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The Battle Between the Gods and the Titans, by Joachim Wtewael
(oil on copper, 21 x 28 cm; private collection)

My Travels With Wtewael

by Anne Walter Lowenthal ’58
I first met the Dutch artist Joachim Wtewael in a New York art gallery on Park
Avenue in the 1960s. Most of the paintings on the walls were familiar to me,
as I was a frequent visitor to Herman Shickman’s establishment. But here was
something new, a small, brilliantly colored painting, richly detailed and packed
with extraordinary action—naked men going at one another with cudgels,
apparently led by a tall, striking figure in a dazzling costume, as the gods in the
heavens supervised the battle below. There was Jupiter, astride his eagle, aided by
Minerva, Mercury, and Saturn, all armed to the teeth and ready to join the fray.
“Who painted this?” I asked. “Wtewael!” was the answer. It was the first time I’d
heard the name, pronounced approximately “Ooteval.” This seventeenth-century
Dutch artist would become a major player in my life as an art historian. He would
become “my” artist, the subject of my doctoral dissertation, many articles, a
monograph, and, most recently, the focus of an international exhibition on which
I am a consulting scholar.
(Continued on Page 17)

The Ivy League Sheriff of Nottingham: Gil Lugossy ’58
HISTORY OF THE SHERIFF
The Office of the Sheriff has existed for over one thousand (1000) years and is the oldest law enforcement position in
the United States. The word Sheriff is derived from the Shire-reeve, who was the most powerful English law authority
figure, even before 1000 A.D. The Shire-reeve, in contrast to a reeve (in charge of mere tenths), was responsible for
both the order of the land within his banded group of a hundred families (shire) and the call of the “hue and cry.” The
hue and cry made every citizen in earshot of the sheriff’s call lawfully obligated to join in a posse-comitatus, or group,
which banded to catch criminals.
—(Sheriffs’ Association of New Jersey http://www.njsheriff.org/HistorySheriff-n.htm)
Since graduating from Brown and returning permanently to his home state of New Jersey, Gilbert Lugossy has filled
many posts in public and private organizations but perhaps the most unusual was Sheriff of Nottingham. Well, in a
manner of speaking. Actually he was sheriff of Mercer County, New Jersey, but that includes the former township of
Nottingham (founded 1686 and now known as Hamilton).
Gil was and still is the quintessential local politician.
He was elected sheriff five times and served from 1976 through 1990. On the campaign trail, he sometimes was
known as “The Ivy League Sheriff.” Only recently, a man approached him and said he’d voted for Gil consistently
because Gil graduated from Brown.
Mercer County is big and important in New Jersey. It comprises
the state capital of Trenton, on the Delaware River, and Princeton,
as well as 10 other municipalities—including Hamilton, Gil’s
hometown. The county currently has 370,000 residents. Gil ran a
department of 120 persons, 80 of them sheriff’s deputies, most of
them uniformed and carrying weapons. He notes with pride that
when he served, “I had more female police officers than all the local
police departments in Mercer County combined. I was ahead of
the curve on that.”
In Mercer County, the sheriff’s office carries out a wide range of specific duties together with a general brief to assist
both local and state police and to participate in federal crime task forces. Gil, who came to the job without a police
background, took a 10-week course at the FBI National Academy in Quantico, VA, in 1983.
Specific duties of the sheriff’s office include protection of the courts and jurors, tracking down persons wanted on
warrants, transporting jailed prisoners, and the state sale of seized real property. In Gil’s time, his force encountered
such challenges as protecting a 600-pound rapist, breaking up courtroom disturbances, fighting a courthouse fire
and stopping a man who entered a courtroom with a gun, prior to the advent of metal detectors.
Aiding local police meant, for example, assisting the Trenton force with safety and traffic issues during special events.
For Gil personally, it also meant individual acts like asking a state trooper who’d stopped a motorist at the side of a
highway if the trooper needed assistance. If so, Gil would back him up until a fellow trooper arrived.
It also could mean direct arrests. In the late 1980s, Gil was driving with his wife, Lee, to Democratic Headquarters
on an election night, traveling on a road appropriately named Nottingham Way. He turned on the Hamilton police
radio and heard about a man who just had robbed a pharmacy at knifepoint, cutting one of the store staff. Shortly
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afterward, he spotted a man matching the robber’s description walking in the opposite direction on the same side of
the road. Gil radioed in a report and then did a “quiet Dukes of Hazzard turn” and began to follow the man. The
man turned onto a side street. Gil pursued, stopped behind him, told Lee to stay in the car, and jumped out with his
pistol drawn. The man raised his hands. Soon after, the Hamilton police arrived and found the man’s pockets loaded
with dollar bills and checks written to the pharmacy. The robber went to state prison, and Gil was honored by the
Mercer County Pharmacists Association.
Obviously, the similarity between Gil and Robin Hood’s evil adversary ends with the title of sheriff.
Gil played many roles as a self-described “lifelong Jersey Guy.” Hamilton always has been a focus. Born in
neighboring Trenton—at a time when no birthing facilities were available in Hamilton—Gil has lived all his life in
Hamilton. In the Hamilton elementary school, he remembers, he always was interested in civics, history and news.
He was a Cub Scout before becoming a Boy Scout and rising to Eagle. He played soccer and baseball.
Campaigning came early. Gil took naturally to high school politics
and was elected president of his senior class at Hamilton High School,
successfully running against a rival who’d served as president of the
junior class. He did this in part through a campaigning innovation—
bringing his pitch to classmates’ homerooms (at that time separated by
gender) with the permission of the school administration. Gil also was
a board member of the Junior Red Cross.
His early and continuing interest in politics, organizations and current
events is “a people kind of thing,” he explains.
Not surprisingly, Gil majored in Political Science at Brown. “I did
Lee and Gil Lugossy
make use of my poli sci major in my political career,” he notes.
He recalls attending many political events while at Brown, and his favorite teacher was Elmer Cornwell, whose
career embraced scholarship in both the U.S. presidency and in state and local politics. Cornwell later served as
parliamentarian of the Rhode Island House of Representatives for more than a decade and a half.
During college summers, Gil became a volunteer fireman for Hamilton. He is a life member of the department and
is a delegate to the New Jersey State Firemen’s Association.
Gil’s first job out of college was as an insurance underwriter for Chubb & Son, commuting to New York City and
Short Hills, NJ. He took his first job in politics in 1962 as an after-work volunteer elected member of the Hamilton
Township Board of Education.
It was an active post because he was in charge of buildings and grounds, and Hamilton was on the receiving end
of an influx of residents leaving Trenton. During his stint on the board, four new schools were built and sizeable
additions were made to three others.
In 1965, Gil married Lee Blazejewski of Pennington, NJ, in Mercer County. She worked at the Sarnoff Research
Center in Princeton. Gil recalls their routine for Sunday afternoons was driving in their 1963 Pontiac Bonneville
convertible past school construction sites, with Gil noting observations to pass on to contractors.
Recently, Gil talked with a mother and her son, who was a pupil in an elementary school built in 1965 during Gil’s
tenure. Gil handed the boy his card and told him he could check the name against the list on a plaque inside the
school door. The boy was thrilled.
“It was my town,” Gil says, “and I was helping it grow.” After becoming active in town and county Democratic
committees, Gil was approached to make a run for a position on the Mercer County Board of Freeholders [called
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“commissioners” in some states]. Gil ran in 1970 and served two three-year terms, again having responsibility for
public works. The job was part-time and paid little, but it took a lot of work.
Gil left the insurance business in 1971. He credits Lee and her job with allowing him to accept low income. His
responsibilities in public works made him responsible for such matters as rebuilding county roads, bridges and
culverts, placing and maintaining traffic lights, mosquito control and shade trees. Requests for help poured in from
mayors of county municipalities.
He thrived on it. “I like administrative jobs where I can be in charge and get things done.” One morning he had to
help clean up after a church explosion spewed debris widely on a county road in Hamilton. He worked with the fire
department to deal with the situation.
In 1975, Gil ran for sheriff and defeated his Republican opponent. He won four more times, always opposed in
elections but never in primaries, before deciding in 1990 not to run again.
Governor James Florio appointed Gil to the New Jersey Parole Board in 1990, and he served until retiring in
1997. The work was what Gil describes as “the other end of law enforcement”—not putting people into prison but
reviewing cases of those who wanted out. Board hearings took place inside prisons. Prisoners appeared personally
before the board to make their case. Sometimes guards stayed outside the door and sometimes inside. Some
prisoners appeared in shackles. One key determinant of a case involved whether a prisoner had completed conditions
laid down by judge at sentencing (for example, joining AA or getting help for addiction). Another was a credible
and legitimate expression of remorse for the crime committed. Rejected petitions for release could be appealed to the
courts. Gil noted that some long-timers had become “great lawyers” through study in the prison library.
Gil said the cases required that board members immerse themselves in sometimes upsetting crime details. The board
once considered release, for example, for a teen-age boy in a juvenile facility who’d killed his father because he was
being abused.
Gil clearly relishes living in New Jersey, Mercer County, and Hamilton. He and Lee have seen Jersey Boys twice on
Broadway. His brother and sister live in Hamilton, which he notes is close to New York and Philadelphia Amtrak
stops in Trenton. The Jersey Shore—including Spring Lake and Belmar—beckons in the summer. He was glad to
leave insurance in 1971, partly because it involved commuting, far from home. The other reason: he doesn’t relish
office work.
Campaigning came naturally and not just at election time. “If you wanted to keep the job, you had to campaign.
It kept me on the ball.” Gil would survey newspapers for public events where he could show up and mingle with
voters—picnics, ribbon cuttings, block parties, carnivals, and soccer and baseball games.
“I stayed active all the time. No one could ever say, ‘I only see Gil at election time.’ ” Gil could remember only one
specific period when campaigning grated. During his first run for Freeholder, he attended functions four days in a
row at the same restaurant, eating the same meal each time. “It wasn’t the people” that tried his patience, he hastens
to say. It was the closely spaced repetition.
Even in his retirement, people sometimes seek him out to exert influence in matters that make up the meat and
potatoes of local politics. “It makes me feel good to help. Every now and then, I see a return when people come to
me for help because they feel I still have some ‘juice.’ ”
Nowadays, Gil keeps busy as a retired politician. “I am on the go. I am not a golfer [like Lee] and not a fixer-upper.
I have a lot of social activity and I go to meetings.” He is a board member of the Capital Health System, which runs
two New Jersey hospitals, and a member of the 200 Club, which provides emergency financial aid to survivors of
public health and safety workers killed on the job.
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Gil is also a popular toastmaster at awards dinners. He doesn’t tell a lot of jokes. He speaks off the cuff but prepares
by going beyond the honoree’s official biography to find details that help make for a good short speech. Because
of his long history in his home territory, he will often know a relative of the honoree. “I try to keep it folksy and
personal,” he says.
It works. “They keep inviting me back.”
He also continues an old habit—keeping up with obituaries and attending funerals of people he has known. “They
say that unless Gil Lugossy attends your funeral, you’re not officially dead,” he jokes.
—JCF

A Long Love Affair with Music-and with a Retirement Home
by Janet Nelson Hall
Editors’ Note: We’ve been hearing a lot about Janet lately. She plays the violin for the Cleveland Women’s Orchestra and
is president of that organization. She has been associated with the Judson Retirement Community in Cleveland for 40
years, starting as an administrator and now as a resident. She is an active musical participant in Judson’s increasingly
well-known Artists-in-Residence Program. In addition, she’s been a Registered Occupational Therapist and one-time plantwaterer and electrocardiogram aide in a doctor’s office. So we asked her to fill us in on her remarkable and humorous story.
She begins by tackling our query about how she came to win a degree in Occupational Therapy from NYU while living in
Cleveland and branches out from there.
After Dan and I married in 1958, we spent four years in Princeton. He received a PhD in chemistry. I worked in
the Princeton fund-raising department, using my prize typing skills learned in high school. I still type like the wind!
We then moved to New Jersey where Dan worked for Esso (Exxon) as a research chemist.
After several years, he decided he didn’t want to be a chemist any more and enrolled as a night
student at Seton Hall’s law school in Newark. Dan told his boss at Esso that law school was a
HOBBY! Well, they took a dim view of that and transferred him into the patent department
as a trainee. Bottom line: Dan became a patent attorney, and we moved to Cleveland in about
1973, where he worked for Lubrizol and then Bridgestone/Firestone until he died in 2000.
Those New Jersey years prior to Cleveland were fascinating for me—equipped with basic
typing skills and a degree in American Literature from Brown University. My advisor at Brown
was a geology professor who thought I should major in his field because my father was a
Janet Nelson at Brown geologist for Caltex. However, I chose American Literature, thinking it would be a great way to
read novels!
Before our children arrived, I cast around for a marketable skill. First, I typed specifications for an architect in
Linden, N.J. and even considered a job at the town movie theater before it was condemned. Then I worked for a
doctor in Elizabeth. I was his receptionist, office manager and plant waterer. I was taught to take and develop chest
x-rays. But I grew uneasy when asked to carry out a wider array of medical tasks for which I had no training. My
questionable boss assigned me to do cardiograms, though at the time I had no knowledge of anatomy whatsoever
and really was not 100 per cent sure where the heart was located. Once I had a patient lying on the examining table.
My boss came in with a ballpoint pen and marked with X’s on the patient’s chest the spots where I should attach
suction cups. As additional tasks drove me deeper into unknown territory, I got more dubious and was fired. So
much for my career in a physician’s office!
That’s when I discovered Occupational Therapy. Don’t confuse “occupational” with “vocational.” OT is “assessment
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and treatment to develop, recover or maintain activities of daily living and skills of people with a physical, mental or
cognitive disorder [and to] develop, improve, sustain or restore independence to any person who has had an injury,
illness, disability or psychological dysfunction.” It’s diverse and it’s for all ages.
I enrolled at New York University because at that time no New Jersey university offered OT training. When we
moved around 1973, I had completed all my training except for an internship in the psychiatric area, and I finished
this in Cleveland. I became a Registered Occupational Therapist, and my goal was to pursue that vocation when the
kids got older.
Because my sister and I both lived in Cleveland, we looked into a retirement community to relocate my mother
from New York. The Judson Director of Admissions asked us if we knew of anyone who wanted a part-time job as
a Volunteer Coordinator at the facility. I had no clue what the job entailed, but I loved the words “part-time,” and
so I took it!! That began my unending involvement with Judson. This was a perfect job for a mom with two young
children. Because I developed and directed the department, I could pick hours to suit our family schedule. My kids
grew up learning all about elderly people with their frailties and wisdom.
While I never formally practiced OT, I believe that whatever experience you learn anywhere, you use in many ways
in different dimensions for the rest of your life. I still use OT theories as a way of life and now, as I become part of
the elderly population myself, I try to maintain productivity and quality living while hopefully aging comfortably
with a sense of purpose.
My major love (apart from my family and Judson), is music—primarily classical, which I have had all my life. I grew
up in Berkeley, California, where I lived until ninth grade, then moved to Bronxville, New York. My mother was
a singer, performing for a while at the San Francisco Opera Company, among other venues. I heard lots of music
at home. My sister and I both took piano lessons with the rest of the kids on our block. I remember how I naively
told our piano teacher, Helen Sailor Sizer, that everyone on our block HATED her and thought she was mean. But I
thought it would be kind to tell her how I LIKED her. Mercy me, out of the mouths of babes!
In seventh grade, I made a fateful discovery in the attic of a friend in Berkeley. While rummaging, we found a violin.
I was fascinated. My mother sensed my enthusiasm and, after an appraisal that determined the instrument was
of only modest value, she bought it for me. It is still my backup instrument. (My primary violin, which I bought
in Cleveland, was made in Germany in 1795 by Johann Gottfried Hamm.) My long-time love for the violin had
begun.
In high school, my sister and I both continued piano and even performed two piano arrangements for our school
assemblies. I went on to perform the first movement of Haydn’s D Major Piano Concerto at our major high school
spring concert. That was a tough experience
because back then it wasn’t “cool” to be immersed
in classical music.
While I was studying violin in New York City, my
teacher thought I ought to drop out of Bronxville
High and just concentrate on violin. My family,
knowing all too well my tendency to do twenty
thousand things at once, found this ridiculous.
I played violin in orchestras both at Bronxville
High School and at Brown. I did continue limited
association with piano at Brown during my
freshman year. This led to a haunting experience.
Janet Nelson Hall performs in a recital at Judson Manor, accompaBecause I needed an extra credit somewhere along
nied by Artist in Residence Daniel Parvin.
the line, I took piano for a semester. The course
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required a performance for the music department’s faculty to
receive a formal grade. Sitting on the stage at Andrews Hall in
front of my inquisitors, I remember playing a Beethoven Sonata
and also a Bach Three Part Invention for the piano. Halfway
through the grueling Bach piece, my mind went completely
blank. I sat on that huge stage with just the grand piano.
Looking out into the audience, I encountered the entire Brown
music department staring back. Right then and there, I would
have been delighted if the floor opened up and swallowed both
me and the piano—all at once! The professors were very kind
indeed, giving me a “B” for the event. My guess was it stood
for “Bravery.” From then on, violin became my instrument of
choice.
This leads to my beloved Cleveland Women’s Orchestra: I joined
the Women’s Orchestra in 1976 and have been actively playing
second violin in it ever since. Our orchestra will have performed
a total of seven concerts this fall. As of this writing, we had
recently performed the opera, “The Bartered Bride”—right now,
I prefer to think of it as “The Battered Bride”—in Canton, Ohio
(www.clevelandwomensorchestra.org).
On November 2, we did a radio broadcast performance for
“Violins of Hope”—a big Cleveland project commemorating
the 70th anniversary of the end of the Holocaust. This will
be followed by a performance at a Cleveland synagogue in
December (www.violinsofhopecle.org). I love it all, and have been
the Cleveland Women’s Orchestra’s president for 15 years.
Now I come to my residence at Judson Manor. I was employed Janet Nelson Hall takes her beloved instrument into
by Judson for 25 years as Director of Volunteers Services. After November’s Violins of Hope Conert.
Dan died in 2000, I retired and moved to a condominium where
I met my friend, Don. He ended up moving to Judson Manor seven years ago. During those years, I commuted
several times a week to visit him. Last year, I worked a deal with Judson and now have the Women’s Orchestra
rehearsing there every Monday evening. With this new development, it just made sense for me to move into Judson
Manor—something I would have done eventually anyway. Now, Monday nights, in the snowstorms, while the
girls are scraping off their cars after rehearsal, I merely take the elevator to my apartment. A nice arrangement for
me—plus Judson—which I think likes me to be their poster child. Having worked for them for a quarter century,
I decided to move in, indicating that they must be doing something right. I have witnessed all the growth and
expansions over the years, and I love being part of it. Judson has three campuses, including Judson Manor at
University Circle, where I live.
At Judson Manor at University Circle, we have a wonderful—and recently widely publicized partnership—with
Cleveland Institute of Music (CIM) students. Our Artists-in-Residence Program offers three young students free
rent at the Manor in return for solo recitals and weekend and impromptu concerts. This intergenerational program
benefits both Judson and the CIM students. Everyone is a winner! I have played violin with the students on several
occasions. The program has been publicized in The New York Times, CBS and www.Smithsonianmag.com. Canadian
Broadcasting Corporation and NBC plan features as of this writing.
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You asked about my philosophy and life style. My key goals are to keep healthy and active—yes, Live, Laugh and
Love all the time! Years ago, I went to a workshop in Chicago called, “The Power of Healing Through Laughter.” I
believe in that, and in Chicago I heard a wonderful line: “Laughter is the shortest distance between two people.”
I still love aqua-fitness, aerobics, and strength training, and participate in these activities three or four times a week.
Exercise in any way, shape or form is key to helping people of our age stay active in all departments, physically,
mentally, socially and emotionally.
My mother used to say I could talk on
While working at Judson over the years, I have witnessed
residents in their late 80s and 90s running circles around younger “the inhale and the exhale” ... I guess it
people. Perhaps they have been blessed with “good genes,” but
is the same with my typing!
still it is their positive attitude that prevails. You will not see very
many people in their rocking chairs in my environment! Working
with the elderly over the years has taught me the value of staying connected and keeping positive. And now, here
I am—one of them—keeping active with a positive attitude in order to have a good quality of life while aging
probably not quietly, but maybe gracefully!
Also, people of our age need to have constant connections with our surroundings while being adventuresome and
open to new challenges and experiences. I give an example of one of my escapades: Belly dancing!
Several years ago, my friend Rose and I enrolled in a belly-dancing class for three consecutive evenings. At our first
class, we questioned our ability to keep up with our younger counterparts, half our age. The gym was dirty and
stifling. I usually see tasks through to completion, but after our session, we decided perhaps this was not for us and
withdrew from the class. But at least we tried, and I did SO love wearing that long, flowing gauzy skirt with the
little cymbals on my fingers (maybe I made a wise decision to save my fingers and dance rhythms for my violin and
music.)
But in my mind, it is never too late to try something new, to keep the mental juices flowing. I find that playing the
violin is a perfect way to keep a lot of thought processes fine-tuned. However, many other mental avenues such as
reading, classes, etc. work just as well.
As you can see, thoughts and stories can pour out of my head forever. My mother used to say I could talk on “the
inhale and the exhale” at the same time. I guess it is the same with my typing!

O Quae Mutatio Rerum

Looking Back on the Brown Refectory with Martin E. Plaut ’58
The dress code for dinner in Sharpe Refectory is now “shoes and shirts,” according to the Brown Office for Residential Life. But it was not always thus. Back in our day gentlemen were expected to wear jackets and ties for dinner.
In a long-ago letter to the Brown Alumni Monthly and in recent conversations with classmates, Martin E. Plaut ’58
shared his memory of a youthful breach of that tradition and the ensuing run-in with a formidable dean from a previous generation. The recollection reminds us, in the words of the old Brown Daily Herald motto, “oh, how things
change.”
The incident took place in our senior year. Martin was a pre-med student and English major, set to follow in the
footsteps of his father and grandfather, who had been respected physicians in pre-Hitler Leipzig, Germany. On the
eve of war, however, Dr. Otto Plaut uprooted his family, including son Martin, and brought them to Massillon,
Ohio, in 1939. There he resumed the practice of medicine.
Meanwhile, Edward R. Durgin, a 1922 graduate of the U.S. Naval Academy, was serving as assistant naval attaché at
the U.S. Embassy in Berlin from 1937 to 1940 before going on to command destroyers in World War II. Retiring as
a rear admiral, he was dean of students at Brown when Martin Plaut broke the rules.
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“In late 1957, eight of us shared a dinner table in Sharpe refectory, and one (Peter Marlay ’58) often raced in late
and sometimes forgot the neckwear considered appropriate for gentlemen at dinner,” Martin recalls. This gradually
irritated one of the monitors of the dining hall, who warned all eight about the rules.
Next night, Marlay again raced in tieless.
“The monitor promptly came over to tell us that the offender was to be reported to Dean Durgin. At that point, the
rest of us shed our neckwear, and ate on. We were summoned to University Hall the next day and told our behavior
was inappropriate for Brown men, and we were on put on ‘College Discipline.’ ” The official word to Martin came
in a letter dated November 1, 1957. It read:
Dear Mr. Plaut:
This is to confirm our conversation of today. For the incident in the
Refectory, I have placed you on College Discipline through December 1,
1957.
I am enclosing a copy of the rules pertaining to College Discipline.
Sincerely yours,
E.R. Durgin
Dean of Students
Dean Durgin thoughtfully sent a carbon copy to Otto L. Plaut, M.D.
The tablemates were chagrined, since all were applying for medical school, graduate schools, Fulbrights and other
highly selective career paths. Nevertheless, they decided to make a statement.
“We considered our tactics carefully, and a few nights later supper guests in Sharpe Refectory were amazed to see our
waiter (Gene Nojek ’59) set our table with fine linen, candles, good silver. At 6:15 he produced a violin and began
to play, pausing only to light the candles. We entered shortly thereafter,
in tuxedos, led by Peter Marlay. A photographer from the Brown Daily
Herald recorded the social event.
“We waited with some trepidation for the response. When it came, we
were astonished to find it was a request from Dean Durgin to join us
some evening for dinner,” Martin remembers. Participants at that dinner
shared stories and had an enjoyable evening.
“Funny, but I can’t remember if we ever had that mark (College
Discipline) taken off our records,” Martin remembers. But the rebellious
tablemates “all graduated intact to become whatever we are.”

Dr. Martin E. Plaut ’58, right, with his son
Benjamin (Brown ’91), who broke with
three generations of family tradition
and became a successful lawyer and
professional actor instead of a physician.
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To the great relief of his parents, Martin was admitted to Tufts Medical
School in December 1957. Martin E. Plaut, M.D., remains a Fellow of
the Infectious Diseases Society of America and is Professor Emeritus of
Medicine at State University of New York-Buffalo. He is also the author
of several novels and a nonfiction book.
-JVR
Dr. Otto Plaut’s collection of films showing prewar and postwar
family life is accessible at the U.S. Holocaust Memorial Museum
website. (Click the above link to visit.)
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A Winding Path

David Clough ’58 Scaled
Back His Work Ethic To Do
What He Always Wanted
“If you had asked
me at Brown what I
wanted to do with
my life, probably at
the bottom of the list
would be ‘an artist,’”
David Clough says,
expanding on the
brochure at the left.
Dave explains that he
thought he wanted
what so many men
of the class of 1958
did—a job with a
major corporation,
the kind that sent
representatives
on headhunting
expeditions to Brown
every year. He got
a good job, but it
turned out to be not
what he really wanted.
And ultimately he did
something about that.
Like his adult life, his
Brown career divides
into distinct phases.
Dave, who grew up
in Newton Center,
Massachusetts,
entered Brown in
the fall of 1950. The
Korean War draft
intervened, and he
spent four years in
the Air Force as an air
traffic controller in
Maine and Mississippi.
He reentered Brown as
a junior in the fall of
1956.
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In his busy first phase
at Brown, Dave had a

jazz group made up of Brown students and “guys in
Providence” that entertained at local Brown functions,
fraternity parties and miscellaneous gatherings around
the state. Dave played drums. The group later was to
become the “Brunotes,” a name he says he came up with,
though he did not have time to participate actively after
he returned to Brown. During Brown Phase I, he also had
a program on WBRU centering on jazz.
He says he was “just an average student in those days,
more focused on the creative than the academic. My
school books in the earlier years contain many sketches
bearing testimony to my love of drawing.”
When he reentered Brown, it was under the GI bill. By this time he had a wife and child. His father had retired, and
money was scarce. He worked as a waiter in the Refectory and clerked on the front desk at the Sheraton Biltmore.
He studied harder than in Phase I. He majored in geology but also took courses in writing. While at Brown, he
had only one art course: Art D-1, art appreciation. Despite his heavy Phase II schedule, he was active in Sock
& Buskin, appearing in Desire Under the Elms, among other productions. He dreamed of being an actor and living
in California. Even now, as he paints in Maine, he streams jazz from California, a state with which he has a
transcontinental romance.
The corporate job that Dave got was with DuPont in Wilmington, Delaware. At DuPont, “My career followed my
creative bent, in advertising and marketing and sales.” Dave had a compound mid-life crisis at 40—in 1972. He
credits the support of a friend, “Bill W.,” with putting him on the road back. He left DuPont and went into the
hospitality industry, working for Sheraton, Holiday Inns and Howard Johnson Motor Lodges. His wife bought him
a correspondence course from the Famous Artists School in Westport, Connecticut. “That helped lift me off the
ground about the fundamentals of art.” Thereafter, “I quickly took up with an amazing artist, Claude Croney, on
Cape Cod. And I was off and running.”
In 1978, Dave moved to Portland, Maine, with Prince of
Fundy cruises. He was “scaling back on the heavy work
ethic that I followed since graduation in 1958—also to
move closer to an environment where I could start to smell
the roses and spend more time on my painting.” In 1988,
Dave “shed my corporate job to become the professional
artist I have found myself to be.”
Now, he says, “I am doing what I always wanted.”
Dave’s colorful and distinctive watercolors showing coastal
Maine and Massachusetts, the Caribbean (where his work
in hospitality took him) and San Francisco are displayed at
www.DavidClough.com. He and his family live just north
of Portland in the town of Cumberland Foreside.
Pain ngs © David Clough, www.davidclough.com. Reproduced by permission.
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His works appear on greeting cards and limited-edition
prints and are displayed in stores and businesses. Woven
into his current busy schedule is an “effort to photograph
and archive some of the paintings that were acquired over
the last 40 years by corporate clients—banks, insurance
companies and law firms.” In doing this, he says, he has
uncovered a trove of his earlier works.
Recently, some of his Caribbean paintings were selected
for use on the set of the CBS television program “Criminal
Minds” in a show with a Barbados background. The
program’s set designer, K.C. Fox, had purchased them while
in the British Virgin Islands and brought them to California.
Dave says his mind is “wicked visual. Very little visual escapes me.” He finds that his close attention to
surroundings sometimes can be overwhelming and annoying to people in his company. While dining with
friends in restaurants, for example, he is always aware of his surroundings. He finds that his nearly photographic
memory for what he sees around him is a decided asset in painting. But he adds that he also is a “sensualist,”
who immerses himself in the mood of his subject—the sights, sounds and smells. As an example, he cites an
abandoned lighthouse on an island. The painted scene must evoke the loneliness, the forlornness of the island.
Besides painting, Dave is helping people caught up in substance abuse involving alcohol and drugs. He says that
beneath the surface of many an outwardly tranquil town,
there is a “dark river of substance abuse that is killing our
kids.”
There is a silver lining. He is encouraged that young people
today are seeking help earlier in life than in previous
generations. But he cautions that the road back to sobriety is
hard and marked by many relapses.
Dave notes that his watercolors are traditional and
realistic—not trendy modern art. The former air traffic
controller comments, “It doesn’t fly that high in today’s
competitive art market. But my art is pleasing. I have no
trouble selling it.”

Mark Your Calendars for Next Year’s Mini-Reunion
The Class of ’58 will celebrate our many shared 80th birthdays next year with a Mini-Reunion in New York
City on the 21st, 22nd, and 23rd of October 2016. Renew your friendships with classmates while enjoying
the sights, theater, and excitement of NYC. We have a block of rooms reserved at the Roger Smith Hotel,
which is on Lexington Avenue at the corner of 47th Street. We will use the hotel as our headquarters for
the event. The telephone number for the Roger Smith is 212-755-1400; when booking, be sure to ask for
the Brown Class of 1958 rooms and rate.
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Ruby, It’s You. Or Is It?
Jim Moody Passes On a Tale of Dogged Jurisprudence
They say, Ruby you’re like a dream
Not always what you seem
And though my heart may break when I awake
Let it be so, I only know
Ruby it’s you
—Words and Music by Mitchell Parish and Heinz Roemheld, 1952, recorded by Ray Charles, 1960.
Jim Moody at one point made time in a busy life as a manufacturing entrepreneur to serve as a town councilor in
Mountain Lakes, N.J. One of his jobs was to observe events in the local municipal court, Circuit Judge “Harold
Wilbur” presiding.
Wilbur was 65 to 70, and his black robe obviously cloaked a figure of “some girth,” Jim reports. His bench did
double duty as a podium in council chambers where seven solons sat during council meetings. Wilbur was stern and
direct. He once told a defendant who complained of being caught in a speed trap at the bottom of a hill: “Young
man, you must learn that speed traps are always at the bottom of a hill.”
On another memorable occasion, a town resident we’ll call “Jackson Todd” dragged into court a neighbor, “Ralph
Caswell,” complaining that Caswell’s black Lab, Ruby, had pooped on Todd’s immaculately maintained lawn. Todd
asserted that Caswell and his wife, who had four children, allowed Ruby to run free, in violation of the town’s strict
leash laws.
Todd cited a pile of evidence, and it appeared for a while that Ruby had been caught with the smoking gun. But
Ralph Caswell, an airline pilot who’d had free time to plot a response, asked Judge Wilbur to allow the center of the
dispute, Ruby, to enter the courtroom.
Wilbur, obviously irritated, reluctantly allowed the request. Caswell disappeared for a few minutes, then returned to
the chamber with his son plus Ruby and three other black Labs, tails wagging, that had been obtained from friends
in the Lab-rich town. Caswell demanded that Todd identify Ruby. The judge rolled his eyes, and the courtroom
burst into laughter. The judge gaveled to restore order. He dismissed the case and had the dogs removed from the
courtroom.
Then he gave both the Todds and the Caswells a serious lecture on the need for neighbors to get along for the good
of the community. That was the common sense way that justice was administered in one small town 30 years ago,
Jim comments. In current litigious times, the complainant probably would have insisted on a DNA test.
-JCF
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If Memory Serves
Classmate Martin Ritter Made the Most of an Unusual Gift
by Martin Ritter ’58
The Spring of 1954 was not a happy time for me. I applied for admission to two schools and was rejected by both.
Hurt, but not broken, I asked for and received two new interviews. At the first, I was told that a year of prep
school followed by a new application would probably work. At the second, Brown, I had an interview with Bruce
Hutchinson. He heard my appeal, and apparently I touched a nerve because he was sympathetic. He told me that he
could not admit me, but he could change my status from rejected to waiting list. He then took a red clip off my file
and replaced it with a yellow one. Two weeks before classes were to start he called to say that a spot had opened up
and I could have it if I still wanted to come to Brown. I did.
Back in those days I was blessed with an excellent memory. For a time I could remember everything that I read,
often on the page and even on the location of the page where
I read it. Contrast that with the status of my memory today.
While writing this at 11 a.m., I am not sure what I had for
breakfast. Nor is memory my only failing as I approach my
80th birthday. My memory served me well in my choice
of my major at Brown, which was history. Many of you
will remember Professor [Robert H.] George, who taught a
popular entry-level class in European history. The class was
held in a large lecture hall, and about a hundred students took
the course. In that environment, he used the lecture format,
and there was no interaction with the students. The class met
three times a week, and we were assigned a book to read for
each class. He also thoughtfully provided ancillary reading
opportunities. At the end of the first semester, we took a final
Martin Ritter, then and now
exam. At the first lecture of the second semester, Professor
George called my name and asked me to stand up because he
wanted to see who I was. Apparently the answer to one of the questions on the test was to be found in the ancillary
reading. The question was, “What was the name of Danton’s mistress who stabbed him to death while he was in
the bathtub?” The answer was “Charlotte Corday.” The event made a big impression on me, and therefore I still
remember it. (My breakfast choice has still not surfaced.) Professor George said that I was the only one in the class
who answered the question and therefore he singled me out. In this case, it was probably my prurient interest in the
fact that someone had a mistress rather than my memory which caused that tidbit to stick in my head.
Remembering what I read has been helpful to me throughout my life. Two days after I graduated from Brown, I was
inducted into the Army at Fort Dix, New Jersey. The service option that I chose required six months of active duty
and 5½ years of active reserve—every Thursday night, one weekend a month, and two weeks of active duty in the
summer. My reserve unit did not have a dangerous mission. Our task in the event of a general mobilization was to
go to Fort Devens in Massachusetts, set up a reception center, and process all the new men into the Army. While
not dangerous, it was technical. The meetings were exceptionally tedious because there was nothing to do. We had
no recruits to practice our skills on, and inducting each other proved less than stimulating. Nevertheless, we were
required to look busy in case an inspection took place. One of the activities considered appropriate use of one’s time
was to read the “Army Regulations” related to our calling. Needless to say, I read them all. Our commanding officer
was not a great executive. Though knowing that the sergeant major was scheduled to retire in a year’s time, he did
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absolutely nothing to prepare for that event. On the Thursday after the sergeant retired, the CO did not show up.
At that time I held the rank of staff sergeant E-6, which was the highest rank my time in service would allow. The
rank of sergeant major was E-10. In civilian terms, this difference can best be understood by comparing it to an
earthquake on the Richter Scale. A quake of 6 is pretty significant, a quake of 10 is geometrically higher. There were
many other sergeants who held higher ranks than I did, but they did not know the regulations as I did. I got the job
(but not the pay). Army life as a sergeant major was sweet.
Throughout my career in business, my good memory enhanced by my training as a history major helped me to
organize and make sense of large volumes of information. To my father’s chagrin, I invited myself into his business,
from which he really wanted to retire. We worked together for many years, and I almost bankrupted the company
on several occasions as I introduced new systems and technology into an enterprise ill prepared to understand what I
wanted to do. On our own, neither of us could have achieved what resulted. Together we were a great team. He had
very little formal education, but he was smart and had a great memory. After he died, I ran the company for 12 years
and then sold it to Sysco Corporation, where I continued for 10 years as the responsible person for Sysco’s activities
in the New York Metropolitan area. I retired late in the afternoon of my 65th birthday.
My wife and I now live near Annapolis, Maryland, not far from the Naval Academy. We are sponsors for 17
midshipmen. We take four new ones each year. We mentor them, feed them, allow them a tranquil place to rest
without any harassment. When they are awake, they eat. I also teach them to cook as I don’t feel like doing it myself.
I have trouble remembering their names.

From the Bookshelf

Former Classmate Donald Lazere Takes On Political Literacy
This book calls for revival of National Council of Teachers of English resolutions in the 1970s for teaching the “critical reading, listening, viewing, and thinking skills necessary to enable students to cope with the persuasive techniques in political statements, advertising, entertainment, and news,” and explores the reasons these goals have been
eclipsed in composition studies over recent decades.
Political Literacy in Composition and Rhetoric:
A survey of obstacles to those goals begins with
the emphasis on basic and first year writing at Defending Academic Discourse against Postmodern Pluralism
By Donald Lazere
the expense of more advanced study in arSouthern Illinois University Press, 2015
gumentative rhetoric, and on the privileging

of students’ personal writing over critical study of both academic and political discourse. Furthermore, the recent
fixation in writing courses on students’ multiple cultures and “voices” has tended to exclude any common ground of
academic discourse, especially in application to civic literacy.
Lazere, a self-described “unreconstructed sixties New Leftist,” insists that critical reading and writing are prerequisites to coherent, progressive consciousness and political action. His models for curriculum and pedagogy beyond
first-year-writing seek to introduce students to a more highly-informed, cogent, and open-ended level of debate
between the political left and right.
In autobiographical sections of the book, Lazere recounts his experience in going from undergraduate and graduate
study in English at Ivy League-level universities to teaching composition as a general education requirement,
mainly for technical majors, at rural state colleges. Contrary to stereotypes of conservative “elite” universities versus
liberal state colleges, he emphasizes the anomaly that while the former do serve the upper levels of the corporateprofessional-government establishment, they also remain strongholds of progressive liberal education; thus they are
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under constant attack by conservative culture warriors as hotbeds of leftist bias. By contrast, many state colleges are
dominated by occupational education and, increasingly, Tea Party-style right-wing populism; such colleges provide
less space for critical challenges to the conservative conformity that has long been “business as usual” in mainstream
American culture and education.
This thesis continues that of Lazere’s previous book, Why Higher Education SHOULD Have a Leftist Bias, with specific reference to composition courses. Thus he advocates making liberal education that integrates writing instruction
with academic study and political literacy more accessible to students in multiversities where composition is regarded
either as a “service course” or an arena for multicultural student voices.
A spin-off from the book was published by The Washington Post on Sept. 18, 2015.
Don Lazere, who is professor emeritus of English at California Polytechnic State University, San Luis Obispo, spent his
freshman year, 1954-55, at Brown before transferring to Northwestern.

Letters from Classmates
You did a superb job capturing my joust with musical windmills [“The Musical Odyssey of Ulysses James ’58,”
November 2014]. It has been quite an odyssey. I was actually amazed at the detail you uncovered noting that we
only talked a very brief time and in rather hectic circumstances. I’m not sure I deserve such wonderful treatment,
but I certainly appreciate it.
—Ulysses “Jim” James
.
+
.
+
Wow! The article about Doria [Tenca, in the May 2015 issue] is spot-on! Congratulations to the writer-he did a
fine job. You have won me over as a fan of the Brown58Newsletter. Thank you.
-Lois Dean
.
+
.
+
This is an excellent issue [May 2015]. I enjoyed reading the stories from our classmates.
—Joe Miluski

Some classmates have expressed interest in receiving copies
(CDs) of the Brunonia medley as arranged by Leroy Anderson
and performed by the Washington Metropolitan Philharmonic,
conducted by our own Ulysses “Jim” James ’58 during a recent
Class Mini-Reunion in Washington, DC.
For each CD, mail $10 with your name and address to:
Brunonia
Washington Metropolitan Philharmonic Association
Ulysses S. James, Music Director
P.O. Box 120
Mount Vernon, VA 22121-0120
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My Travels With Wtewael
(Continued from Page 1)

But when I first met him, I had much to learn. I turned to the only study then available, a book in Dutch by C.
M. A. A. Lindeman, published in Utrecht in 1929. Needless to say, it was both out of date and difficult to read, as
I struggled with my dictionary. Several years later I would study Dutch, both seventeenth-century and modern, as
a graduate student, but when I first tried to translate Lindeman I was not only a neophyte but was also challenged
by the archaic spelling then current. Moreover, the illustrations were in murky black and white, which did little to
convey what I would come to appreciate as Wtewael’s brilliance as a colorist. Still, it was a beginning.
When the time came to focus on a doctoral dissertation,
Wtewael was the obvious choice. I decided to study his
paintings, leaving the topic of his drawings for someone else.
Updating Lindeman’s obsolete book involved writing a text, in
which I discussed Wtewael’s life and works, and a catalogue of
all known paintings that had been attributed to him, together
with lists of dubious and mistaken attributions. Since I would
be making judgments about the authorship of these works, I
had to see as many as possible at first hand—the only way to
form an authoritative opinion.
I had bought a well-worn copy of Lindeman’s book at
Blackwell’s, in Oxford, and I set off in search of Wtewael
with it in hand. The first challenge was to locate all known
paintings that had been attributed to him in order to plan
my travels. This involved library research as well as reams
of correspondence, which long before the advent of email
took many months. Then, over the course of several years, I
traveled from what was then Leningrad to Malibu in search
of my artist’s works. These adventures were deeply rewarding
both for what I learned about Wtewael and for the many
collegial contacts with curators in European and American
museums as well as with private collectors who welcomed me
into their homes, sharing both their paintings and stories of
their collecting. In Leningrad (now St. Petersburg), at the
Self-portrait by Joachim Wtewael
State Hermitage Museum, I spent a week in an attic office with
curators, drinking tea and looking at drawings as well as a large canvas of Lot and His Daughters by Wtewael, which
had been brought to the department for me to study. In Germany, I spent an evening with a couple who generously
shared their beautiful painting by Wtewael and a fine dinner as we all spoke our native language, fully understanding
one another. Traveling through Checkpoint Charlie at the time Berlin was divided during the Cold War, I had
to surrender my copy of Lindeman to the guards, despite my protests that I needed the book for my work in the
museums. I’ve always suspected they spent an afternoon poring over the illustrations, many of which featured
seductive nudes in extravagant poses. The book was returned to me—intact—at the end of the day.
In addition to these far-flung travels, I spent time in Utrecht, walking along the Oudegracht (the “old canal”), where
Wtewael had bought a fine house, now long gone. I also visited Jonkheer Martens van Sevenhoven, the artist’s only
surviving direct descendent, who had inherited the family portraits, which hung in the dining room of his house
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in Velhorst. There were Joachim and Christina, their sons Peter and Johan, the marriage portraits of their daughter
Antonetta and her husband Johan Pater, and the youngest daughter, Eva. Jonkheer Martens bequeathed these
portraits to the Centraal Museum in Utrecht. In the Utrecht archives, I learned about Wtewael as an artist and also
as a family man, flax merchant,
and politician in his native
Utrecht.
Poring over these records,
I struggled with reading
seventeenth-century Dutch. It
was deeply rewarding to handle
the document recording the
marriage of Wtewael’s older
daughter, Antonetta, which
he had signed. The Utrecht
archives also hold the records
of his speculation in real estate
and his political support of
Prince Maurice of Orange. But
Wtewael the man has remained
essentially private. Even his Selfportrait, now in the Centraal
Museum in Utrecht, shows him
as self-contained, emphasizing
his status as a wealthy, successful
painter.
When the time came to publish
my dissertation, I worked
with Joop van Coevorden,
whose Davaco imprint is on a
series of beautifully produced
monographs. I brought “de
floppies,” as Joop called them,
across the Atlantic, and we
sat together at his computer
planning the book, the sixth
in his series Aetas Aurea (The
Golden Age).
When I began to study the
works of Wtewael, he seemed
to be a footnote in the history
of seventeenth-century Dutch
Brown ’58 Newsletter

Mars and Venus Surprised by Vulcan, by Joachim Wtewael
(Oil on copper, 20.3 x 15.5 cm (8 x 6 1/8 in.)
The J. Paul Getty Museum, Los Angeles
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painting. In the ensuing decades, however, he and his contemporaries, especially his Utrecht compatriot Abraham
Bloemaert, have attracted more interest. Both artists have recently been the focus of exhibitions in Europe and the
U.S. The prices of Wtewael’s paintings have soared on the art market, with his miniatures on copper reaching into
the millions. As popular culture has become openly licentious, the eroticism that characterizes many of Wtewael’s
works has become chic, and pictures that were once hidden away are publicly displayed and enjoyed. In the 1970s,
when I first visited the Mauritshuis, the picture gallery in The Hague, to see a small copper depicting Mars and
Venus in flagrante, I was taken to the basement. There the custodian showed me the literally dirty painting, which
had not seen the light of day for years. He explained that it wasn’t possible to exhibit such a work. Now the picture
has pride of place in the present exhibition.
As a young child, I was taken to museums by my mother, and I clearly remember staring up at what I now recognize
was the lace border in a seventeenth-century Dutch still life. A few years later, I was fascinated to learn that
paintings can depict stories--my introduction to iconography. But it was a beloved professor, Thomas Lloyd Reed,
who really ignited my interest in art, especially Dutch art, in his lectures at Brown University. He helped me set my
course for a life rich in the deep satisfactions of study, travel, and friendships that have marked my work as an art
historian.
As I write, in October 2015, the first international exhibition of paintings and drawings by Joachim Wtewael is
in progress. It was initiated by my colleague Liesbeth Helmus, curator of paintings at the Centraal Museum in
Utrecht, where the exhibition opened in February 2015. It moved on to the National Gallery in Washington, and it
is about to open at the Museum of Fine Arts in Houston. Wtewael is now an international star, and I am basking in
the pleasure of my long friendship with this remarkable artist.

Anne Walter Lowenthal, aka Rayanne
Walter, graduated from Brown University in 1958, summa cum laude,
with a major in Art History. Immediately after graduating, she moved to
New York City, having landed a job in
the Department of Renaissance and
Post-Renaissance Art at the Metropolitan Museum of Art. She earned
a doctorate at Columbia University
in 1975, with a dissertation on the
paintings of Joachim Wtewael. From
1976 to 1984, she was on the faculty of Barnard College in New York
City. Since then, she has been an
independent scholar, specializing in
Wtewael’s works.
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