec-
tion of Russian literary greats. Talking Dostoyevsky, or any 
other Russian for that matter, was not just a skill but a ruse 
during play that could distract his opponent contemplating 
a critical chess move. Being a fan of Dostoyevsky, I found 
Jon’s insights, especially about that author’s tragic addiction 
to gambling, intriguing.

Jon and I played chess several times a week. He helped 
hone my skills to the extent that I was subsequently placed 
at the #10 position on Wesleyan’s unofficial varsity chess 
team comprised of some the really high IQ’ers in our class. 
The team had one memorable match with the New Britain 
chess club. It was an “away game” at the New Britain VFW 
clubhouse. When we got there, we were greeted at the door 
by an old vet who, after taking a look at everyone’s clothes 
and long hair (Jon’s dangled from under his fedora down to 
his shoulders), accused all of us of being anti-Vietnam War 
hippies who were not welcome at his clubhouse. Together 
with the New Britain chess club, we all went back to Wes-
leyan to play the match. I don’t recall what we all did after the 
match, but I’m sure we all had some great laughs about that 
experience.

Jon was a great guy and I enjoyed his company and friend-
ship. He was mild mannered, patient and generous with 
his time as he explained, for my benefit, the nuances of 
chess and the significance of Russian literature to Western 
civilization.

••••••••••••
By Tim McGlue

Jon lived in Boston all his life before falling to illness in 2011. 
Jon was a close friend of mine all through our Wesleyan years 
and many years after. He was an avid philosopher, crime 
reader, Red Sox fan, fly fisherman, gourmet and wine expert. 
He did it all avidly, with many good years in wine imports, 
becoming a partner in Algonquin Wines based in Boston. He 
left no children but many friends, loves, family ties (especially 
his brother Ned) and good memories of road trips to Maine 
where we all spent uncountable hours waiting for the fish to 
bite. He taught me how to cast without snagging the bush 
while slapping a mosquito. This came in handy when classes 
closed down at Wes Tech (as we affectionately called our 
Alma Mater back when irreverence was well-considered) 

during the student strikes in the spring of 1970. We figured, 
hey, they must be biting.

Jon Addelson also endeavored to teach me the value of 
pure logic over gut feeling, but that never took—a credit to  
Philip Hallie, our philosophy professor. Our favorite Profs 
were College of Letters mentors like Phil, Peter Boynton, Paul 
Schwaber, Frank Reeves, and the unflappable COL secre-
tary Carol. We taunted CRS and ran from tear gas in Paris 
in May 1968, then conjectured wildly when Roland Barthes 
strolled into class one morning with a black eye and said 
nothing about it. That sort of history makes for an invalu-
able friendship. We were both peaceniks appalled by graft, 
waste, injustice and cynicism, but basically skeptical as be-
fits all Pascal scholars. May Jon continue to rest in peace, 
we miss him dearly.

  

Thomas E. Barker, Jr. 
(Tom)
(D. 3/3/1985 *unconfirmed)

By Jerry Cerasale

Tom and I met as fraternity brothers 
our freshman year. We were room-
mates our senior year. Tom was a 
gentle soul who always had a smile 
and nice things to say about all. I do 
not recall ever seeing him raise his 
voice at anyone. We would enjoy reminiscing about Maine 
beaches where he lived and I vacationed. His strong aca-
demic focus was language—my weakest—and he thrived at 
Wesleyan. We spent many a sunny afternoon playing ball—
be it foot, base or basket. We also added in Frisbees.

Tom and I “won” the draft lottery our senior year. He enlisted 
in the Air Force while I waited for the Army draft. We kept in 
touch during our service years, but as we moved onward, we 
lost contact. I know that he married and had a family. Sadly, 
he was gone before we could reconnect.

Tom was an avid Johnny Carson fan. I remember one night 
the broadcast was a repeat, and Tom called the network to 
complain. They explained that there were technical difficul-
ties preventing a broadcast of the day’s show—an answer he 
reluctantly accepted. 

It so happened our senior year that I had an old car. Quite a 
few nights after watching Johnny, Tom would have a longing 
for a Dunkin’ Donut. He found the closest 24-hour Dunkin’ 
Donuts was in Meriden. So many nights he and I would drive 
to Meriden for a donut. I can still taste those donuts.

  

Remembrances
WESLEYAN 70
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David R. Brewster
(D. 12/25/2013)

By Elliot Daum

Litoralis Puer, literally translated, “boy  
of the beach” or, if you prefer (and I 
do) Beach Boy. David arrived at Wes 
with a shock of blonde hair, a hand-
some face, and a smile that would 
make Brian Wilson jealous. Though 
he graduated from high school in 
D.C., his parents had been in the foreign service in Greece 
where David spent some formative years growing up with his 
younger brother Robbie ’72 and sister Tisha, a Wes Woman 
herself. David loved The Beach Boys, The Monkees and 
junky TV, but it didn’t stop him from excelling in languages 
and developing an early career as a tour guide for student 
groups all over Europe. 

After graduation he spent some time in Shelburne Farms, VT 
where Marshall Webb ’70 had him mending a few fences and 
helping with various farm chores with the help of Billy Jef-
ferson ’70 where photographic evidence apparently remains 
of various victimless crimes. 

David then got involved with the Rudolph Steiner Group in 
New York where he devoted himself to Steiner’s teachings 
and to becoming a Waldorf teacher himself. While with Mar-
shall in Shelburne in the late ’70s, gastro issues took David 
off the intoxicants bus, but spiritualism, something he had 
found very early in life, never left him. Elliot recalls that he 
became much more serious, stopping the use of intoxicants 
in favor of a more reflective life.

Far from any coastline, but perhaps close enough to Lake 
Michigan, David moved to Chicago where he spent his long 
career teaching to completion 1st through 8th grade to three 
separate groups of Waldorf students. To Sir With Love, 
indeed!

After a particularly active few days in Maine in May of 1970, 
David gradually seemed to become more serious, perhaps 
austere in the ensuing decades. His circle became centered 
around people connected to the teachings of Rudolph Stein-
er, a major influence in his life.

His first didactic employ was at Athens College in Greece 
where father Herbert had attended, Wes also.

In the late ’70s, David moved to the Threefold Farm in Rock-
land County, NY where he both taught at the Green Meadow 
School and at a residence for the elderly. In the 80s, he 
moved to Chicago and continued his teaching career at 
a Waldorf (Steiner) school. He also made frequent trips to 
other Steiner communities in England and Switzerland. 

His brother Robbie ’72 remembers a perpetual twinkle in his 
eye. He was adored by children and his nieces and nephews 
recount a certain magical quality to him. He had no kids of 
his own. 

Robbie recalls a circumspection and vagueness about his 
personal life. There was both a phlegmatic and mysteri-
ous aspect to him which seems to be the way he wanted 
it, though his infectious smile was always there to betray his 
inner warmth. 

Elliot Daum ’70 remembers that warmth even when his dis-
ease made him virtually incommunicado toward the end of 
his life. 

David also loved The 3 Stooges and the mock-rock group 
Sha Na Na and Robbie recalls David giving a standing ova-
tion to Sha Na Na in a Paris movie house to the complete 
befuddlement of the Parisians present.

Another Wes aspect of David was remembered by Prince 
Chambliss ’70 who noted how David’s movie-star good 
looks never seemed to be of importance to him and how he 
would react to references to his handsome face with contort-
ed facial tics and hilarious goofiness. David never exploited 
those looks, just stayed cool in the face of admiring females.

David’s main cultural love was music and his tastes ran to 
Blues, Rock and Roll and classical. Elliot remembers how 
enthralled David was at a Midnight Mass performance of 
Handel’s Messiah at the Washington Cathedral. David’s wife 
Trish recounts how during the last years of his mobility and 
independence, David padded all over Chicago in search of 
musical performances. He was passionate about it.

David married Trish Waters in Chicago and she devoted her-
self to him during his last years to the point of even becoming 
a caregiver at the Center where he lived so she could maxi-
mize her time near him as his disease took his memory and 
health. She recalls David’s spiritual path and his devotion to 
a higher power. She also recalls that even in the throes of his 
debilitating illness when he could no longer speak, he was 
still subject to great jags of laughter and hilarity which were 
crazily contagious to all those around him.

His students remember him as completely devoted to them 
and “a good shepherd” in ways that steered their lives in 
many positive directions.

In sum, David was a very mixed bag  
of tastes and character.  

Elliot would describe him as someone  
who would be standing in front of a  

duplex theatre where  
“Citizen Kane” was playing  
and in the other theatre was  

“Chopper Chicks From Biker Hell”  
and he’d be scratching his head as to  

which one to buy his ticket for.
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Above: David Brewster.

  

William B. Brittingham
(D. 10/18/1997)

No personal information available.

  

Ward T. DeWitt
(D. 6/12/2010)

Adapted from an obituary.

Few will dispute that Ward Taylor  
DeWitt cast a long shadow. At 
more than 6 feet 4 inches tall with a 
girth to match, DeWitt—former co-
captain and lineman on the Philip 
Schuyler High School Falcons foot-
ball team—cut an imposing pres-
ence wherever he went.

And it’s the places he did go—from the highest echelons of 
the state’s prison bureaucracy to the inner-circle of the gov-
ernor’s office—that distinguished him as one of the South 
End’s most quietly accomplished native sons, friends and 
family said.

DeWitt, 62, a former city school board president who later 
helped launch Albany’s first charter school, died Saturday at 
Albany Medical Center Hospital after a lengthy illness.

DeWitt’s physical stature figured prominently in his other en-
deavors, too. 

After graduating from Wesleyan University in Connecticut 
with a degree in anthropology, DeWitt returned to Albany 
in 1970 where he landed a job with childhood friend Herb 
McLaughlin as a drug counselor for Albany County.

Not long after—in the wake of the bloody Attica prison upris-
ing—the two took advantage of a push in the state prison 
system to diversify the ranks of its counseling staff, landing 
assignments as inmate counselors at Great Meadow Cor-
rectional Facility in Washington County, later transferring to 
Coxsackie.

But DeWitt would rise swiftly, landing a job with the Commis-
sion of Correction—a state prison watchdog agency—then 
by his early 30s, becoming a top criminal justice adviser to 
Democratic Gov. Hugh Carey. It was in that capacity in the 
early 1980s that DeWitt—the son of two Arch Street laun-
dromat owners—found himself on the Canadian border em-
broiled in the bitter, bloody dispute between battling factions 
of the Mohawk Nation.

“The two tribes up there had a conflict between them, and 
they refused to negotiate until he got there,” McLaughlin said.

“They said that he was a man of reason who could look 
through the issues and help resolve them,” his longtime wife, 
Mary, recalled. 

For his help in resolving the stalemate,  
the Mohawks awarded DeWitt  

with a plaque emblazoned with the 
fitting name they had bestowed on him:  
“Giant whose shadow blocks out the sun  

and frightens the troopers away.”

DeWitt would ultimately retire as second-in-command of the 
state’s massive prison system to go on to lead the Martin 
Luther King Jr. Institute for Nonviolence and later be called 
on by Pennsylvania officials to help launch a state-of-the-art 
prison there.

But in his hometown, DeWitt will likely be better remembered 
for his contributions to education. DeWitt, a father of four, 
served on the school board from 1990 to 1995, including 
serving as president. He later went on to help lead the board 
of New Covenant Charter School, the city’s first school of its 
kind, through its tumultuous early years.

“Ward’s position was that they (public and charter schools) 
really should be working together—that it was all for the good 
of the children,” Mary DeWitt recalled. “He felt that they 
should have this alternative. Ward’s goal was always to get 
them to work in harmony.”
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George C. Durbin (Bo)
(D. 4/11/2019)

By Bob Stone

No one ever called him George. To  
his friends he was always “Bo,” 
except during his last semester at 
Wesleyan, when he also became 
known as “Reverend.” More about 
that later.

Bo was my friend and fraternity 
brother. He was a gentle, upbeat, kind and caring soul with 
a wonderful sense of humor. He also had a serious side, 
particularly when social justice was at issue. And, like many 
of us, he came to deplore what our government was doing 
in Southeast Asia and participated fully in the protests that 
dominated the second half of our time at Wes.

Bo was a constant presence at the Delt house, where he fre-
quently could be found engaged in lively conversation in the 
television room. He also could be located, after meals, work-
ing diligently in the fraternity kitchen, where he was a legend-
ary dish washer and pot scrubber. During senior year, Bo and 
a dachshund named “Tube,” who lived in the fraternity house,  
became inseparable friends. Where Bo went, Tube followed. 
The ever-popular Tube was in stiff competition with “Nose 
Cone” (David Klatell’s Newfoundland puppy) to become the 
Delt mascot.

Draft lottery night in December 1969 was especially memo-
rable for Bo. He became the first of us to have his birthdate 
pulled from the bowl—number 14, as I recall. It was devastat-
ing for someone who so fervently opposed our involvement 
in Vietnam. I vividly remember Bo putting his hands over his 
face and exclaiming “oh my God” as we rushed to console 
him. As crestfallen as he was that night, he regained his 
sunny disposition a few short days later when he developed 
a rash from exposure to a wool blanket and concluded this 
might be his ticket for a deferment. Being uncertain of the 
outcome, however, he decided a backup plan was needed. 
He applied and was admitted to Union Theological Seminary 
in New York and thus was dubbed “the Reverend Bo.”

After college Bo did attend two years of divinity school. I 
don’t know whether he ever became ordained, but he pre-
dictably did end up devoting his life to helping others. He 
returned to his home town of Wilkes-Barre, PA and worked 
for disaster relief organizations during their big flood. There 
he met and married his first wife. Bo later moved to Kentucky 
where he worked first for a federal disaster relief agency and 
then for the U.S. Department of Labor’s Wage and Hour 
Division, enforcing minimum wage and overtime laws. After 
a divorce, Bo moved to Washington, DC, and finally back 
to the Philadelphia area, continuing to work for the Depart-
ment of Labor. He became the Director of Enforcement in the 
Philadelphia office. It was there that Bo met his second wife, 
Loretta. They were married in 1987 and remained together 
as a loving couple until his death in 2019. Bo retired when still 
a mere youth, at age 56.

Bo had a daughter and a son from his first marriage and was 
a proud and doting grandfather of three boys. He was a de-
voted Philly sports fan and, according to Loretta, sports was 

about 90 percent of what they watched on television. He also 
developed a passion for long distance running. He joined a 
running club and participated in about 50 marathons, includ-
ing Boston several times. (Wonder if he ever ran into the oth-
er elite Wesleyan runners of our time, such as Amby Burfoot, 
Jeff Galloway and our classmate Bill Rodgers?)

During his last couple of years, Bo endured a serious blood 
disease which, through the miracle of modern medicine, he 
seemed to have under control. But in April 2019, he suddenly 
was brought down by a heart attack. Not surprisingly, Bo’s 
memorial service was attended by loads of his former co-
workers and many neighbors and friends.

Above: Bo Durbin and “Tube”, 1970.

  

Robert C. Eimers, Jr. 
(Bob)
(D. 9/18/2011)

No personal information available.
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Richard Conrad Erdman
(D. 9/23/2016)

Adapted from an obituary.

Richard Conrad Erdman, 68, of 
Union, N.J., passed away on Friday, 
Sept. 23, 2016. Richard was born 
Sept. 18, 1948, grew up in Union, 
and graduated from Roselle Catho-
lic High School, Wesleyan Univer-
sity, and Rutgers School of Law. He 
volunteered with the ACLU and was a passionate defender 
of civil liberties. He loved rock and roll, blues, and especially 
jazz music. Richard was an avid reader and photographer.

Above: Richard Erdman.

  

Kim C. Fabricius
(D. 7/1/2018)

Adapted from an obituary by friend, 
Ben Myers.

My friend Kim Fabricius has died. 
On the weekend I received an email 
from his family. He was at his local 
coffee shop when he died, suddenly 
and unexpectedly. I didn’t realize a 
person like that could die. I had as-
sumed that a light as bright as Kim’s would never go out. 

He used to sit at that coffee shop scribbling his prolific “doo-
dlings”—jokes and aphorisms and insults—on the paper 
napkins, before sending them to me.

We became friends 12 years ago when Kim started writing 
with me on the Faith & Theology blog. I loved the guy. He 
was so funny, so sharp, so widely read, so cultured in an 
utterly irreverent and self-deprecating way, so over-the-top, 
so New York. He got his Christianity straight from Karl Barth 
and Dostoyevsky and the Book of Job, which might explain 

why he didn’t have much patience for cultural Christianity or 
the platitudes of a feel-good therapeutic faith.

He had become a Christian while reading Karl Barth’s com-
mentary on Romans: at the start of the book he was an un-
believer, and by the end of it he had decided to become a 
minister of the gospel. (Later, when he had a son, he named 
him Karl.)

Kim spent a long ministry in a little Reformed congregation 
in Swansea in the south of Wales. He was a pastor to those 
people, as you’ll know if you have read any of the innumer-
able sermons, hymns, and liturgies that he made available 
online. Not to mention his seemingly endless supply of 
down-to-earth wisdom about the ministry: “When I prepare 
couples for marriage and come to the vow ‘till death us do 
part’, I always tell them to cheer up—it could be longer.” Or 
this: “It may be easier to negotiate with a terrorist than with 
a church organist, but it is easier to negotiate with a church 
organist than with a cat.” Or this: “A minister is something of 
a jack-of-all-trades—without the skills.”

In some ways Kim was a pastor to me too. We wrote to each 
other hundreds (or was it thousands?) of times. When I suf-
fered personal griefs and defeats, I would turn to him for 
counsel. He was a pastoral realist, he liked to face things 
squarely just as they are, and there was great understanding 
and great kindness in the way he could talk to you about the 
challenges of living with ordinary human brokenness. He was 
one of those people who makes you wonder if there might be 
a point to having Christian ministers around after all.

Kim was a person with few illusions and much love. “What’s 
the difference between optimism and hope?” he once asked, 
and answered: “Hope is for pessimists.”

He wrote once that “God invented the church to give athe-
ists a fighting chance”—yet he devoted his life to serving the 
church. He railed against America—yet he was proud to be a 
New Yorker, and he was always contemplating the theologi-
cal advantages of American sports. In a very characteristic 
remark, he wrote: “Karl Barth said that when he gets to heav-
en he will seek out Mozart before Calvin. Quite right—and 
presumably he spoke to Calvin only to compare errors. Me—
I’ll be heading for the choir of angels, to find Sandy Koufax, 
to see how he made the baseball sing.” (But the pitcher has 
outlived the pastor. I hope Sandy Koufax will seek out Kim 
one day and bestow the longed-for benediction.)

Kim and I had formed a strong friendship over the internet 
before we ever met in person. We met one day in the United 
States—it was during one of his annual trips to New York 
to visit his mother—and I was stunned to realize that he 
was thirty years older than me. His heart and mind were so 
young, I had assumed that perhaps I was the elder brother. 
He was old enough to be my father, yet Kim Fabricius was 
one of the youngest people I have ever known. In his mind 
there was nothing stagnant or stale. He was still curious, still 
supple, still exploring the possibilities, still seeing life as an 
adventure of faith, hope, and love. At the age of 69 he died; 
and he was only getting started.
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William P. Fornaciari, Jr. 
(Bill)
(D. 5/28/1994)

By Jeremy Serwer

Early in our Freshman year Bill was 
recruiting musicians for “a band”. 
That’s how we met. At that time 
the British musical invasion was in 
its infancy, thus relegating our era’s 
party music to R&B, soul music, 
early funk, surfing music, a few ballads, and what today we’d 
call light rock. While we probably could have coined our own 
name, Bill drew up a contract whereby we purchased the 
graduating “Uranus and the Five Moons” name, and the rest 
was history: The Five Moons second incarnation was born.

Bill was the driving force, and as I recall, he drove much of 
the repertoire. (For the record, we consisted of Bill on bass; 
Gene Legg, lead singer; Andy Toth, keyboards; Peter White-
head, drums; Bob Apter, trumpet; Jeremy Serwer, saxo-
phones.) I still have some business cards.

At the same time, Bill and I pledged Beta Theta Pi, and we 
thus shared the same house for our Sophomore/Junior/Se-
nior years. That, along with the Moons, resulted in a great 
friendship, and as far as I was concerned, The Moons were 
critical to my personal financial survival—and it sure didn’t 
hurt our social existence. The road trips were phenomenal, 
and Bill managed to pack most of the band’s equipment into 
his Volkswagen station wagon. I have much gratitude for 
what Bill’s efforts produced for us.

And Bill was a character. A great example: for those of us 
who were Beta brothers, just about every day Bill was in the 
House we saw him literally wearing his live and sizeable par-
rot on his shoulder. Hard to forget, and I certainly remember 
many dirty shirts.

While in graduate school at The University of Chicago, Bill 
had his diving accident in one of the Great Lakes. While he 
was paralyzed, he had enough movement to enable an abil-
ity to drive a special vehicle. It was 25 years later during a trip 
in our 48th year that Bill had an apparent heart attack while 
driving, managed to get to a motel, but passed away.

Even in his condition, Bill attended a number of our earlier 
Reunions, travelling in from California. I’m glad he did, as di-
vine providence took him way too soon. It was grand to see 
him at Wes in those Reunion years.

And, as six degrees of separation would have it, in the early 
70s my brother, his wife, and two young kids moved to Pasa-
dena, CA for a year. While walking the neighborhood one day 
they met this real friendly guy in a wheelchair. They hit it off 
and became friends; the kids (now 50-ish) really enjoyed Bill. 
I visited Bill and my family during that year and remember 
being very impressed with Bill’s ground level apartment: it 
was outfitted with every convenience available at that time 
to someone in Bill’s condition. Turns out his Dad’s company 
was quite technologically proficient: the first “moon packs” 
worn by astronauts were made by them.

The back of our Moons business card was blessed with a 
George Nash ’70 artistic rendering of the group. I had it en-
larged years ago, framed it, and I just smile every time I walk 
by it today. 

Above: George Nash caricature of Uranus and the Five Moons.

  

Jonathan E. Gray
(D. 10/29/2007)

By Maurice Hakim

I got to know Jonathan (“don’t call 
me Jon”) well during our junior year. 
He was an unpretentious guy who 
was quite discerning and always to 
the point. He never minced words. 
The two of us hung out a lot during 
our senior year with Bob Schrijver 
and Gerry Jones. After graduation, we kept up our friendship 
in New York City where we both lived and worked. We ran 
into each other one day on Third Avenue and, over drinks at 
JG Melon’s, he told me he wasn’t too happy at work at, if I 
recall correctly, an advertising firm. I had just graduated from 
NYU with an MBA and had begun working at Chase. I sug-
gested that he, too, get an MBA and look to Wall Street for a 
career change. He did just that and eventually, after getting 
his MBA at NYU, became a highly respected securities ana-
lyst at Sanford Bernstein & Co. where he eventually became 
a partner. Over the years, Jonathan received multiple awards 
for his work and was named an All Star by Institutional Inves-
tor for 29 years. I always felt that my suggestion was a mitz-
vah, one which Jonathan sincerely appreciated and never let 
me forget.

  

Dwight L. Greene
(D. 7/9/1993 *unconfirmed)

By David Jones

Almost from the day we arrived at 
Wesleyan in 1966, Dwight and I be-
came close friends. We both delight-
ed in politics, and activism, and our 
careers right up to his death in 1993, 
following almost the exact same tra-
jectory that kept us in constant con-
tact. We worked hard with others in starting and supporting 
Ujamaa and getting a formal residence for it. I helped Dwight 
in his successful run as freshman class president (needless 
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to say the first person of color to hold the office). After Wes-
leyan, we both went to law school, he to Harvard and me  
to Yale, we both became Law clerks—he for Chief Judge 
Brietel of the NY State Court of Appeals and me for Federal 
Judge Constance Baker Motley. Then, almost in lock step, 
we went to work for Wall Street Law firms—he for Davis Polk, 
me to Cravath. 

So when Dwight and I spoke it was a conversation that was  
informed by such similar experiences, particularly in terms of 
people of color in a profession that only rarely had allowed 
us in, there was no need explain what we were going through 
and we could exchange advice as to how to cope and excel.

We kept talking right up to the time of his death. He was 
at my wedding, helped me move in to the first house we 
bought, and for a while lived right around the corner from us 
in Brooklyn. I still have vivid memories both from Wes and 
later of how much he loved to dance, and I especially miss 
his unique laugh which would brighten any conversation— 
in person or on the phone. He is missed by everyone who 
knew him. 

At his memorial service, the students,  and his colleagues at 
Hofstra Law School, where he was a professor, all said what 
a profound impact Dwight had on them. I can’t even imagine 
what heights he would have reached in the profession if his 
life hadn’t been cut short.

  

William H. Gucker (Bill)
(D. 10/30/1990 *unconfirmed)

No personal information available.

  

John C. Haury
(D. 5/16/2015)

By Mark Fuller

I first met John in Sunday School 
back in Indianapolis where we both 
grew up. Or perhaps it was Cub 
Scouts. Either way, he was perhaps 
my oldest friend and we remained 
close through high school and col-
lege, where we both followed some 
friends and classmates to Wesleyan. John was an only child 
and he always seemed a little older than his contemporaries. 

He was more sophisticated and cool, better with the ladies, 
very self-possessed and deploying a sly, southern-inflected 
charm that was irresistible. His off-campus house during 
our undergraduate days was a refuge for friends where end-
less games of bridge and hearts and bouts of table hockey  
provided a reliable escape from campus. 

Tall, good-looking, and smart as hell, John could have done 
just about anything but he chose to marry his high school 
sweetheart and move back to southern Indiana to become 
a small-town lawyer. The marriage didn’t last, although the 
lawyering did, and he built a career in Bloomington and Bed-
ford while indulging in his long-time hobby of tennis and ten-
nis officiating. 

He was a well-known and highly respected member of his 
community, with a long list of leadership positions and ac-
complishments in the legal field. His three children grew up 
to be equally committed to giving back to the world. 

He died suddenly a few years ago (a heart attack after a ten-
nis match) leaving a giant hole in a circle of friends that had 
remained close for fifty years or more; a hole that remains to 
this day.

  

Michael E. Hunter
(D. 5/30/2017)

By Jerry Cerasale

Michael and I were fraternity broth-
ers at Wesleyan. My fondest mem-
ory of him was his smile. He always 
had a smile. He brightened my day. 
Mike enjoyed music. Knowing him 
dramatically increased my appre-
ciation of classical music. 

He continued spreading the joy and appreciation of music to 
many, many others after Wes. He became an accomplished or-
ganist and is missed by many. There is a void in the music world  
in New England.

I attended a concert of his quite a few years ago, but, sadly, 
I was unable to connect with him through the crowd. I wish 
I had.

  

Dana B. Johnson
(D. 4/29/2012)

No personal information available.
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John D. Ketcham
(D. 5/11/2006)

By Bob Stone

John (“Ketch”) and I were team-
mates, friends and fraternity broth-
ers. Our close friendship continued 
until his untimely death in 2006.

Many at Wesleyan knew of John’s 
swimming exploits. He was our 
team captain, a three time NCAA 
All-American, voted Swimmer of The Year in New England, 
and a perennial New England champion in the backstroke 
and individual medley. He inspired the rest of us with his 
dedication, sensational performance and quiet, unassuming 
leadership. As one of the elite backstrokers in the country, 
John was invited to try out for the 1968 Olympics. To prepare 
for the Olympic trials, he signed on for an intense training 
regimen which far exceeded what he was used to doing. 
As a result, he developed severe tendinitis in his shoulders. 
Despite this, he still came very close to qualifying for the 
U.S. Olympic team. We never heard him complain about this 
misfortune. Similarly, he never talked about his accomplish-
ments. Ketch was a paragon of humility and grace.

John also was a great friend with a generous spirit. You 
could count on getting a hearty laugh from Ketch. He was 
everyone’s best audience. He participated in our sometimes 
outrageous revelry, but always with a degree of caution, 
restraint and innocence. He rarely consumed alcohol (and 
certainly not drugs), so therefore usually was the last man 
standing at parties. That is, until he discovered late in his 
college career that he actually liked the taste of rum and 
coke. And his fraternity brothers well remember John as the 
reluctant participant, but undisputed champ, in one-on-one 
chest bumping contests, the object of which was to knock 
the opponent off balance by launching oneself at each other 
with chest out and arms at the side.

After college, John got a graduate degree and became an 
accountant. He spent a couple of years in Hong Kong. When 
he returned to the States and set up his practice in New 
Jersey, we spent time together at his parents’ ski house in 
Vermont. He was an excellent skier and was amused by the 
inelegant way I attacked the slopes. Taking advantage of my 
gullibility, at one point he tricked me into going down a nar-
row and very steep double black diamond run, knowing I 
would make a complete fool of myself. We still were at an age 
when the risk of injury never would have entered our minds. 
It was worth it just to hear John’s high pitched laugh as he 
helped extricate me from a snow drift.

John married twice and had a total of four children. He was a 
dedicated family man. We were fortunate to receive periodic 
visits from John and his crew after we moved to California, 
because one of his sisters lived in our neighborhood. After he 
was diagnosed with pancreatic cancer in 2003, I visited him 
twice, first at the hospital and later at his home. Throughout 
this almost inevitably fatal illness he remained positive and 
focused on trying to beat the odds. The last time I saw John 
was three months before he died, when I and several other 
Wesleyan buddies gathered at his house. He knew the oth-
ers were coming but my presence was a surprise. We joked, 
told stories, and laughed a lot. Despite his weakened condi-
tion, he was still Ketch.

Above: John Ketcham in 1969 (top); in 2006 (bottom).

  

David A. Klatell
(D. 8/11/2016)

By Bob Stone

David was an exceptional person—
scarily smart, quick-witted and oc-
casionally acerbic, but also warm, 
generous and fun-loving. He was 
a brilliant and dedicated professor, 
first at Boston University and later 
at the Columbia University School 
of Journalism, whose students and colleagues adored him. 
He was, inexplicably, a loyal Mets fan. And a loving husband 
and father, and extremely indulgent grandparent. I got to see 
all these traits during our many years of friendship. I also was 
privileged to see his silly side. Oh, could David be silly!

I first met David when we were freshmen at Wesleyan, but 
we didn’t get to know each other well until our sophomore 
year, when we both roomed at the Delta Tau Delta fraternity 
house. Not surprisingly, David wasn’t your typical fraternity 
guy. He had little patience for fraternity exclusionism and 
arcane rituals. By the time we were seniors, when he was 
elected chapter president, he had changed it, through his 
leadership, to a much more open organization. I’m certain 
that David and I were among the first Jews to pledge that 
fraternity, and the brothers might not have known we were 
Jewish when they asked us to join. By the time we were 
seniors, we also had people with much more recognizably 
Jewish names, and we had brought in African Americans 
and women. And when it came to rituals, David made up 

144

his own to satirize what he regarded as complete nonsense. 
Somewhere he found a rubber fish and he soon had all of 
us chanting “BEHOLD THE FISH” while he proudly held it 
above his head with both hands.

I, along with several other members of our fraternity, were on 
the Wesleyan swim team, which had endured many lean years 
before we arrived. David was among the enthusiastic fan base 
who attended our meets. In our sophomore year, at a home 
meet, we beat Amherst for the first time in over 30 years. 
David and several other fraternity brothers watched from the 
balcony over the pool in the old Fayerweather Gymnasium. 
When the meet ended, David and some others jumped from 
the balcony into the pool. David’s aim wasn’t great and he 
landed straddling a lane rope. It’s miraculous that he was able 
to father two beautiful daughters after that incident.

In December of our senior year a draft lottery was held. 
Everyone was glued to the television set while birth dates 
randomly were pulled from a bowl, determining whether 
one would be required to report for military duty and almost 
certain deployment to Vietnam. It was quite a night and, of 
course, vast quantities of alcohol were consumed during the 
proceedings. When it was over, many of us were sure we 
would be heading to Southeast Asia. I don’t remember if it 
was David’s idea to have a mock battle at the Delt house that 
night, but I do recall vividly his participation in that battle. 
He grabbed a wooden road sign from the wall in his room, 
declared it to be a tank, placed a pot from the kitchen on his 
head, and rode the sign down the fraternity staircase on his 
belly. When he came to the first landing, the sign stopped but 
David kept on going. As a result, a large sliver of wood broke 
from the sign and became lodged in David’s thigh. Several of 
us had to carry him to the campus infirmary where the doctor 
spent at least an hour trying to remove wood from David’s 
thigh. Thus, he became the first war “casualty” in our class.

During the summer between our junior and senior years, Da-
vid and I took a five-week cross-country trip in my father’s 
car. The trip was David’s idea. His thought was that we would 
camp out most of the time using his pup tent, and occasion-
ally stay with college friends who hailed from different parts 
of the country. I was impressed that David, a city boy, not 
only possessed a pup tent but knew how to use it. That trip 
really sowed the seeds of our lifelong friendship. We took 
turns driving. We talked, laughed, sang, and acted like idi-
ots. We camped in cornfields and national parks. When we 
reached the South Dakota badlands, we climbed rocks and 
had a pretend cowboys and Indians confrontation, complete 
with gunshot noises and elaborate “I’ve been hit” tumbles 
down the cliffs.

On that trip we came up with strange words and sounds 
that became part of our own personal lexicon for the rest of 
our lives. For example, David decided that the giant prairie 
dogs we encountered in Wyoming should be called “mighty 
brontomonks.” Somewhere along the line, for reasons that 
entirely escape me, we both started uttering the mysterious 
sound “Muh.” To this day I have no idea what it means, but 
it became a term of endearment David and I used with each 
other, even as supposedly mature adults. We would greet 
each other on the phone this way and use it as a comment 
on one another’s Facebook posts. Once, when we visited 
David and his wife at their condo in New York after not having 
seen them for years, David reached out to shake my hand 
while I (being the affectionate Californian) moved in to give 
him a full embrace. David returned the hug, reached around 
and squeezed my butt, and whispered somewhat lascivi-
ously in my ear, “Muh.”

In recent years, we took a number of overseas trips with Da-
vid and his wife Nancy, whom he had started dating during 
our senior year at Wesleyan. David, with his incredible knowl-
edge of geography and history, did much of the planning and 
always was able to enlighten us as we toured other lands. 
He also was very resourceful, as when, during our driving 
trip through Provence, he convinced the rental car people 
that the severe damage to the tires and rims we’d caused 
by attempting to drive up some stairs really wasn’t our fault. 
Although we took these trips as adults, David and I often 
would resort to the juvenile behavior of our college days, and 
our wives would pretend not to know us.

In the last two years of David’s life we were lucky to see him 
much more often because his older daughter and her family 
had moved to Los Angeles. My friend’s passing was sudden, 
shocking, and devastating, but the time we shared will never 
be forgotten.

Above left: David Klatell and his future wife Nancy Laute, 1969. 
Top right: Beach bozos (David on left), 1972;  

Bottom right: David and his grandchildren, 2015.

••••••••••••

By Maurice Hakim

Dave was such a good-natured guy that one could not help 
but enjoy his company. A stranger might not know from a 
first encounter that someone who could be so goofy was so 
bright. I can’t imagine how enjoyable it must have been like 
to be a student in class taught by Dave at Columbia’s School 
of Journalism.

Others in our class who knew him better than me will have 
many stories to tell. What I remember best about Dave was 
our road trip in his car to a mixer at Bennington. We started 
a bit late and when we got on the Mass Pike, I told him to 
step on it. He was going about 80 MPH when a 1950’s green 
Rambler sped by us going at least 90 MPH. We were in 
shock. Regaining his composure, Dave determined that the 
guy must be headed to Bennington to get first dibs at the 
mixer. I couldn’t stop laughing. That was Dave at his best, a 
swell guy with an oft-times boyish sense of insightful humor 
that could make anyone happy.
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Paul E. Levine
(D. 12/18/1987)

Adapted from an obituary.

Paul E. Levine, a partner in a Man-
hattan law firm, Wachtell, Lipton, 
Rosen & Katz, died Friday, appar-
ently of a heart attack, at his home 
in Manhattan. He was 38 years old.

He was born in Staten Island and 
graduated from Wesleyan Universi-
ty and Columbia Law School. He also had a master’s degree 
from the London School of Economics.

  

Paul J. Mack
(D. 10/6/2019)

No personal information available.

  

Paul F. Macri
(D. 4/9/2014)

By Tim Greaney

At Wesleyan, Paul was vibrant, full 
of enthusiasm, and most of all, pos-
sessed of curiosity. He was always 
interested in talking about music, 
politics, and all that engulfed us 
circa 1968–70. He was what Wes-
leyan strives for: intellectual curios-
ity, principles, and humor. Which he kept going his whole life.

History: My classmate at CSS and suitemate in Lawn Av-
enue, Paul married his high school pal soon after Wes, Joan, 
who logged many weeks on our campus, and logged some 
50 years as Paul’s soulmate. After moving to Maine with Paul 
in 1975, Joan became an award-winning teacher, debate 
coach, and eventually, political activist. Like we used to be, 
remember?

As did most of us from CSS, Paul went on to law school: 
University of Maine ’76, clerked for the Attorney General of 
Maine, and then went on to a remarkable career in private 
practice. Primarily an appellate lawyer, he argued more cases 
before the Maine Supreme Court than any private attorney in 
history. Got awards and recognition, but more important to 
him, he represented real people who have been done wrong. 
Specializing in wrongful death cases, Paul helped numerous 
grieving family members get some measure of justice from 
our legal system.

Paul and I stayed in touch over the years, with only occa-
sional visits. 

Paul seemed tremendously at home  
and grounded in Lewiston,  

tremendously connected to his community, 
active in local politics,  
reading voraciously,  

and proud of his work. 

He and Joan had a son and daughter (the latter went to Wes-
leyan got her J.D. at Northeastern). Their son, a psychiat-
ric nurse practitioner working with the homeless in Boston, 
named Paul’s grandson Paul. Enough said.

Paul loved music and humor, and was a big Monty Python 
fan. While in the hospital he played his 1,000-song iPad to 
the delight of other patients and was a source of comfort and 
joy for staff and others on his ward. Near the end, Paul was 
lying in the hospital, surrounded by his loved ones. He hadn’t 
said anything in some time and some thought him asleep. 
They began talking among themselves. Whereupon—and 
God damn it, this is true—Paul sat upright and declared, 
“Not dead yet!” May we all aspire to check out with such 
music, grace and humor.

  

Gregory L. Maire
(D. 10/4/2015)

Adapted from an obituary.

Michael Horvich and Gregory Maire 
have lived and loved together in a 
committed, same sex relationship 
for the last 40+ years. Sunday at 12 
noon, Gregory Maire, diagnosed 
with Young Onset Dementia/Al-
zheimer’s and who had been living 
at the Lieberman Center for Health and Rehabilitation on the 
Special Memory Care Unit for the last 18 months, passed on 
to his next adventure on the other side of life as we know it.

Gregory lived with Michael who supported him during his 
Young Onset Dementia/Alzheimer’s for 12 years and I mean 
they LIVED! They traveled the world, including month-long 
stays in Spain, France, several in Italy, and several in Mexico. 
Gregory continued to be active in many charitable organi-
zations, attended the Lyric Opera and other theater events, 
entertained, and spent full days enjoying Evanston, where 
they lived, and Chicago culture. 

Gregory was not a victim of Alzheimer’s, he was a hero in life. 
His calm, gentle, thoughtful demeanor never failed him and 
he gave his love to family and friends as freely and easily as 
ever. Last Thursday he developed a cough and cold which 
quickly developed into pneumonia. Midwest Hospice did a 
stellar job of keeping Gregory comfortable and supporting 
Michael as well in his understanding of the process of dying. 
Gregory’s death was an easy one for him and in his 4th day 
coma, he was able to close his lips and give Michael one last 
kiss. There is magic in life ... and in death. 

146

Gregory did his undergraduate work at Wesleyan Univer-
sity in Connecticut and he graduated Phi Beta Kappa from 
Harvard University. He retired from his architect and inte-
rior designer firm, Gregory Maire Architect Ltd, in 2005. His 
homes and designs can be seen in Chicago’s Gold Coast 
and throughout the North Shore suburbs. His firm was the 
consulting architects for renovations at The Baha’i Temple 
in Wilmette. His international work reached as far as Saudi 
Arabia.

Gregory’s homes range in style from Modern to Arts & Crafts 
to Classical where he is equally well known for his histori-
cally accurate detail or innovative design. His work has been 
published in a number of architecture and design magazines 
as well as The New York Times and The Chicago Tribune. 

Earlier in his career he was involved as a supervisor for an 
independent living house which is part of The Thresholds 
organization. In the past both Gregory and Michael were 
involved with Gay Horizons which eventually became The 
Center on Halsted, a community and support services cen-
ter for the GBLTQ community. Gregory worked the hotline 
and facilitated coming-out groups. Gregory served on the 
board of DIFFA, Design Industry Foundation For AIDS for 
many years and served as president as well. He worked 
pro-bono for the Ragdale Foundation in Lake Forest helping 
to design a handicapped assessable artist studio for their 
residency program.

Although talented and creative his entire life, painting be-
came a relatively new venture for him as supported by teach-
er, mentor, friend: Nancy Rosen. Gregory was very prolific in 
his work which included abstract images, color and pattern 
study and had several art shows including one at Lincoln-
wood Village Town Hall Gallery and at the Lieberman Center. 
Gregory was instrumental in helping create “Michael’s Mu-
seum: A Curious Collection of Tiny Treasures” which went 
on to become a permanent exhibit at Chicago Children’s 
Museum on Navy Pier.

  

Alexander M. Marino 
(Alex)
(D. 7/1/1968 *unconfirmed)

By Darryl Hazel

Alex Marino, a member of our class, 
lost his life in the summer of 1968 
due to a drug incident. He was a 
wrestler and a member of Psi U. 
His senseless death had a profound 
impact on some of his friends. Two, 
David Pollock and Peter Etkin, left Wesleyan the following 
year and never returned. For me, it graphically illustrated how 
precious life is, how you can unknowingly impact the people 
around you, and what a serious business living one’s life is.

  

Peter B. Martin (Pete)
(D. 4/8/2005)

By Jerry Cerasale

I met Pete our freshman year as we  
both joined Kappa Nu Kappa. As 
members of a fraternity, we saw 
quite a lot of each other. Pete was 
very active in intramural sports, the 
finances of KNK, and running the 
eating club. Actually operating an 
eating and rooming facility with a group of individuals from 
throughout the country was one of the exciting events at 
Wes for Pete, and he was good at it. 

Whenever anyone needed help at KNK,  
Pete was there to lend a hand.  

He was that dependable.  
As a psychology major,  

he was interested in continuing  
to help others in need. 

During our last three years at Wes, Pete lived down the hall 
from me. We spent many hours laughing, joking and talk-
ing. Our discussions ranged from practical to theoretical to 
political. Many were simply frivolous. But I enjoyed every one 
of them.

After Wes, Pete went on to earn a PhD from, I think, Bos-
ton College. He established a clinical psychology practice in 
Massachusetts where he was raised. His wife is a minister, 
and Pete became a lay pastor—helping people in another 
realm. Sadly, a stroke took his life way too soon.

Backpacking and enjoying the beautiful world was a passion 
for Pete. I am certain that if he had any opportunity to help 
a patient outdoors rather than at his clinic, he would have 
taken it. So, Pete was an excellent student, a good athlete, 
an outdoorsman, and a soft-hearted man all of which were 
exemplified by his time at Wes and his career after. But most 
of all Pete was a friend.
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Jonathan E. Maslow 
(Jon)
(D. 2/19/2008)

By Ted Reed

In the fall of 1980, I went back to 
school to study at Columbia School 
of Journalism. One day, walking 
across the Columbia campus,  
I saw someone familiar—familiar  
even though I had not seen him 
in a dozen years. It was Jon Maslow. He was an ad-
junct professor, as I recall, teaching a writing course in 
the J-School. We hung out throughout my year at Co-
lumbia and stayed in touch until Jon died of stomach  
cancer in 2008.

Jon was a journalist and writer, the author of half a dozen 
books. His writing was well-received even when the topics 
were as obscure as the quetzal bird of Guatemala or the 
cowboys of Turkmenistan. Jon got an obit in The Times and 
an entry in Wikipedia.

At Wesleyan, Jon, like me, was a member of EQV. We lived 
in EQV in the first semester of sophomore year. Before the 
semester ended, the building burned down, the result of a 
fire in Jon’s room. As I recall, a burning cigarette butt was 
involved. Wesleyan decided not to re-open EQV and we all 
had to move out. Jon not only moved out, but also left Wes-
leyan and went to Marlboro College in Vermont. He told me 
he hadn’t realized, when he was admitted, that Wesleyan 
wasn’t co-ed at the time.

Jon graduated from Marlboro in 1971 and from Columbia 
Journalism in 1974. Afterwards, he wandered for a while. 
He spent seven years wandering around the Gulf of Mexico, 
visiting Florida, Mississippi, New Orleans, the Darien Gap in 
Panama and Colombia. He spent a year living in an attic in 
New Orleans and writing.

Jon eventually returned to the New York area. He was a New 
Jersey guy. He was born in Long Branch and graduated from 
high school in Red Bank. He ended up in central New Jersey, 
married to his third wife.

In the early ’80s, Jon wrote a column for the United Airlines 
magazine. Afterwards, he found his niche as a writer. His 
obit describes him as “a journalist and naturalist whose trav-
els took him from the rain forests of Central America to the 
steppes of Central Asia.” It said that his books were about 
“rare, beautiful or otherwise beguiling animals in the wild, 
often in remote places.”

As Jon turned out books, the animals became increasingly 
rare and the habitats increasingly hard to get to. The Owl Pa-
pers, published in 1983, was about endangered owls in New 
Jersey. In 1986, Jon wrote about the quetzal, the national 
bird of Guatemala, in Bird of Life, Bird of Death: A Naturalist’s 
Journey Through a Land of Political Turmoil. In 1994, he pub-
lished Sacred Horses: The Memoirs of a Turkmen Cowboy, 
about a rare breed of horse.

In 1995, Jon published Torrid Zone, a collection of seven 
short stories about the Gulf Coast. My favorite is “The Last 
Lector”, set in Ybor City, a part of Tampa that was once filled 

with cigar factories. Lectors were the people who read nov-
els or newspapers aloud as the Cuban cigarmakers worked. 
In the story, Jon combines his loves for literature, Latin Amer-
ica, interesting characters and history.

Also in the 1990s, Jon took jobs as a reporter at New Jersey 
newspapers in Cape May and then in Paterson. He wasn’t 
like me, someone who always wanted to be a reporter, and 
he started a little late in life. He once inscribed a book for me: 
Jonathan Maslow, oldest cub reporter.

Jon wasn’t a huge baseball fan, but he was someone who, if 
you suggested going to a game, would say sure. In 1981, we 
saw Fernando Valenzuela’s first game in New York. In 2003, 
we went to Philadelphia to see the Phillies play the Oakland 
A’s. He enjoyed the game, but turned down my invitation to 
stay overnight in my hotel room because he wanted to get 
home. I think that was the last time I saw him.

One day in 2008 I opened the mail and found a card with a 
photo of Jon on the front. I thought it was an invitation to a 
60th birthday party, but when I opened it, I found it was an 
invitation to a memorial celebration. Jon was 59. 

Above: Jon Maslow poses in a 1994 publicity photo for  
Sacred Horses: The Memoirs of a Turkmen Cowboy.
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Douglas S. Maynard 
(Doug)
(D. 11/1/2013)

By Tony Balis 

Just look at that smile! Man, did 
Doug know joy. He totally asked the 
right questions of life, with never a 
trace of arrogance or presumption, 
never forcing his agenda on others, 
responding to people, as to life, with 
such unadulterated ease and such unparalleled good humor. 
He was generous and gentle, yet a self-reliant and rugged 
athletic warrior and lover of high mountain hikes across the 
globe. His famous laugh was wholehearted, without hesi-
tation, always with kind intent—and it so easily embraced 
everyone within a country mile. After Wesleyan, he built a 
house in the woods of New Hampshire and worked most 
of his career as an independent investment counselor and 
accountant.

Forever alive to the opportunities of each day, Doug was 
happy alone or hanging with friends and teammates. He 
loved wilderness and history and sports. He cared not a whit 
about any manner of artificial success or an audience. 

And one fine and fateful night in Concord (NH), he simply 
went out for a beer to watch the Celtics and right there be-
side him at the bar, he met Lorrie, the love of his life. They 
were inseparable for twenty-seven years. 

Doug was indeed a superb athlete, incredibly strong, quick 
and coordinated, but also a keen observer of the subtleties 
of lacrosse or soccer. 

Captain of both teams his senior year,  
Doug was a natural leader  

and born competitor  
who urged his teammates  

to their best efforts,  
not only with the astonishing example  

of his raw athleticism,  
but also with his unflagging commitment  

to the competition at hand. 

He was the first third division athlete ever to be awarded first 
division all-American honors in lacrosse. He was all New 
England in soccer as well. Not least, and with amazing en-
durance, he played club lacrosse well into his 50s and 60s 
and was an inspiration to hundreds of high-schoolers that he 
coached in New Hampshire. Then one day a few years back, 
Dougie suddenly left us, running to keep in shape along the 
workout course he had created in the woods behind his 
home.... 

Here are a few words by John Muir that resonate with Doug’s 
life view:

As long as I live I’ll hear the birds and the winds and the wa-
terfalls sing. I’ll interpret the rocks and learn the language of 
flood and storm and avalanche. I’ll make the acquaintance of 
the wild gardens and the glaciers and get as near to the heart 
of this world as I could. And so I did. I sauntered about from 
rock to rock, from grove to grove, from stream to stream, and 
whenever I met a new plant I would sit down beside it for a 
minute or a day, to make its acquaintance, hear what it had 
to tell. I asked the boulders where they had been and whither 
they were going, and when night found me, there I camped. 
I took no more heed to save time or to make haste than did 
the trees or the stars. This is true freedom, a good, practical 
sort of immortality.

—John Muir

Above: Doug Maynard.

  

James G. McElroy, Jr.
(D. 6/1/1976 *unconfirmed)

No personal information available.
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Stephen J. Menick 
(Steve)
(D. 5/13/2018)

By Dan Rosenheim

In the fall of 1966, the autumn be-
fore the Summer of Love, I had the 
good fortune to live next door to 
Stephen Menick in Howland Hall. 
Truth be told, my first impressions 
of Stephen were very much colored 
by, well, pot.

My roommate, Steve Ossad, and I were just discovering 
marijuana, but Menick came to Wesleyan adept in psyche-
delics and an early entrant into the counter culture. To a na-
ive incoming freshman, there was an aura of mystery about 
Stephen’s room, shrouded in curtains and decorated with 
ultraviolet lighting, where he burned incense and held forth 
on The Tibetan Book of the Dead.

But it was also quickly clear  
that Stephen was a  

gentle and generous soul,  
an earnest and inquisitive,  

if slightly tortured,  
psychedelic voyager who had kind words  

for and about everyone he knew. 

He was happy to share his stash, and many was the night 
we sprawled on his carpet, listening to The Byrds sing “Eight 
Miles High,” a three-and-a-half minute cut that seemed to 
last for hours.

As we grew to know Stephen, we soon learned that he was 
intelligent, creative and interesting. He loved music and 
taught himself to be a passable guitarist. He wrote stories, 
read widely, liked talking about philosophy, and he laughed 
frequently.

Eighteen months later, Stephen became my next-door 
neighbor once again, this time in Paris during our joint se-
mesters abroad in the spring of 1968.

We lived in the center of town in a handsome old building 
on the rue St Honore, the trendy Right Bank street filled with 
fashionable dress shops and jewelry stores. It was a long 
way from Foss Hill, all the more so in those pre-Internet, pre-
mobile phone days.

I moved into a garret apartment, and my neighbors on the 
sixth floor, in a slightly larger studio with a galley kitchen and 
a loft bed over the entry door, were Stephen and his new 
girlfriend, a law school student from Yugoslavia named Nina 
Bakic. Nina was a sweet, caring woman, with a tendency 
to mother Stephen. She was larger than Stephen, who was 
Jack Sprat to her, tall and very lean with his long hair and 
fierce eyes.

Most mornings, Stephen would walk down six flights to the 
local bakery, and when he returned, I would step across the 
hall and join them for breakfast—usually tartines of French 
bread with sweet butter and café au lait. I remember how 
the rising steam from our mugs was caught in the sunlight 
streaming through the window as Stephen played Charles 
Lloyd’s “Forest Flower” on the phonograph.

One day, Stephen and Nina invited me to join them and a 
French friend for lunch. We all met at Popotte, a little res-
taurant Stephen selected on the rue Gregoire de Tours in 
the Latin Quarter, where we sat at a wood counter and ate 
steak frites. It was a simple meal, but memorable because 
the friend Stephen wanted me to meet, Marisabel Baylion, 
became my girlfriend for the next three years. (Marisabel 
later allowed that her real reason for attending the lunch was 
that she had eyes for Stephen, whom she found romantic 
and enigmatic).

A few months later, France blew up with street demonstra-
tions and a nationwide general strike that brought the coun-
try to a standstill for the better part of a month. I was drawn to 
the demonstrations and moved out of my room, into a Latin 
Quarter hotel that housed a number of my Wesleyan class-
mates and was more in the center of things. In the process, I 
largely lost track of Stephen. I did know that he had minimal 
interest in France’s political upheaval, although he attended 
a giant May Day demonstration, coming away, he told me 
later, with an indelible image of an anarchist girl, dressed all 
in black, who spent an entire afternoon riding on her bearded 
boyfriend’s shoulders while she held a black flag.

After that, Stephen and I were out of touch for 50 years. And 
then, early in 2018, I reached out to him for help with a mem-
oir I was writing about those days back in Paris.

We caught up with each other through a series of emails.

I learned that Stephen had become an accomplished writer, 
video producer and director, whose work had been rec-
ognized with four regional Emmys, several national Emmy 
nominations, a starred review in Publishers Weekly and a 
National Book Award nomination.

He lived in Washington, DC, and was married to a woman 
from Serbia. He had a son, Alex, a student at George Mason 
University and talented musician of whom Stephen spoke 
with pride—the pride was later very much reciprocated in a 
loving reminiscence that Alex wrote about his father.

I asked Stephen to critique my memoir, and he did—with 
kindness, but in detail, and with unsparing critical honesty.

He also told me he had recently visited Paris.

“The Paris we knew was still a post-war town,” he wrote. “It is 
not the same city. The 21st-century Paris feels like just that: 
a 21st-century city.”

And then Stephen told me he had been diagnosed two years 
earlier with Stage IV colon cancer, which now had metas-
tasized to his liver. He had just come home, he said, after a 
nine-day stay at Georgetown Hospital.

Stephen confronted his death with fearless grace and with-
out complaint. As his son, Alex, noted, Stephen used the 
time he had left to do what he loved most, which was writing. 
Stephen was actually quite excited that he had just finished 
a novel, Ruby Highland, and he wanted that, not his work in 
film, to be his legacy.
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And he spoke of his illness with equanimity and of his life 
with gratitude.

“I’m in palliative care and may have just a few days remain-
ing,” he wrote. “But I’ve been privileged to experience an 
awe-inspiring and humbling display of love, love from my 
family and from my friends.”

Above: Steve Menick, Spring 2018.

  

Leroy O. Moore
(D. 1/18/2010)

By Lawrence Madlock

Leroy Moore (1947–2010) was from 
Memphis, TN. He attended Melrose 
High School with me. He graduated 
from the Riverdale School in the 
Bronx before coming to Wesleyan. 

While at Wesleyan  
Leroy majored in psych and  

minored in Spanish.  
He was a member of the  
freshman football team.  

His biggest involvement was with Ujamaa. 
He spent his junior year in Spain.  

He was known for his brilliant wit and  
his love of late night card games.

After graduation he received a master’s in educational psych 
from The College of William and Mary. He was employed in 
the admissions office of several universities before finally 
coming back to Memphis where he was in charge of sev-
eral programs at the University of Tennessee Health Science 
Center for encouraging students to enter the sciences. He 
remained there until his retirement shortly before his death.

He was survived by his wife Cecelia and his daughter.

  

Robert I. Nathanson
(D. 12/31/1975 *unconfirmed)

No personal information available.
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Walter Niemasik, Jr. 
(Wally)
(D. 12/7/2012)

By Maurice Hakim

Wally and I were close friends for 
our last two years at Wesleyan. The 
infamous poker game at the CSS 
lounge was usually organized by 
Wally. Around the table one could 
find class notable Murray Krugman 
as well as faculty notable and professor of history Jeffrey 
Butler. Murray loved 7 Card High-Low and relished the dec-
laration after the 7th card when he would tell us that both 
hands—not just the chip hand—had to be over the table. For 
obvious reasons, Butler didn’t cater to Murray’s sense of hu-
mor. Wally would look down at his cards and smile behind 
his hand so as not to offend one of his mentors.

As the designated captain of the varsity poker team, Wally 
arranged a game at Storrs with some UConn guys he knew 
from high school. We traveled over an hour, saying along the 
way that we would clean up playing against a bunch of al-
leged dumbbells. Little did we expect to get cleaned out. 

Wally was blessed with a sharp mind and keen studying skills  
and he made the most of these attributes at Wesleyan, 
Georgetown Law, Stanford Graduate School of Business, 
and ultimately during his immensely successful career in 
finance. By the end of his life, he ran a mid-cap fund out 
of San Francisco. His success was shared with others be-
sides his dear family. His volunteer work and philanthropy 
to several charities and schools, especially Wesleyan, was 
magnanimous. 

I last saw Wally at his office overlooking the bay and San 
Francisco. When I updated him on my tea business, he of-
fered up, without my asking, an introduction to the president 
of Safeway. One phone call from Wally to him and I soon 
had an appointment to meet with the head beverage buyer.  
I didn’t know how ill Wally was at that time. He never even 
hinted that he was ill and had cancer and I didn’t know until 
I read the news in the Wesleyan alumni magazine that he 
passed away only months after my visit. I was shocked and 
saddened to lose a great friend.

Above: Wally Niemasik montage created by his family.

By Tim Greaney

Wally and I roomed together for two years at CSS and again 
three years later, after graduation from law school, shared 
a townhouse in Washington, DC. We stayed in close touch 
ever since. Wally and I had a number of things in common—
law school, terrific marriages and kids, and satisfying ca-
reers. Another thing, Wally and I were that rare commodity at 
Wesleyan (though maybe less so than at other elite schools), 
we were both the product of working class parents. Wally’s 
father was a cook at UConn, his brothers served in the mili-
tary, and he was the first to go to college. One other thing, 
Wally stood out among our peers as someone who openly 
stated he wanted to make money someday. Not a common 
(or fashionable) ambition among our classmates (at least, 
back in the day). He succeeded in achieving that goal and 
many, many others.

Wally got a J.D. at Georgetown and subsequently joined 
the Antitrust Division of the US Department of Justice. A 
few years later he became an associate at a prominent DC 
law firm. He worked long hours and was doing well, but it 
dawned on him that a career in law was not going to fulfill 
his dreams. So he and his wonderful wife, Julie Kaufman, 
packed up and moved out to the Left Coast, both having 
gained admission to an up-and-coming Business School—
Stanford. It proved to be the right move. Julie went on to 
work for Bain & Company, and later specialized in market re-
search for a major consulting firm and eventually started her 
own practice. Both of their sons are doing quite well, working 
at an up-and-coming tech firm named Google.

After getting his MBA, Wally founded a small cap fund and 
later moved to Snyder Capital Management where he started 
as an analyst, became the linchpin of the firm’s sales depart-
ment, and eventually became CEO, with a San Francisco of-
fice and view beyond description. He travelled a lot, worked 
long hours, and prospered, but spent every waking hour 
devoted to his family. He did find time to become an accom-
plished tennis player (I beat him at Wesleyan, but discovered 
to my chagrin that he’d long passed me by once he hit the 
Left Coast. Must have been the good weather, or maybe it 
was the tennis court he had in his back yard!) The sources of 
his business success reflected the traits of the Wally I knew 
at Wesleyan—hard working, gregarious, and astute. He was 
also a genuinely kind person. On being diagnosed with can-
cer, he spent many hours inpatient and outpatient at Stan-
ford. It came as no surprise for me to learn from Julie that the 
hospital designated him as an informal counselor to talk to 
other patients with terminal diagnoses.

One of my fondest memories of Wesleyan is staying up all 
night to watch Wally play poker. His opponents were much 
better equipped financially to handle what seemed to me to 
be extraordinary stakes. Which made it all the more satis-
fying to watch him consistently take them to the cleaners. 
Never had the guts to play myself, but learned a lot from 
Wally’s strategic moves and especially his ability to read the 
room. Another moment I’ll never forget, sitting on our couch 
on December 1, 1969, holding hands and nervously watch-
ing the draft lottery. We both lucked out. And luck is the key 
word—neither of us had an out, as poker players say. Ok, 
one more. We’re living together in DC after law school, no 
money, big time student loans. Wally comes back from work, 
reaches into his brief case and proudly pulls out two rolls 
of toilet paper. “We’re set for a while,” he announced. One 
sweet, stand-up guy.

  
152

Thurman N. Northcross
(D. 6/20/2019)

By Lawrence Madlock

Thurman N. Northcross (1948-2019) 
was from Memphis, TN. He gradu-
ated from Manassas High school.

At Wesleyan he majored in math 
and economics. He stayed at Wes-
leyan an extra year to complete a 
research project to get the double 
major. He was a music lover who helped organize our con-
certs and road trips to hear different performers. He was 
deeply involved with Ujamaa and the establishment of the 
Malcolm X house.

After graduation he attended Carnegie-Mellon University 
and received an MBA and master’s in industrial organization.
Several years later he returned to Memphis and was involved 
in several startup companies and business think tanks. He 
had his private businesses running until he was stricken by 
a progressive neuromuscular disease that had him confined 
to a bed in a nursing home for about the last five years. His 
mind was sharp until the end. He blogged by voice control 
and hand, on politics, econom-
ics, philosophy and his-
tory and until his death in 
June 2019. He was di-
vorced and left a son, 
Cortlandt, and many 
friends and family.

At right: Thurman 
Northcross.

  

Theodore M. Payne (Ted)
(D. 4/21/2002)

Adapted from an obituary.

Ted Payne died on April 21, 2002 at 
52 years of age, a resident of Hard-
ing Township, NJ, and Oakey Point 
in Cundy’s Harbor, ME. He was an 
investment analyst with Metropoli-
tan Life Insurance Company, and 
a graduate of Mamaroneck High 
School, Wesleyan University and Harvard Business School. 
He was a member of the Harvard Club of New York. 

Ted was a man of principal, honor, integrity and dignity. He 
reveled in his enthusiasm for life. His optimism for the future 
never wavered. His character, courage and convictions will 
be remembered and live on in his loved ones as we con-
tinue to celebrate his life. He was a man of extraordinary 
intelligence and taste who lived his life with grace and style. 

He will be deeply missed by his partner, his family and his 
friends throughout the world. We are all honored to have 
been the beneficiaries of his warmth, strength, intellect and 
insight, and most importantly common sense. Ted, you 
are physically gone from our lives but you will live on in our 
hearts forever. 

  

Arden Reed (Bud)
(D. 12/20/2017)

By Mark Fuller

Arden Reed was known as “Bud” 
when I met him at Wesleyan. We 
roomed together in Lawn Avenue, 
along with Ed Castorina, the third 
member of our triumvirate, sharing 
music, conversation, struggles—
both academic and personal, and a 
fair amount of controlled substances. Arden was sui generis. 
Tall and lean with olive skin, an exotic profile and a tower-
ing afro, he cut a distinctive figure on campus, abetted by 
his scholarly brilliance, outgoing and witty personality, and 
willingness to be outrageous when the occasion demanded. 
Denver born and bred, he introduced me and a cohort of 
other Wesleyan pals to the joys of mountain living which af-
fected us all, for better or worse, and led directly to my long-
time and ongoing residence in Colorado. We kept in touch 
over the years, through his marriage, fatherhood, academic 
career at Pomona College, and, eventually, his coming out 
as a gay man and his long and loving relationship with his 
partner, Dru. Arden spent part of each year in Santa Fe 
where he nurtured his love for contemporary art, becoming 
both a collector and a respected critic on the local scene. 
Penny and I visited him and Dru there every summer where 
we reveled in the inevitable nostalgia, news of family and ca-
reers, and the beauty of his pastoral compound on Old Dog 
Run south of the city. 

Arden was an insightful and thorough dissector of literature 
and art, a widely respected and highly-honored teacher and 
a prolific author on the intersections between art, literature 
and culture. He was also earthy and unpretentious, endless-
ly curious, and a loyal and treasured friend, with a special af-
fection for Wesleyan, where he en-
joyed lecturing from time to 
time. He died suddenly 
and far too young and 
he is sorely missed.

At right: Arden 
Reed, Hotel 
Stella, 1968.
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Mark M. Rosenthal
(D. 2/3/2010)

Adapted from an obituary.

Mark Rosenthal, 61, was born in 
Connecticut and raised in New Jer-
sey. He attended Wesleyan Univer-
sity and University of Michigan Law 
School. 

Mark practiced law in Washington, 
DC and Los Angeles for 36 years, 
most recently as chair of the National Sports Law Group at 
Jeffer Mangels Butler & Marmaro. 

  

Walter H. Samuel II
(D. 10/26/2013)

No personal information available.

  

John W. Scott, Jr. 
(Scotty)
(D. 4/16/2008)

By Bob Stone

John (“Scotty”) Scott was irrepress-
ible. Nothing stopped him. Scotty 
had a severe visual impairment, re-
quiring that he wear glasses with ex-
tremely thick lenses which provided 
only minimal correction. To be able 
to read, he pressed a magnifying lens over one eye. 

He grew up in the segregated south and, for a time, was de-
nied the right to attend his local public high school because 
of his race. In 1963, he and several other African-American 
students won a federal lawsuit allowing him to be among the 
first to integrate that Fredericksburg, VA, school.

At Wesleyan, John was welcomed  
as the first African-American member  

of our fraternity, Delta Tau. 

Despite the challenges posed by his vision disability, he not 
only was an outstanding student but also served for three 
years as the swim team manager, keeping records for the 
coach. He was constantly upbeat, friendly and supportive. 
Everyone wanted to hang out with Scotty.

After college, Scotty went to law school at University of Vir-
ginia. He then worked for the NAACP Legal and Educational 
Defense Fund, after which he joined a Fredericksburg law 
firm, ultimately becoming its managing partner. 

In 1990, he was appointed General District Court judge in 
Stafford County, VA, becoming the first African-American 
to serve on the bench in the Fredericksburg area. Six years 
later he was elevated to circuit judge in Fredericksburg. He 
married Alda White, another lawyer who had been active in 
the civil rights movement, and they had three sons.

In 2006, while on a civil war battlefield road trip through the 
south, my wife and I visited Scotty. He was excited to reunite 
with a college friend and fraternity brother. He proudly gave 
us a tour of his courtroom and chambers, then we and our 
spouses had a lovely and memorable dinner together. 

His vision had deteriorated even more, leaving him legally 
blind, but he soldiered on as a jurist and a cherished and 
respected member of his community. He died after eye sur-
gery two years later, having achieved quite a lot in his 59 
years on earth.

••••••••••••

By Jerry Cerasale

John and I knew each other at Wesleyan particularly as Gov-
ernment majors. We also worked together in the tumultuous 
days prior to our graduation—would there be a graduation 
ceremony? If so, what? Our paths crossed again at Univer-
sity of Virginia School of Law. John attended immediately 
after Wesleyan, and I had a two year detour in the Army. John 
was the polished third year student while I was the nervous 
first-year fearing that I had lost my academic edge in the 
Army. John was a calming influence. He took the time from 
his studies and family to mentor me through the first year at 
UVA. That was a privilege for which I am forever grateful.

During that “mentoring process” our friendship grew. We 
spent hours talking about the paths our lives had taken—
a black from Virginia and a white from an Italian immigrant 
family in Connecticut. During one of our talks I learned that 
John had integrated Fredericksburg High School. I can only 
imagine the hate and anger that was directed toward him. 
As he explained his high school experience, he told me that 
he did not know if he would do it again if given the opportu-
nity. The pain was there. Yet, he was my friend. He said that 
Wesleyan, although not perfect, was a respite from his high 
school days.

Knowing John, I believe he would integrate high school again. 

He was a soft spoken, friendly,  
warm individual who had great courage.  

He left a legacy for students  
in Fredericksburg that lives on today  

more than 50 years later.  
He helped the lives of many.  

What a successful life!
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Above, left: John Scott, Jr. in 1970.  
On right: General District Court/Circuit Judge.

  

William R. Steinhurst
(D. 7/24/2014)

Adapted from an obituary.

William R. Steinhurst, of Montpelier, died on July 24, 2014, 
surrounded by family. Bill grew up in Boston, MA, and gradu-
ated from The Boston Latin School. He earned a bachelor’s 
degree in physics from Wesleyan University, where he met 
his future wife. They moved to Vermont in 1970, eventually 
settling in Montpelier. Bill was a State of Vermont public ser-
vant for more than three decades, initially with the Depart-
ment of Corrections, and for over 20 years with the Depart-
ment of Public Service where his roles included Director of 
Regulated Utility Planning from 1986-2003. 

While helping raise a family of four young children, Bill earned 
masters and PhD degrees from the University of Vermont. In 
his tradition of service, along with his wife and daughter, Bill 
volunteered for the Girl Scouts at the local and state levels.

After leaving state service, Bill joined Synapse Energy Eco-
nomics, Inc. Bill was considered a national expert in the 
field of energy regulation, energy forecasting, and model-
ing. He particularly enjoyed consulting and providing expert 
testimony. 

An accomplished expert witness, he took pleasure in dis-
cussing with colleagues how to persuasively explain tech-
nical and scientific theories to non-experts. Bill cherished 
the flexibility and the relaxed Hawaiian shirt dress code of 
working from home. He took on projects that allowed him to 
travel, spend time with family, and share his unique brand of 
humor.

In addition to his professional career, Bill was an active 
musician. As a youngster, he played piccolo in The Boston 
Latin School Marching Band at the inauguration of Presi-
dent John F. Kennedy. As an adult, he played saxophone in 
multiple community bands, including the Waterbury Com-
munity Band, and was a founding member of Green Moun-
tain Swing. Although physically unable to perform in recent 
months, Bill continued to enjoy music and spending time 
with fellow musicians. 

Bill was also an avid photographer, and for many years, 
member of the Art Resource Association and a board mem-
ber of the T.W. Wood Gallery & Art Center. He created instal-
lations on a variety of topics, including the city of Montpelier, 
which were featured at local galleries. He thoroughly enjoyed 
his annual photography retreats in exotic locales, especially 
New Mexico. He taught photography courses locally, and 
shared his interest in photography with his children and 
grandchildren. He was repeatedly drafted into service as 
a wedding photographer for friends and family. After many 
stints behind the camera, he moved in front of the camera to 
officiate marriages as a justice of the peace. Bill and his fami-
ly have been longtime members of Beth Jacob Synagogue in 
Montpelier. He served as the editor of the synagogue news-
letter for many years. Congregational meetings were often 
colored with his sage pronouncements. Bill will be lovingly 
remembered for his quiet intelligence, dry wit, unassuming 
nature, and acceptance of and interest in others.

Above: William Steinhurst.

  

Patrick J. Stern
(D. 9/16/2003)

No personal information available.

  

Allen P. Stuhr
(D. 12/9/1981 *unconfirmed)

No personal information available.
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Alejandro D. Sujo (Aly)
(D. 10/5/2008)

By Stephen Talbot

Alejandro “Aly” Sujo, one of the 
slyest, most charismatic charac-
ters in our Wesleyan Class of 1970. 
Looked like a cross between Ringo 
and a Latin American soccer star. 
Last conversations I had with Aly 
were when he had become an arts 
reporter for Reuters, always looking for a provocative angle.

He was one of those people you never forget. Some things 
I’ll always remember...

Aly, the anarchist/hippie, organizing a bunch of friends to 
climb up into the trees outside Howland Hall on a beautiful 
spring day during our freshman year—putting hi-fi speakers 
in the branches and playing “Strawberry Fields Forever” over 
and over. I think marijuana may have been involved. Squirt 
guns, too. It was idyllic.

And Aly, a co-conspirator, joining former classmates Dave 
Davis, Deirdre English and me in protests against the war in 
Vietnam in Washington, DC, in the spring of 1971, where our 
slogan was, “If the government doesn’t stop the war, we’ll 
stop the government.” Our button featured Gandhi with a 
raised fist. Along with thousands of others, we managed to 
shut down some key intersections and roads, but in the end, 
police and troops rounded up something like 10,000 of us, 
the largest single-day arrest in the nation’s history. Most of us 
ended up behind a chain link fence on the Redskins’ practice 
field, next to RFK Stadium, surrounded by soldiers with rifles. 
Dr. Benjamin Spock was in there with us. Congresswoman 
Bella Abzug, wearing one of her distinctive enormous hats, 
came by to express her support. As the day dragged on, we 
tried to keep our spirits up, but Aly was nervous. I can’t recall 
what his exact immigration status was at the time, but I know 
he felt he couldn’t afford to be booked or dragged into court. 
So we decided to try to smuggle him out.

Amazingly, a documentary crew led by a Puerto Rican direc-
tor I knew from New York managed to get into our holding 
area. We explained the situation with Aly, a Venezuelan, and 
they were willing to help a compañero. We formed a huddle 
around Aly while he put on the director’s beret, black leather 
jacket and press pass. When the crew left, after filming their 
news report, a disguised Aly went with them, slipping past 
the outwitted guards. I can still see Aly giving a sly wink be-
fore vanishing.

A week or so before that, Aly was helping Dave, Deirdre and 
me make a film about Vietnam Veterans Against the War, 
who had gathered on the steps of the capitol to throw away 
their medals in protest (John Kerry was one of their leaders). 
It’s still one of the most dramatic, moving experiences of my 
life. The vets had been camping out on the Washington Mall 
for several days, and the atmosphere was tense because 
police kept threatening to bust up the camp. One night when 
it got cold and the paranoia was rife, Aly disappeared. The 
next thing I know he shows up with half the cast of “Hair” to 
entertain the frazzled anti-war troops. 

Turns out his actress girlfriend was in a road company of 
the musical down the street at the old National Theater. Who 
knew? A few rousing songs lifted everyone’s spirits, and the 

vets were able to climb into their sleeping bags happy that 
night, thanks to Aly.

Aly was a prankster with a conscience, an impish practitio-
ner of performance art when those things were still called 
“happenings”.

Also, most of the Class of 1970 owes him a debt because he 
helped us graduate. There was still a gym class requirement 
in those days and many of us had blown it off. (It always ir-
ritated me that playing rugby on a club team didn’t count!) 
Which meant that as graduation approached in our tumultu-
ous senior year, ’69-’70, lots of us were not going to graduate 
unless the gym requirement was waived. Aly and some other 
brave souls organized a protest. They threatened a sit-in at 
half time of a big home football game, and presto, the admin-
istration backed down at the last minute to avoid a conflict in 
front of the visiting alumni. They lifted the gym requirement, 
and hence, many of us received degrees. Right on, Aly.

  

Andrew F. Toth (Andy)
(D. 12/19/2005)

By Jim Elston

Andy passed away in November 
2005 at his home in Denpasar, Bali 
after a long battle with lung and 
brain cancer. A self-actualized in-
dividual, he devoted his life to what 
he loved best: the classical music 
traditions of Bali and Java, their per-
formance and analysis. He was highly respected in the field 
of ethnomusicology as a first class musician, researcher, 
teacher, scholar, recorder and colleague. As American Con-
sular Agent in Bali he was instrumental in helping numerous 
others—musicians, scholars, students, tourists, politicians, 
sailors—find the “real” Bali beyond the typical tourist experi-
ence. He was a passionate friend and husband who loved 
fishing, SCUBA, white water rafting, squash and, most of all, 
punning. He leaves behind a gaping hole, and will be sorely 
missed by his colleagues and friends.

Andy was a local Connecticut boy who attended the public 
schools in the nearby town of Meriden. His interest in music 
began early with the accordion, which he played at family 
and school events. In high school, he played guitar with the 
most popular rock and roll band in the region, the North 
Atlantic Invasion Force. A product of the post-Sputnik era, 
he was fascinated by science and won a Special Summer 
Study Grant from the National Science Foundation to study 
astronomy. He was valedictorian of his class at Orville Platt 
High School and came to Wesleyan as a freshman in the 
fall of 1966 as one of Hoy’s Boys in the class of 1970. His 
extraordinary family also sent his younger siblings Patrick 
(1978) and Mary Ann (1975) to Wesleyan.

Andy came to Wesleyan with the intention of being a Chem-
istry major and quickly became associated with the brilliant 
Dr. Peter Leermakers. As Leermaker’s research assistant, 
Andy worked in the photochemistry lab and co-authored 
papers on photochromism as an undergraduate. Rock n’ roll 
remained a force in his life, and he was a member of the dy-
namic campus band, Uranus and the Five Moons. But, this 
was Wesleyan, and Professor Bob Brown (who passed away 
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within days of Andy) had established a ground-breaking pro-
gram in ethnomusicology focusing on both performance and 
scholarship including the cultural traditions of West Africa, 
North and South India, Japan and Indonesia. Visiting artists 
from these countries and their students put on compelling 
concerts of music and dance which riveted the attention of 
most undergraduates many of whom would try their hand 
at mastering one or more of these disciplines. Some took 
up the infectious talking drums of Ghana; others were fasci-
nated by the sinuous rhythms of the tabla and mridangam; 
and many fell in love with the ethereal and stately classical 
tradition of Javanese gamelan. This was one of the things 
that made (and still makes) the Wesleyan experience so dis-
tinctive, unique and exciting.

Andy experimented with several music traditions, but, with 
Bob Brown as his mentor, committed himself to the musi-
cal culture of Java and Bali. He performed regularly with the 
gamelan orchestra under the supervision of Pak Prawoto-
saputro and finally made the difficult decision to become a 
music major. He received a Wesleyan Honors College Fel-
lowship and spent a semester traveling and studying with 
Bob Brown in India, Java and Bali, his first taste of interna-
tional travel. He was hooked. Andy wrote his Honors Thesis 
on The Gamelan Sekati of Central Java and graduated Cum 
Laude with High Honors in Music. He was well on his way 
to becoming a master musician specializing in gender, an 
elaborating instrument which plays phrasings around the 
core melody line.

After graduation, Andy accompanied Bob Brown to the brand 
new California Institute of the Arts where Bob was establishing 
a program in Ethnomusicology. Andy was a graduate student 
in the MFA program and served as a Teaching Assistant. In 
1971, supported by a Foreign Study Grant from Cal Arts, Andy 
went on the first American Society for Eastern Arts trip to Java 
and Bali. Coordinated by Bob Brown, this seminal trip includ-
ed many of the people who would become key figures in the 
field of Ethnomusicology particularly in the area of Indonesian 
music. The group included several other Wesleyan students: 
Alan Feinstein (1970), Michael Flynn (1970) and John Pember-
ton (1970). Bob arranged for this group to study with many of 
the top musicians and teachers in Java and Bali. On this trip 
Andy met Danielle Diffloth, a professional photographer who 
was resident in Java doing a photo documentary accompa-
nied by her young daughter, Natalie Diffloth (Wesleyan 1987). 
Andy married Danielle in 1974.

After receiving his MFA from Cal Arts in 1972, Andy joined 
the PhD program in Ethnomusicology at UCLA where he 
was able to work with the legendary Mantle Hood, one of the 
giants of the field (and who also passed away recently). As a 
Visiting Instructor he taught courses in ethnomusicology and 
performance at several schools in the LA area. He was also 
Curator of the Colin McPhee Collection at UCLA.

In 1975, he received a Fulbright-Hays Dissertation Abroad 
Fellowship, and he and Danielle spent a year in Bali doing 
research and making recordings on tuning systems for Bali-
nese gamelans. Andy became fluent in both Indonesian and 
Balinese and continued studying with the best musicians in 
Bali. Andy was very active publishing articles and reviews, 
assisting on record albums and films, attending and giving 
papers at the Society for Ethnomusicology and other profes-
sional organizations, and giving invited lectures. Of course, 
he also maintained a satisfying schedule of performances of 
both Javanese and Balinese music.

After completing the requirements for the PhD at UCLA in 
1978, Andy took a position back East as an Assistant Pro-
fessor at Brown University teaching Ethnomusicology. Using 
instruments he had brought back from Indonesia, he set up 
performing groups for both Javanese and Balinese music 
in Providence. He also performed with the Boston Village 
Gamelan established in 1979 by Wesleyan graduates Sam 
Quigley and Alan Robinson. He continued working on his 
dissertation research and his active program of teaching, 
publishing, speaking and performing.

In 1983, Andy left Brown and got divorced. After a brief stint 
working as a computer programmer, he made the decision 
to follow his heart and return to Bali where he could con-
tinue his studies and immerse himself in the culture that he 
loved. For a number of years he worked with the Ford Foun-
dation and as a Visiting Lecturer at the Indonesian College 
of Arts (STSI) in Denpasar teaching field research methods 
and ethnomusicology. He became a mainstay of the expat 
community in Bali performing gender wayang regularly in lo-
cal festivals and available to help students and researchers, 
scholars and filmmakers.

In 1989, he became the third American musician proficient in 
Balinese music to become US Consular Agent. In this posi-
tion he was in charge of caring for US interests and citizens 
in Bali. He took care of visa problems, legal problems, illness 
and accidents, seeing that American citizens received nec-
essary services and aid in returning to the US. He organized 
visits by dignitaries including Secretaries of State, Presidents 
and ships full of sailors. And he continued to play a critical 
role facilitating the visits of students, scholars and tourists 
and gaining them entry to vast and intriguing cultural life of 
Bali. Many people dramatically benefited from his knowl-
edge of music and culture and his expertise at negotiating 
the system to gain access to the most interesting people and 
events. He was active in the Rotary Club and settled into a 
productive and satisfying life in Bali.

Andy met Janti Nasution, a Batak from Java, and married her 
in 1993. She became his soul mate and played a major role 
in the rest of his life.

After so many years in the tropics, Andy’s fair skin became 
a problem. He suffered from a variety of skin cancers that 
required numerous medical procedures in Australia and 
Singapore.

In October 2002, the second of two terrorist bombs explod-
ed outside his office, thankfully with no casualties. Shortly 
thereafter, Andy resigned as Consular Agent. He took a posi-
tion in a silver exporting company and continued his life as 
a well-connected expat. Over time, his illness increasingly 
compromised his ability to function, and after a long strug-
gle, he finally passed away in November 2005.

Janti and Andy were a devoted couple. As his illness became 
severe, she lovingly supported and cared for him, staying in 
close communication with physicians in Bali and with Andy’s 
friends, family, and other physicians in the U.S. and Europe. 
Janti intends to donate his extensive collection of books, pa-
pers, research notes, recordings and photos to the Wesleyan 
University Music Library. It is her wish that these materials be 
available to scholars and interested researchers.
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Walter G. Trice
(D. 8/23/2009)

Adapted from an obituary.

Walter G. Trice, 60, died suddenly 
on Sunday, August 23rd at Saint 
Vincent Hospital of natural causes. 
He was one of the USA’s top ten 
backgammon players and the au-
thor of several books including the 
modern classic Backgammon Boot 
Camp. He also wrote computer programs such as “Bearoff 
Quizmaster” and was a contributing columnist for the on-
line magazines “GammonLife” and “GammonVillage.” He 
was the secretary of the New England Backgammon Club, a 
member of the Seven Hills Wheelmen and the Easy C Riders. 

Walter was born in Oak Ridge, Tennessee the son of James 
and Dorothy (Spragens) Trice. A graduate of Wesleyan Uni-
versity, Walter worked for Paul Revere Life Insurance Com-
pany for 20 years as an actuary before retiring in 1987. 

He leaves his wife, Donna M. (McDermott) Trice, two step-
children, William Galeckas and Lisa Galeckas of Worcester, 
and three beloved step-granddaughters.

Above: Walter Trice.

  

George B. Von Der Lippe
(D. 11/2/2009)

By Jerry Cerasale

I met George at my first track prac-
tice freshman year at Wes. Since we 
were both sprinters, we spent many 
hours together at practices. As you 
might expect, track practices can 
be boring at times—unless dodging 
baseballs when track and baseball 
teams practiced at the same time, a Wesleyan specialty. 
Running with George, however, cured boredom. 

He was always the practical joker,  
leading us into goofy and  

many times foolish adventures.  
George could tell jokes that kept us laughing, 

but he was best at story telling. 

He regaled us with stories of his escapades both in Natick, 
Massachusetts and Wesleyan, including his experience with 
law enforcement in Providence. I have no idea how much, if 
any, truth was contained in the stories, but they were great 
listening. Many times the track team was in full belly laugh 
after a Von der Lippe story. I remember George as a tall lanky 
kid with a smile who always could make me laugh.

  

Lawrence B. Wernick 
(Larry)
(D. 11/4/2004)

Adapted from an obituary.

Lawrence Wernick, 56, of Long-
meadow, MA, died Thursday No-
vember 4, 2004 at Massachusetts 
General Hospital in Boston. He was 
born January 28, 1948 in Portland, 
Maine, the son of the late Maine 
Supreme Court Justice Sydney W. Wernick and Charlotte 
(Berman) Wernick. He attended Suffield Academy, received 
a bachelor’s degree magna cum laude and Phi Beta Kappa 
from Wesleyan University in 1970, and a juris doctor degree, 
cum laude from Harvard Law School in 1973, admitted to 
practice in the Commonwealth of Massachusetts, U.S. Dis-
trict Court, District of Massachusetts, U.S. Court of Appeals, 
First Circuit, and the U.S. Supreme Court. He practiced law in 
Boston for ten years as an associate at Burns and Levinson 
and was a partner at Craig and Macauley. In 1983, he moved 
to Longmeadow and became a partner at the Springfield law 
firm of Cohen Rosenthal. He served as chairman of the merit 
selection panel for the appointment of the magistrate judge 
for the U.S. District Court in Western Massachusetts. 

On September 20, 1996, Governor William F. Weld appointed 
him an Associate Justice of the Superior Court of the Com-
monwealth of Massachusetts. He served on that court for 
eight years until his retirement in May 2004. 

As a member of the community he served on the Boards of 
the Jewish Federation of Greater Springfield and the Jewish 
Family Services. He was a member of the Jewish Communi-
ty Center and Crestview Country Club. He sat on the Hearing 
Committee of the Board of Bar Overseers and was a mem-
ber of the Hamden County Bar Association, Massachusetts 
Defense Lawyers Association, and Supreme Judicial Court 
Historical Society. Judge Wernick served on the Supreme 
Judicial Court Steering Committee on unrepresented liti-
gants. Judge Wernick leaves his wife of twenty three years, 
Carol Halpern Wernick of Longmeadow, three sons, Andrew, 
Daniel and Seth Wernick all at home.
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Gary E. Whiten
(D. 3/11/2018)

Adapted from an obituary.

Gary Whiten died March 11, 2018, 
at Columbia Presbyterian Hospital. 
Born on July 12, 1948, in NYC. Son 
of Tuskegee Airman and teacher; 
raised at Riverton Houses, Harlem. 
Attended Haaren H.S., Wesleyan 
University, LIU, and City College of 
NY. Producer of Emmy Award winning WPIX Action News 
Harper Report, editor Main Man magazine. Boy Scout Troop 
163, concert violinist, member of the Mensa Society.

  

Charles E. Ziff (Charley)
(D. 7/4/1992)

By Bob Murphy

Charley Ziff was a sensitive, creative 
guy whom I met through the WESU 
radio station. Charley was the main 
voice of WESU radio during our 
time in Middletown. Charley invited 
me to join him, Bill Hennessey ’70, 
and Lawrence Marks ’72 in a Lawn 
Avenue suite in 1969. Charley and I had already become 
friends such that I spent time helping Charley, at the end 
of our sophomore and junior years, in Readfield, ME, with 
set-up of the theatre and arts programs for a summer camp 
at which he was the artistic director. Charley welcomed ad-
venture. One excursion was a trip to Montreal after we had 
completed summer camp set-up. Of course, the year, 1968, 
required “the look” appropriate for the time: red-white-blue 
bell bottoms, scraggly beards and glazed facial expressions 
resulting in an expected strip-search of Charley’s car by the 
authorities at the border—no harm, no foul, nothing found.

After Wesleyan, Charley returned to New York where his 
creative energies were invested first in broadcast journal-
ism, working at CBS News and WOR, and later as artistic 
director for the Brooklyn Institute of Dance before starting 
his own agency specializing in the promotion of performing 
arts organizations. He counted the Paul Taylor Dance Com-
pany, the New York City Opera and National Actors Theater 
amongst his notable clients. In addition to his business, 
Charley was one of the chief organizers of the 1987 “Dancing 
for Life” benefit at the New York State Theater, which raised 
$1.4 million for AIDS research. Charley was taken from us in 
1992, by AIDS.
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From JOEL ADAMS:

David Adamany was an impressive teacher and I followed 
his career over several decades. (first CEO of a public school 
system, University President...) Over a few beers, he shared 
a story I have never forgotten. David came to Wesleyan from 
being the campaign manager for the Democratic candidate 
for Governor of Michigan. A few weeks before the end of 
the campaign, a race track owner arrived carrying a brief-
case with $50,000 in cash. He wanted an extra week (or two,  
I don’t recall) on the racing season he was allowed to be 
open. This, of course, would require the permission from 
the Racing Commissioner, a person to be appointed by the  
Governor. Deal! They took the money.

From PETER ANDERSON:

Physics Professor Bud Bertman was very gregarious 
and helpful. He died at age 36 of a ruptured aortic aneurism  
while I was at Wesleyan. He was home 
in bed with a cold, and his wife went 
into the bedroom to tell him she was 
going out shopping, so she was with 
him when he died. I still have two of his 
electromagnetics textbooks. One book 
has a bookmark made by their three-
year-old child.

From BOB APTER:

Richard Winslow in the music depart-
ment was always a great inspiration.  
I had known him, and David McAlles-
ter, from my days in high school in Port-
land, CT. Chris Wills, in biology, had 
done his graduate work at UC Berkeley. 
He was instrumental both in my con-
sidering that as a place to transfer to, 
and in helping persuade my parents to 
let it happen. Norman Shapiro, was 
an amazingly entertaining and stimulat-
ing teacher, who introduced us to French culture as well as  
the language.

From JOSH BARRETT:

I recall some great teachers at Wesleyan; I don’t have time or 
memory to mention them all, but I credit Jeremy Zwelling 
for my love of Jewish literature and critical understanding of 
ancient text, and I still mention Prof. Creeger as the best 
lecturer ever and an inspiration for my enduring love of the 
written word. Cheryl Cutler’s dance classes also helped 
me understand art as a pathway to spirituality.

From HARVEY BERCOWITZ:

Professor Barry Kiefer, Biology, a mentor.

From THOMAS BUFORD:

Of many wonderful faculty and staff, particular and lasting 
impact from:

Prof. Fred Greenstein—Mentor, benefactor, big brother, 
guru—a kind and brilliant all-world mensch. 

Prof. Clem Vose—Constitutional history with “Down East” 
humor. I’ve used his analysis of the “restrictive covenant” 
cases and the infamous decision in Buck vs Bell in footnotes 
and metaphors in writing and argument throughout my legal 
career.

Prof. Richard Slotkin—for helping me understand and  
appreciate literature in history, and history in literature. 

Profs. Richard Winslow and David  
McAllester and the “World Music” 
artists and staff. For taking me to 
magical places and helping me know 
and understand music as a unifying, 
healing force.

N.B. I am, and always will be, most 
grateful to Wesleyan—not just for an 
extraordinary (and humane) education, 
but also for graciously welcoming me 
back for PART II. Thank you.

From JOEL BERNSTEIN:
’92 people: Cheryl Cutler, taught a 
movement/dance class my freshman 
year that opened a path to my future 
life as a performer. 

Ralph Pendleton: Our inscrutable el-
der statesman directed me in Eliot’s The Family Reunion (at 
Davison Art Center) and told us he had so much confidence 
in our work that he didn’t have to watch the show... he could 
just go for a walk. Which he did. As we performed, he could 
be seen walking in the garden. Gave us a lot to think about. 
I’m still thinking.

 Wes and Marilyn Ackley taught us tech theatre and over-
saw the shop. Their quote, a kind of koan: “Patience is a  
virtue, and virtue is its own reward.” Among the faculty—both 
in the Theatre Department and throughout the university— 
I encountered uniquely gifted men and women. I feel great 
affection for my years among them.

WESLEYAN  
faculty/staff  

members who  
made a lasting  
impact on the  
Class of 1970

Faculty Tributes
WESLEYAN 70
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From ALAN BLANKENHEIMER:

That’s pretty easy: Professors Golub and Mink. Gene 
Golub, for reasons that have eluded me for many decades, 
had confidence in my ability to do something distinguished 
and scholarly. This, despite mounting evidence to the con-
trary. Of course, it may be that he expressed that confidence 
in all his students, and I was the beneficiary of an illusion, 
however carefully nurtured. But beneficiary I was. His insis-
tence that there truly was something there helped propel me 
to graduate school, and to start really thinking about things. 
As the financial and professional limitations of an academic 
career in philosophy (and my own limitations) dawned on me, 
I reverted to law school, but the value of my years in gradu-
ate school and Professor Golub’s faith in me persisted. Louis 
Mink’s brilliance and inspiration seem scarcely less present 
to me today than they were in 1970.

From HOWIE BORGSTROM:

I was in the College of Social Studies and learned much from 
my tutors plus the CSS village elders like Gene Golub and 
Louis Mink. Professor Mink could hold forth during morn-
ing coffee on any subject from epistemology to the proper 
construction of birdhouses.

From ERIC BUERGERS:

George Creeger taught my Humanities 101 class and 
turned me on to Melville and the British Romantic Poets. We 
became good friends and I would frequently spend an eve-
ning with him in his barn listening to music. I worked as his 
assistant when he was Dean of the College. We shared our 
appreciation of music, literature, German language.

Ray Rendall was one of Wesleyan’s music teachers who 
made musical structures into avenues leading to greater ap-
preciation. To illustrate his points, he’d sit down at the Stein-
way and give us a concert. What a class!

Dick Winslow conducted many of the pieces I played per-
cussion in. The most eclectic musician I’ve ever known. He 
wrote his own score to Gertrude Stein’s Dr. Faustus Lights 
the Lights, a performance of which was attended by John 
Cage! He was as comfortable with Indian Talas, and Bach 
Masses, as he was with a cappella renditions of Wesleyan’s 
Fight Song. 50 years after Wesleyan, we ran into each other 
again at a function at Honor’s College shortly before he died. 
He remembered me! “You’re the percussionist!!!”

Marjorie Daltry Rosenbaum was the Director of the Edu-
cational Studies Program at Wesleyan in the early 70s. Joe 
Daltry, her former husband, pretty much founded the Music 
Department at Wesleyan and she was therefore active in 
the music scene at Wesleyan when I became involved. She 
also taught English at Middletown HS, and I did my student 
teaching with her. She was my mentor, friend, colleague, and 
she had a song ready for any occasion.

It was a glorious time, punctuated by remarkable people. I 
carry Wesleyan with me as a spot of time from which I still 
draw inspiration.

From BILL BULLARD:

The thing about being a teacher, I suppose, is that you spend 
your career remembering moments with your former teach-
ers, for good and for ill, and, you find out later, by being re-
membered for the same. By far the person that stands out 
the most is Phillip Hallie, particularly our Philosophy of Art 
classes that began after dinner (and drinks) on Lawn Ave 
down the stairs from our suites and went late into the night 
both in that smoky classroom with its silver paper ashtrays 
and then back in the suites. Hallie was a famously passion-
ate, focused, muscular advocate for whatever position was 
on the table, so he ignited debate wherever he tread and 
drove me into white-hot furies of essay writing. Indeed, his 
class reminded me (too much, perhaps) of my childhood din-
ing room table, where every dinner devolved into argument, 
and every argument was resolved by consulting the World 
Book Encyclopedia. When I was right, which was most of 
the time, I was ordered to my room “to write an essay” on 
the matter. I never did, of course, but in Hallie’s classroom, 
where much of the same temperament reigned, I wrote those 
essays every time.

From CHARLES A. CARAMELLO:

After studying with Ihab Hassan at Wesleyan, I followed  
him to the University of Wisconsin, where he guided my 
graduate work, directed my doctoral dissertation, and 
helped me launch an academic career. We remained close 
friends and collaborators until his death in 2015, just before 
his 90th birthday.

From BOB CARTER:

It’s hard to believe that our class spent four years almost 
completely devoid of female company, which added to our 
inflamed desire for it. Nevertheless, we enjoyed one another 
to the max. My path took me from Hewitt on Foss Hill, to 
the Delt house, to the Socialist Workers of McConaughy  
Dining Hall, and to off-campus living on the Long Island 
Sound. Through that, I recall a full year under the Freshman 
Humanities tutelage of the German classicist Herr Doktor 
Manfred Stassen, a near perfect Sociology Intro course 
with Hubert O’Gorman, a wild night inside the aura of the 
Gamelan orchestra at the World Music “farm” west of cam-
pus, and a thoroughly stoned junior professor as he chuck-
led and bumped into desks handing out a final exam.

I can’t forget the meticulous way George DeBolt ’70, com-
ing from Pennsylvania’s DeBolt Unlimited Travel—Famous 
Since 1895, washed and waxed his Oldsmobile cruisemaster 
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to ensure fast passage and a good first impression on road 
trips to mixers. Lloyd Buzzell ’68 showed infinite patience 
as he tried to keep a lid on the fractious MoCon community. 

Professor Bob Rosenbaum did his humanly best to make 
the Science-For-Non-Science-Majors freshman require-
ment meaningful for us. B.B. King and Martin Luther 
King, Jr. both spoke to us. So did Ihab Hassan when he 
publicly read out every third name on our class list to drama-
tize the Draft Lottery results possibly in store for us after four 
years of high ideals.

Looking through the long-range rear-view lens, for many 
years I was one to question the value of my liberal arts 
diploma. After “expanding my resume” during the decade 
following 1970, however—and meeting many people who 
had missed the opportunity to get a diploma—I did come to 
appreciate the value added, even if that value came in a very 
broad and general form.

From EDWARD CASTORINA:

My first exposure to true teaching, Prof. Victor Gourevitch 
was the teacher at my very first class at Wesleyan, and I think 
it was also his very first class at Wesleyan. I recently watched 
(YouTube https://youtu.be/3iI-3JmUUg8) the 2011 University 
of Chicago—Leo Strauss Center presentation of “Reflec-
tions on Leo Strauss as Teacher.” Prof. Gourevitch is one of 
the panelists. We were lucky dudes.

From JERRY CERASALE:

Of course, Professors Murphy (Russ & Geraldine) as 
mentioned in the first question of my autobiography made 
a very lasting impact on me. I had four other Wesleyan staff 
that have a special place in my life experience, Lois Pois-
sant, Steve W., Walt G., and J. Elmer Swanson.

I was awarded a work study grant my four years at Wes. 
That grant lead me to work in the Registrar’s Office. Mrs. 
Lois Poissant, who eventually became the Registrar, kept a 
watchful eye on me as I worked between classes at the of-
fice. If I was down, she cheered me up. If I was hungry, she 
invited me to a home cooked meal. If I had a test and needed 
to study, she adjusted my work schedule. I learned to be a 
caring boss from her, and, hopefully, I was true to her guid-
ance to those whom I supervised.

As a freshman on the track team, I injured my shins in indoor 
track. Trainers Steve W. and Walt G. (I would never be able to 
spell their last names) tended to my injury. When I returned 
my sophomore year, Steve and Walt explained that they had 
studied my shin injury over the summer and wanted to try a 
new therapy. That new therapy with ice worked for my next 
three years. It was and is amazing that Steve and Walt cared 
enough about me to investigate over the summer my injury 
and to devise a new and effective treatment.

Finally, I had not visited Wesleyan for 45 plus years, but I re-
turned to honor my track coach, J. Elmer Swanson, for his 
induction into the Wesleyan Hall of Fame. Before the cer-
emony, I greeted Coach. He greeted me as “Jerry” and said 
that he had lost track of me knowing that I attended Univer-
sity of Virginia School of Law after Wes. I was impressed. 
Because I failed to keep in contact, he did not know that my 

law education had been delayed two years due to military 
service. We continued to “catch up”. Wow, after 45 years, 
amazing.

Professors Murphy, Lois, Steve, Walt and Coach had one 
thing in common. They cared about me and my wellbeing. I 
could never repay them for that, and for which I am eternally 
grateful. My hope is that even though Wesleyan has grown in 
size significantly, its faculty and staff care for each and every 
student and show it every day.

From DIANA DIAMOND:

Phyllis Rose, from whom I took a seminar in the Victorian 
novel shared with us the totality of her being as a scholar and 
a woman, and in doing so changed my life. She had recently 
completed her Ph.D. in English literature from Yale at a time 
when women were just entering elite graduate programs and 
the professions en masse, and was a new Wesleyan hire, un-
doubtedly in an attempt to expand the women faculty (there 
were four in 1970). Even in her first year of teaching, she had 
the capacity to ignite a reverence and passion for literature in 
her students as a mode of understanding human motivation 
and conflict that inspired me to start a Ph.D. in literature, and 
that continued to illuminate my thinking when I switched to 
psychology. Although I am the daughter of a professor who 
always encouraged my academic aspirations, it was Phyllis 
Rose, with spiky blond hair and a hip way of dressing, who 
was only eight years older than me, who enabled me to envi-
sion myself as a female professional—the very essence of 
affirmative action! This could be me, I thought, as she shared 
with us anecdotes about what it was like being one of the 
few women in the graduate program in English at Yale and 
talked about some of the gender discrimination and biases 
she had experienced—including being discouraged from her 
first goal of becoming a doctor by a female (!) professor at 
Harvard who warned her that if she went to med school she 
would be 30 before she could have children. She nominated 
me for Phi Beta Kappa in my senior year and when I asked 
her “why me?”, she said because I made complex sensitive 
remarks that, although sometimes labyrinthine in that she 
didn’t always know where they would end when I started, 
almost always illuminated the works under discussion in 
original ways. Although I didn’t get this honor, because as a 
transfer student I didn’t have enough graded courses from 
Wesleyan, her vote of confidence has inspired me through 
my professional life.

Norman Rudich, my French professor and leader of the 
Wesleyan Program in Paris also had a major influence on me 
politically and academically. He and fellow directors Lucien 
and Annie Goldman immersed us in French literature, art, 
and film and of course food (he and his wife were great gour-
mets). They also introduced us to the political scene in Paris, 
which continued to be engaging after 1968. It was Norman 
who exposed me to a model of what it meant to be a political 
intellectual.

From PHILIP DUNDAS:

Hands down my favorite course at Wesleyan was Ihab Has-
san’s course on 20th Century Contemporary American  
Literature. In addition to his insightful lectures, what’s not  
to like about earning college credit for reading the likes of  
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In Cold Blood, The Electric Koolaid Acid Test, One Flew Over 
the Cookoo’s Nest, and Confessions of Nat Turner. Regi-
nald Bartholomew was memorable as a young, energetic 
professor who would come to class during the Paris student 
unrest of 1968 and accurately predict in advance on a week-
by-week basis how DeGaulle would use the presidential 
powers of the French constitution to deal with the situation. 
And David Adamany was an outstanding professor who 
always provided wise counsel.

From JEFF ELSON:

Dick Winslow, Dick Donohue, Norm Shapiro, Ray Ren-
dall along with Jeremy Zwelling who was pretty much the 
entire Judaica Department at that time. The Downey House 
sessions were always fruitful.

From BOB FELDMAN:

Karl Scheibe and a number of other professors—David 
Winter, Sara Winter, Ben Braginsky—had an outsize 
influence on my life and career. And when I came back at 
one point to teach for a semester at Wesleyan (which was 
fascinating for all sorts of reasons), I got to know another  
cohort of Wesleyan instructors as colleagues, including 
Scott Plous, Jill Morawski, and Ruth Striegel Weiss-
man. All were extraordinary people who not only made 
important contributions to the field of psychology but also 
influenced a generation of students—myself included—in 
fundamental ways.

From MARK FULLER:

My favorite faculty member at Wesleyan was Paul Hor-
gan who hosted me and a select few others for a bi-weekly 
writing seminar at his cottage on Pearl Street. Paul was an 
old-fashioned gentleman and his dinner and discussion ses-
sions were as close to an intellectual salon as I have ever 
experienced. We met there with luminaries from the arts 
such as Jerzy Kosinski and Alan Pakula, as well as re-
nowned faculty members like Peter Boynton and Franklin 
Reeve. Paul became a long-time friend who facilitated my 
introduction to the west by helping me find a job in Aspen my 
first summer here. His wisdom, humor and kindness were a 
profound influence.

From MARK GEANNETTE:

The Classics Department—Professors Dyson, Allen, 
Tompkins, Konstan.

From HENRY GLANTERNIK:

Nobody epitomized the joyfulness of learning more than 
Professor Robert Rosenbaum, and nothing explains hu-
man interaction (the essence of living) as well as game theory, 
which he taught. The image of him glowing with bow tie dis-
assembled by the end of each class is indelible. Otherwise, 
the broad exposure afforded by a liberal arts education, in-
cluding the chance to study abroad (Paris in 1968), stands 
out more to me than any one teacher. Subjects like econom-
ics (my major), negotiation, and public speaking sharpened 
my skills, and sociology, science, and the humanities deep-
ened my understanding of how the world works. Thank you, 
Wesleyan!

From MARK “MARCOS” GOODMAN:

Although I read a lot in the three high schools that I went to 
and got high board scores, I had never studied before go-
ing to Wesleyan, and being smart only gets you so far when 
you’re surrounded by other smart kids who’d actually done 
their homework for years. I’d only written one paper, “Camus 
and the Absurd”, and never took any AP anything, so I was 
pretty lost when I got to Wesleyan. I tried for a while, but 
with all of the other things that were going on in the world 
and in my family, my father burning down the house for the 
insurance money in ’67, topped off by way too many drugs, 
school was way way down on my priority list. I just couldn’t 
leave because of the draft. … I do remember my freshman 
English prof, an extremely interesting guy who taught me 
about psycholinguistics, how your language conditions your 
perception of the world. I based my master’s thesis, “The 
Psycholinguistics of Yiddish Male Appellations”, on that, 
and it made a lot of sense, even though the theory was dis-
proven. Then there was Vern Dibble, with his Einstein look, 
who’d gotten kicked out of Columbia for joining the students 
when they took over the administration building. He had a 
great class, “Society and the Individual”. When he walked 
in for the final, I got up and walked out. He called me into 
his office and went off on what seemed to be an incredibly 
disjointed story that ended with Burl Ives getting kicked out 
of his university. Then, he turned to me and said, “And Burl 
just went out and started playing folk music. You know what 
I mean! You know what I mean!” I didn’t, but he passed me 
and maybe later I understood. Thanks to Dick Winslow and 
the music department for having pity on me and taking me 
in when I came to him rambling about how I’d realized that 
music was the only real truth. Abraham Adzenyah and Da-
vid McAllester, two huge pioneers in African and American 
Indian music, showed me that I could sing and dance and 
drum, all at the same time, and they taught me that music 
wasn’t just about watching highly accomplished musicians, 
that sometimes the whole village noise, irrespective of “tal-
ent” could be even better. Bob Brown, introducing me to 
the gamelan and even originating the term “world music”. I 
was in the middle of it, and I wish that I’d realized just how 
amazing the whole ethnomusicology program was, rather 
than just seeing it as a fun way to make it through. And, of 
course, thanks so much to the financial aid people who gave 
me a full ride. Wesleyan certainly gave me way more than I 
deserved.

From BARRY GOTTFRIED:

Many of the CSS tutors, but especially Mink and Goure-
vitch, made a lasting impact because of their love for teach-
ing and for what they did.

From ALLAN GRAY:

I remember Joe Reed, Richard Wilbur and David Mor-
gan with particular fondness.

From TIM GREANEY:

CSS meant the world to me...critical thinking, writing, having 
and defending a thesis every week: everything that a liberal 
studies education should be.
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From JOHN GRIFFIN:

Deborah Dorfman taught my Freshman English 101 com-
position class. My weekly essays would come back covered 
in red ink—comments, corrections, suggestions. “Be direct, 
use simple words, and organize your thoughts.” When we 
would meet, she would in the kindest way show me why my 
essay was disorganized, confusing and pretentious. Most 
importantly she would show me how to make it better. She 
did her best to teach me how to write (and maybe how to 
think). I had a 40 plus year career in publishing, seven years 
as an editor. Thank you Deborah for being such a dedicated 
and accomplished teacher and for all you did for me.

From NATHAN HEILWEIL:

Professor Norm Shapiro; Professor Wallace’s history 
seminars.

From BILL HENNESSEY:

Heinrich Schwarz—who taught me how to look at works 
of art and set me on my career path. Richard Winslow—
who, against all evidence, believed I could sing. Robert 
Rosenbaum—for demonstrating what great teaching was 
all about and for showing endless patience with a truly math-
challenged student.

From GEORGE HILL:

Alvin Lucier (and through him John Cage). William Ar-
rowsmith (“the gods are mad”). Roland Barthes (in Paris). 
All the music on campus, thanks to one of the world’s great 
ethnomusicology (as we called it then) departments. And 
generally, the College of Letters, where I learned to read texts 
(and where I wrote a philosophy paper on 52 index cards; “I 
am amused,” my professor said, “don’t do it again.”). And, 
not faculty but Wesmen of a later vintage: Sean Barlow and 
Banning Eyre, creators of Afropop Worldwide (https://af-
ropop.org), with whom we took two life-changing music trips 
to Africa (Mali and Senegal) and who are even now moving 
their archives to Middletown; weird and wonderful how Wes-
leyan people kept popping up in my life.

From STEVE INGRAHAM:

Three faculty members leap to mind:

Chad Dunham—With Humanities 101, he ushered me into 
that first precious experience with Wes: The Iliad! He was 
good and kind, the perfect tonic for my nerves in Septem-
ber 1966.

John Maguire—With his course “Religious Currents in the 
20th Century Novel”, he brought us the world—literally. Not 
“just” because he arranged a campus visit in 1967 with his 
friend, MLK, with whom some 20 of us sat in the gathering 
twilight after a seminar and before Dr. King addressed the 
University. More than anything, I am grateful for Dr. Maguire’s 
passion, his dedication to justice, his sheer humanism. He 
could really fill a room…all by himself!

David Adamany—Put aside all politics, or even his (thank-
less) service as Dean in that strident time. Dr. Adamany 
was, first and last, a magnificent teacher. His Constitutional 
Law and Government classes were, I believe, shining em-
blems for the small school experience. His dedication to 
detail was wonderful. Now, I am only sorry that I never truly 
thanked him.

From WILLIAM JEFFERSON:

Jack Hoy was a friend and colleague of my dad who during 
the 1960s was director of the Association of College Admis-
sions Counselors, and it was through coming to know Jack 
that I came to be one of “Hoy’s boys.” I’ll always be grateful 
for his willingness to include me in what was and remains a 
great experiment, and I am proud to have (finally) rewarded 
his confidence in ways that I know he would find exciting 
and significant.

From CARL JOHNSON:

Professor David Adamany, in the Government Depart-
ment (later Dean of Students), had the biggest impact on me. 
He was a first-class intellect and terrific teacher. He inspired 
me to do my best always. He was old school and invited 
students to his house for after-hours discussions and re-
freshments. I kept up with him after graduation, and he was 
always interested in what and how I was doing. I remember 
him very fondly.

From GERALD EVERETT JONES:

In the College of Letters, I studied under novelists Peter 
Boynton (Stone Island), F.D. Reeve (The Red Machines), 
and Jerzy Kosinski (The Painted Bird, Being There). Be-
sides them, most influential to me were Herbert Rood in 
Astronomy, and Jerry Wensinger in Humanities.

From SETH KAUFMAN:

Rudolf Tokes, who taught Soviet Studies and Eastern Eu-
rope, was very rigorous in analyzing situations and framing 
arguments and analyzing the politics of the situation. He 
taught me critical thinking and how to focus on analyzing 
arguments and the fallacies of arguments. That helped me 
to become a better thinker and eventually a better lawyer. 

Jonathan Collett taught my freshman humanities class. The 
difference between high school and college was tremendous, 
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and he made the transition easy for me. He was a kind and 
gentle soul who could explain and draw you into all of these 
different great books, and show you the flow of western intel-
lectual thought so that it all seemed to come together for me.

In later years, in my role as class agent, I have had many 
interactions with wonderful staff members at the Wesleyan 
Fund. One particular person, Robert Mosca, spent a large 
amount of time listening to my comments about Wesleyan 
and responding to my requests for information and assis-
tance in carrying out my tasks as class agent. He made it 
very easy for me to fulfill my role.

From MORRIS W. “RUSTY” KELLOGG:

Some of the Wesleyan faculty members that made lasting 
impacts on be were Bill Barber (Economics) David Ada-
many (Government) and Bob Rosenbaum (Provost).

From STEVE KUNEY:

Stanley Lebergott did the most to shape my views about 
everything from economics and economic history (particu-
larly when I was fortunate enough to serve as his research 
assistant) to how to be a real teacher at the college level and 
why opera is so powerful. I can’t remember ever being in his 
office when there was not opera playing on his radio, and he 
regularly would interrupt conversations we were having so 
that he could point out to me some operatic passage that 
had particularly moved him. He was a mentor and role model 
par excellence.

From STEVE KYNER:

Maria Kosinski taught French but also took me to Yale for 
a performance of the Living Theater. Richard Stamelman 
inspired with his exuberance (and an excellent hotel recom-
mendation that enabled me to routinely ride on the last open-
porch trolley line in Paris (i.e., hop on hop off while moving). 
Carole Hoey, COL Admin, who picked me up when my car 
was totaled in Middletown, and would lock me in her office 
at night so I could type my thesis. Paul Schwaber, whose 
skill and abilities have grown on me as the passage of time 
has calmed my ego.

From ROBERT KYTE:

I finished as a Theater major and needed to take as many de-
partment courses as possible to meet requirements includ-
ing Dance with newly hired instructor Cheryl Cutler. She 
was a demanding teacher but also an encouraging, honest, 
and caring mentor. She was the only teacher I had at Wes-
leyan who shared her own story. She taught us to think with 
our bodies not just our minds, to enjoy movement instead of 
watching others dance, to improvise fearlessly rather than 
fixate on perfection. Looking back, thanks to Cheryl Cutler, 
I found a way to breathe and move and interact with this 
wonderful world that led me to find many good and blessed 
years. As she taught us, life is an improvisation.

From ROBBY LAITOS:

In summer 1999, I took a Wesleyan sponsored 10-day alumni 
tour of Florence, Italy led by John Paoletti, then a Wesleyan 
Professor of Art History, now Professor Emeritus. Needless 

to say, the tour focused on Italian Renaissance. A combina-
tion of Indiana Jones and a Ph.D. seminar. Absolutely fas-
cinating and utterly unconventional (just like Wesleyan) as 
we crept up and down old staircases, poked into ancient 
Renaissance churches, and studied frescos and paintings. 
John challenged us, asked us pointed questions, and let us 
know what he thought of our often half-baked ideas. I learned 
an immense amount in those 10 days about a subject I knew 
little about, and fell in love with Italian Renaissance Art. To 
this day, I gravitate towards Italian Renaissance art whenever 
I’m at a museum. Paoletti is the “Wesleyan Experience”.

From KENNETH LILLARD:

Clifford Thornton—Music faculty (1969-75), jazz compos-
er and musician, UNESCO counselor on African-American 
education (1976-87), Black Panther, Minister of Art. Edgar 
Beckham—German professor, and liaison with Black stu-
dents at Wesleyan.

From RANDY LOCKWOOD:

Russel Leaf taught my first animal behavior course, intro-
duced me to the writings of Loren Eisley and inspired my 
change in major from chemistry to psychology/biology that 
set me on my life path. Trent Sorenson fostered an appre-
ciation of combining psychology and aesthetics and letting 
art and empathy inspire scientific questions. Also, I never 
forgot President Ted Etherington’s remark at Freshman 
Orientation that a liberal education is what stays with you 
when you forget the facts you learned in college. I try to 
never stop learning.

From ROGER MANN:

I still think about Jeff Butler very frequently.

From STEVE MASTEN:

Professors Willard Walker and Lincoln Keiser in the 
Anthropology Dept., where I also obtained an MA degree.
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From TIM MCGLUE:
Several profs are still vivid in my mind. Carl Viggiani, my 
first year classics teacher, impressed me with his heartfelt 
love for his deceased friend, Albert Camus. I had gone to 12 
schools throughout the country and brandished an inconsis-
tent academic record. That made me a gamble for Wesleyan, 
but times were changing. Viggiani supported me despite my 
lack of background compared to the sophisticated preppies 
who outran me blind. I could call the man and talk to him per-
sonally. Viggiani turned Camus into a humanist inspiration for 
me, for the rest of my life.

Peter Boynton, who supported my writing at the COL, 
was also a source of inspiration. He too loved the frogs he 
heard singing in the marshes at night, the symphony, the 
harmony, sometimes dissonant. But, just think, he said. They 
all have their own voices, their individual songs. That’s the 
most important.

Jerzy Kozinski, visiting writer at Wesleyan and advisor, 
asked me when I first married (too young, but good) how I 
saw my marriage from a literary point of view. I was 20 and 
looked at him dumfounded, but recall the question like a 
burn. I never understood what he meant. Kozinski died, the 
question lives on.

Among the first profs to invite us out of the classroom and 
onto the green grass to participate in dialogues like true 
Greeks were Frank Reeves, Phil Hallie, Jody Hoy and 
a handful of others. Hallie and Ms. Hoy even invited us into 
their homes and ventured to offer us a glass of wine. This 
humanization of learning impressed me deeply, and formed 
a lasting image of learning at Wesleyan, save the one time I 
sat on an anthill.

From ROSS H. MULLINS:

Jack Hoy, Director of Admissions; Peter Kilby, Economics; 
Robert Vogel, Economics.

From GREGORY B. MURRAY:

Influenced by Jacqueline Gourevitch and Harry Nadler 
of the Art Department, Dick Winslow of the Music Depart-
ment, and Robert Rosenbaum of the Math Department.

From GEORGE NASH:

I remember most fondly my English professor Bill Coley 
with whom I had enjoyable arguments about eternal stan-
dards vs. cultural relativism and his ex-wife Katchen, with 
whom I visited frequently both during and after Wesleyan 
and to whom I was in close touch with until her death.

From DAVID OUIMETTE:

Michael West and Robert Rosenbaum—because they 
took a personal interest.

From MARC PICKARD:

I enjoyed David Adamany, who would stop by the dining 
room at Delta Tau and just shoot the breeze. It was a new 
experience for me, and the beginning of my journey toward 
intellectual self-confidence (journey still under way, by  
the way).

From DARWIN PORITZ:

I arrived at Wesleyan intending to enter the College of Quan-
titative Studies to study statistics, but the CQS was closed 
to new students at the end of my first freshman semester, 
even before I could enter. I had to choose a new major. My 
physics professor Dr. Baierlein was great, while my math 
professor Dr. Anagnostakis was terrible, and so I chose 
physics. I still wanted to study statistics, and so at the end 
of my junior year I persuaded, or guilted, the provost to hire 
a statistics professor for my senior year. Dr. Miller was 
recruited from Arthur D. Little. Unfortunately, he was not 
really accepted by the math department, which was very 
pure then, and so he returned to ADL a couple years later. I 
see that much has changed in the math department in the 
past five decades. 

Otherwise, I remember annoying the professors for the 
course Histoire de la Civilisation Française by writing my 
term paper on some plays by the comic belle époque play-
wright Georges Feydeau, not considered a “serious” writer. 
I wrote the paper at the end of a spring semester from my 
bed in the clinic while recovering from viral pneumonia un-
der the expert care of Dr. Crampton and the nursing staff.

From GUY PREVOST:

Without question: F.D. Reeve, COL professor, amazing 
mentor and friend, the quintessential Renaissance man...
his “Prison Metaphors in Modern Lit” was eye-opening. As 
advisor on my thesis film, he inspired me with his many ac-
complishments as Russian scholar and translator, novelist, 
athlete, poet, actor..., etc. Great humor, warmth, and sup-
port. Ditto Jon Frazer, unheralded pioneer of the film de-
partment at Wesleyan His unassuming manner belied keen 
intelligence and talent. Was greatly supportive to us, the first 
students to make films at the university... he made it all possi-
ble and deserves more credit than he has hitherto received.

From DAVID N. REDDEN:

Arthur (Jerry) Wensinger and Samuel Green.

From TED REED:

I was an American Studies/English student, one of a group 
who congregated around Joe Reed and Richard Slot-
kin. I took Joe Reed’s Faulkner course—we read a Faulkner 
novel each week—and then some of us convinced him to 
teach a seminar “Post Faulkner Southern Lit.” I also took 
American Studies courses from Professor Slotkin. These 
courses profoundly influenced me, as I became immersed 
in studying regional influences in American lit. I wrote sev-
eral papers on Huck Finn, a frontier novel, and then I moved 
to the West Coast and stayed for 20 years. I ended up in 
Charlotte, where Carson McCullers wrote The Heart Is a 
Lonely Hunter.

From DAN ROSENHEIM:

Victor Gourevitch, who gave me good personal advice 
that I carry with me—even though I ignored it at the time. 
Norman Rudich, who oversaw my thesis on the Dionysian-
Apollonian dichotomy. Peter Boynton, who green-lighted 
my senior year in Paris and allowed me to graduate.
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From LEN RUBENSTEIN:

In the midst of what we thought was a revolution, Phil Pom-
per, who just retired a few years ago, helped me understand 
a real one, the Russian Revolution, and guided me through 
my senior thesis on Leon Trotsky. I still remember the ques-
tion he (or maybe it was Nat Greene) asked in my oral exam 
what relevance Trotsky had at the time. I answered none. 
I still don’t know if I got it right. Phil’s only mistake was to 
suggest that I go to graduate school in history. I lasted only 
a year, having realized that I loved reading history but not 
researching and writing history. In a small world episode, a 
few years back I reminisced about him with his son, Stephen, 
who I came to know when he worked on human rights at the 
National Security Council during the Obama Administration.

From REUBIN RUBIJONO:

Professor David McAlister/Anthropology and Phillip 
Hallie/Philosophy of Art were impressive during my im-
pressionable years!!!!! After all that, never thought, I would 
be serving in the U.S. military. But, still reading and the lat-
est book is Karen Armstrong’s History of Violence: Fields of 
Blood and Harris’s Paradise!

From JEFFREY SARLES:

An assistant professor named Wally Katz got me read-
ing Rousseau, Hegel, Marx, Flaubert, and the like. Wally’s 
academic career sputtered out, but his influence remains. 
Ruthie Benson (who I think was a lecturer) was the first 
woman I ever heard use the word “penis” in mixed company, 
a stunning occasion that helped remove the “mind-forged 
manacles” from my young life.

From JACOB SCHERR:

Elmer Eric Schattschneider—by my time at Wes, EE had 
already retired, but I was able to enjoy his wisdom and lunch 
at a once-a-week seminar at Downey House. He helped me 
to begin to think about big systemic change and about how 
language shapes our understanding of politics and the world.

From JEREMY SERWER:

Staff-wise, it had to be Jack Hoy—and especially at our 
40th Reunion (I believe his 55th). That’s when I finally asked 
him why and how I got into Wesleyan, as my B to B+ high 
school average and below average SATs really didn’t cut it. 
After suggesting I might have been a token due to my Juda-
ic faith (not many of us at Wes back then), Jack responded 
“you bet your sweet ass you were”—and proceeded to ex-
plain how and why for 45 minutes. A 44 year-old question 
well answered.

Faculty-wise, my French major and Russian minor were 
well enhanced by Norm Shapiro (multiple French literature 
courses), and Mrs. Sheliga for Russian: the latter a Holo-
caust survivor who spoke little English, and fortunately was 
proficient in French. Miles Siegel and I had multiple small 
classes with her; it was great stuff.

Finally, after a poor grade in Freshman English Composi-
tion, I was placed in a remedial class with a Yale visiting lec-
turer, Debbie Dorfman. Embarrassing, yes; life changing, 

absolutely. I really needed it, wrote in four languages by the 
time we graduated, and have since penned many words 
for a host of reasons—business, volunteer, family, and of 
course, political.

From BRIAN SILVESTRO:

Herb Kenny was my head basketball and golf coach but 
more importantly was a mentor to me for my four years at 
Wesleyan. I’m still in touch with Herb today. And his advice 
now is as important to me as the advice he gave to me 50 
years ago.

From PETER SIMPSON:

Herb Arnold taught me the value of systematic research 
when I assisted him by combing through SS records for ele-
ments of Nazi ideology. I particularly appreciated his blend-
ing of engagement and patience when dealing with a ’60s 
would-be radical.

From PETER B. STEIN:

Mr. Brokunier’s ability to bring Greek classics alive and 
George Creeger’s depth of analysis (no pun intended as to 
any whales, alive or fictitious), were both role models to me; 
they each in their own way demonstrated their deep love for 
the literature of their choice and their joy in sharing it with us.

From ROBERT M. STONE:

The Wesleyan faculty members I remember best are Pro-
fessors Swift, Pomper, Green, Morgan, Hansen, 
Helfer, and Adamany, all of whom were excellent teach-
ers dedicated to their profession. Professor Swift, who 
had participated in civil rights marches in the South, was a 
quiet inspiration. Professor Adamany taught a constitutional 
law seminar during my senior year, which I found compel-
ling and certainly contributed to my decision to go to law 
school. I also owe a debt of gratitude to John Edgar, my 
swim coach all four years at Wes. He was a wonderful coach 
who patiently put up with our shenanigans and cautioned 
us, to no avail, against partying and sex on the night before 
swim meets. I think the most lasting impact, however, was 
made by Bob Kirkpatrick. For reasons unknown, he took 
me under his wing, urging me to get off my duff and take on 
some responsibilities I wouldn’t otherwise have considered. 
Through Bob’s encouragement and guidance, I served on 
the Honor System Board during junior and senior year and 
was chairman of freshman orientation in 1968. These activi-
ties not only enhanced my resume, but also were important 
life lessons.

From STEVE TALBOT:

John Frazer, an art professor who ran the first film program 
at Wesleyan, was the one who made it possible for me to 
learn the fundamentals of filmmaking, have access to cam-
eras and sound equipment, and to produce the first docu-
mentary I ever made, “March on Washington” (1970) about 
the massive anti-Vietnam war march and rally in Washing-
ton, DC in November 1969. The experience of making that 
film with classmates David Davis, David White, Bill Tam, etc. 
launched me on a career of documentary filmmaking. I am 
forever in John Frazer’s debt. 
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Jonathan Collett (English) and John Maguire (religion) 
also had an enormous impact on my life. I never took class-
es from either of them, but Collett, a Quaker, was my draft 
counselor and on his recommendation Maguire, a civil rights 
activist, hired me to be his personal assistant (along with Ed 
Sanders) when he assumed the presidency of the College at 
Old Westbury, a new campus of the State University of New 
York. It was my first job after graduating from Wesleyan and 
became my version of graduate school—a then experimen-
tal college focused on “social justice” and affirmative action. 

I was an English major and received great, early encourage-
ment from my freshman English professor Michael West, 
who was young, natty and rigorous. Later I had the good 
fortune to study with poet Richard Wilbur.

But by far the most memorable teacher I had at Wesleyan 
was the charismatic English professor Ihab Hassan, an 
Egyptian-born scholar and showman whose lectures on 
postmodernism and the cutting edge American literature of 
the 1960s packed the Wesleyan chapel, then the only space 
large enough on campus to accommodate his popular 
courses. Hassan made us feel like we were reading  the most 
important books and debating the great issues of the day.

From BOB VAUGHAN:

David McAllester; Herbert Hyman.

From EDWARD HAZEN WALKER,  
aka SACHIN HAZEN:

Carl Viggiani; Joe McMahon.

From BART WENDELL:
Dan Tompkins in Classics. I never attended a class, but 
became friendly through our mutual love of distance running. 
It’s always about the relationships. 

George Cohan in the MAT program who nourished my in-
terest in teaching and provided the golden handcuffs by re-
warding me the most desirable internship placement where I 
was later hired full time and remained for a time. 

Don Russell who had to deal with my ‘expulsion’ from a 
varsity team because of my beard, and his receptivity/re-
spect when I approached the athletic department about 
supporting the student strike re Cambodia.

From STEVE WEISSMAN:

My studies and collaboration with Professor Louis Mink 
were the high points of my experiences at Wes. He was a 
brilliant man who could expound on literally anything with 
focus and a profound knowledge of so many subjects. He 
had quietly worked at the study of Finnegans Wake (“FW”)
all by himself for perhaps thirty years, as a hobby. He had 
copious notes on every single page of the book.

After several independent study courses where we explored 
our interpretations of sections of “FW” together, he “hired” 
me as a research assistant for his book project, A Gazetteer 
of Finnegans Wake, and it gave me a further opportunity to 
work closely with him over a long period of time, including a 
summer after graduation.

From Louis I developed a sense of how to approach and 
analyze a position or viewpoint, and of course a motivation 
to try to learn as much as I could about everything! I think 
that’s what a really gifted teacher—and an excellent liberal 
arts college—should foster in a student.

From BRUCE WILLIAMS:

John Fraser and Joe Reed for the dual Art and English 
nascent film production major, 1967–1970, for showing us 
the best of world cinema and Hollywood studio movies and 
for giving us the freedom to make whatever films we wanted. 
Alvin Lucier for cleaning my ears with his electronic mu-
sic courses, for showing me an early draft of I Am Sitting 
In a Room, and, among other things, for the opportunity to 
work, however briefly, with John Cage. Walt Odets ’69 for 
his photography seminar and for his appreciation of Henri 
Cartier-Bresson. And Ihab Hassan for Post-war American 
Literature, putting the bookend to our March on the Penta-
gon with Norman Mailer reading from his manuscript of 
The Armies of the Night. D
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“You attended college during the years when students called the Nation’s institutions to trial.  
Your senior year—which ended in a strike against specific injusticies— 

was the climax point of a period of massive discontent with things as they are.  
And you leave college in the first wave of people who must accept  

the responsibility for emotional and institutional repair in the Nation.

You are up to the challenge.  
But remember this: The jury is out on you—not just on the institutions of our society.  

It is out on you because—now—you are the establishment.

—EDWIN D. ETHERINGTON, President, Wesleyan University 1967–1970 
Excerpt from the 1970 Olla Podrida
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