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The 60th Reunion: Good Weather, Good Talk
Class Donates Record $477,154 to Brown Annual Fund
The 60th reunion of the Brown Class of 1958 was marked by a sizable band of
enthusiastic homecomers. They enjoyed mostly good weather while attending
lectures from classmates and academics, conversing with old friends and learning
more about attendees who previously may have been little more than faces in the
returning crowd.
The reunion drew 75 Class of 1958 members and their 37 guests, and members of
the class gave a record $477.154 to the Brown Annual Fund (see Page 42).
Here is a quick look at the rousing annual commencement march down the hill on
Sunday. Check 25 seconds into the video for a familiar face.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=YOYHqQ1bQww]
The weekend began with check-in around 3 p.m. Friday at the Wriston Quad
and—for classmates staying on campus—dropping off bags in a residence hall at
the Keeney Quad. The hall, built as part of the Quad during our era, was recently
renovated. It has elevators, separate bathrooms for men and women, and hoteltype safes in the closets (though apparently not for alumni.)
Between 3 p.m. and 5 p.m., classmates had a choice of a reception for 25th to 75th
reunions in the courtyard outside the residence hall, and a private reception for
1958 at the Cornell Courtyard of the nearby Faculty Club.
The tireless photographer Jackie Labovitz (with husband Dave ’58) took pictures
throughout the weekend, as she has done at numerous class gatherings. Also
active with a camera was Lois Dean ’58. Our class met for a reception and dinner
in the Hutter Room of the Faculty Club. The twin focusses of the after-dinner
activities were Martha Sharp Joukowsky ’58, and James Gerald (Gerry) Alaimo’58.
Gerry, a basketball star and former Brown basketball coach, died just weeks before
the reunion, on May 10.
(Continued on page 38)
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The Revolution Just Behind Us

The Readings That Changed Our Way of Life
by Jill Hirst Scobie ’58

Oh, regrets, regrets, regrets! How I wish I’d asked for a show of hands at the class luncheon during our 60th
reunion. My question: How many of you read Betty Friedan’s The Feminine Mystique either at the time of its
publication (early 1963) or later? What about Simone de Beauvoir’s The Second Sex? Kate Millet’s Sexual Politics? The
list could go on and on. And did such reading change the way you thought about yourself or the way you lived your
life?
This is Friedan’s opening salvo: “The problem lay buried, unspoken, for many years in the minds of American
women. It was a strange stirring, a sense of dissatisfaction, a yearning… Each suburban wife struggled with it alone.
As she made the beds, shopped for groceries, matched slipcover material, ate peanut butter sandwiches with her
children, chauffeured Cub Scouts and Brownies, lay beside her husband at night—she was afraid to ask even of
herself the silent question—“Is this All?’”
For me it was de Beauvoir’s The Second Sex that was the call to arms. But,
for many, many women, most especially middle class, well-educated,
Caucasian women, The Feminine Mystique was their “wake up” moment.
Friedan had written many articles on this subject that were published to
great acclaim in popular women’s magazines, McCall’s, Ladies’ Home Journal,
and Good Housekeeping, prior to the publication of her book. She identified
this “aching dissatisfaction,” not as psychopathology requiring therapy or
Miltowns (tranquilizers), but as “the need to grow and fulfill their
potentialities as human beings.” She located the problem in the social
order that told women that their fulfillment would and should come solely
through staying within the domestic sphere (“a woman’s place is in the
home”), caring for her husband, children and abode.
The first wave of feminism had secured the vote and strove to enact the
Equal Rights Amendment, but in the 1930s many women redirected their
efforts to establishing a social safety net (such as Social Security) and
opposing the rise of fascism. With the advent of WWII, many women,
including mothers, went to work in support of the war effort. Yet, even
during this very challenging era, there was controversy about the
establishment of day care centers at work sites and about the
appropriateness of mothers doing any sort of work apart from defense
Jill Hirst Scobie
work (see J. Edgar Hoover). And for those who did stay home full-time,
they were criticized roundly (see Philip Wylie’s Generation of Vipers) as
frequently emasculating or smothering. Damned if you do and damned if you don’t.

Photo by Lois Dean

In the immediate post-WWII era, there was a collective hunkering down: the nuclear threat, the nuclear family,
consumerism, McCarthyism, The Man in the Grey Flannel Suit, the suppression of dissent, the suburban sprawl.
However, for those of us who actually came of age in the 1950s we no doubt also remember the beginning of the
civil rights movement, the Beatniks, the crack in the picture window, the emergence of rock and roll (thanks,
Chuck, thanks, Elvis). So the notion of a June Cleaver-suffused, monolithic society is not really the case at all.
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At the beginning of the ’60s, legislation was enacted that provided the
change. After
JFK’s assassination, LBJ supported the passage of a strengthened Civil Rights Bill that protected black voting rights,
banned racial discrimination in employment, housing, and schools. Title VII of this bill forbade discrimination in
employment on the basis of race, religion, color, or national origin.
Through the skillful political maneuvering of Rep. Martha Griffiths
and Sen. Margaret Chase Smith, discrimination on the basis of sex
was also banned. The agency established to administer the new law,
the Equal Employment Opportunity Commission (EEOC),
continued to allow sex segregation in job advertising. AfricanAmerican civil rights lawyer and feminist pioneer, Pauli Murray,
called out the chair of the EEOC around the issue of sexsegregated ads as a violation of Title VII and suggested the need
for another “March on Washington,” for women’s equal job
opportunity. At this juncture, Friedan contacted Murray, an
acquaintance; Murray introduced Betty to “the feminist
underground” in government circles. This network of very capable
women proved to be the basis of the emerging women’s
AP File Photo
movement; and they had been discussing the need for a women’s
Betty
Friedan
speaks
in
New
York's
Central
Park
organization similar to the National Association for the
on
August
26,
1971,
after
some
5,000
marchers
Advancement of Colored People (NAACP), which would promote
paraded up Fifth Avenue in the women’s march
women’s rights. Because Friedan was not a government employee,
for equality.
she did not risk losing her job, and she had already become a very
high-profile spokesperson for women’s issues. Therefore, in June
1966, she was tapped to lead the National Organization for Women (NOW).
It behooves us to remember that the opportunities open to us and to our daughters and our granddaughters were
not provided by the generosity and largesse of men, although there were always male allies along the way. Our gains
were hard fought and hard won by grinding, extensive political work and litigating, mostly by women. One case that
serves as an example: In 1958, there were only 387 female graduates from 72 medical schools in the United States,
as opposed to 6,469 men. In 2017, there were 9,119 women and 10,135 men. Interestingly, of the graduates of
Brown’s Warren Alpert Medical School, 69 were women and 52 were men. Ta-dah! What happened? The Women’s
Equity Action League, a “spin-off” of NOW, brought a class action suit against every medical school in the United
States that was receiving federal funds, claiming that schools had discriminated in the recruiting and admission
process.
Two years later the federal government passed an amendment to the Higher Education Act, the renowned Title IX,
which prohibited any education program (receiving federal funding) from discriminating against any person on the
basis of gender. By 1976, the number of women admitted to medical schools across the board had risen by 300
percent (compared to 1960 admission rates). Now close to half of all medical students are female. Looking back at
our contemporaries, one cannot help being enormously impressed with any of them who did become doctors,
considering the tremendous barriers they faced. And we all salute you, our foremother, Elizabeth Blackwell.
So how was all this political and social ferment affecting individual lives? Well, you’ll be glad to know that after I
read de Beauvoir, I screamed at my husband for four straight days. His memory is that this happy moment in our
marriage actually lasted for two weeks. We had various and sundry friends getting divorced. “He’s such a chauvinist!
He doesn’t do his share of the housework! She won’t type my papers anymore! She reads too much! She reads too
Brown ’58 Newsletter
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little! He sits around and watches sports while the kids need his attention! She
I’m sure
you still have a few snippets of dialogue floating around in your memory bank from those fraught and heady times.
We had friends who got divorced over issues of fairness and work-sharing. And we had friends who managed to
stay together, some quite happily, by forging new ways of relating, child rearing, and managing their work lives. I
have to give you my husband’s best argument when I was in the midst of having my consciousness raised and while
his consciousness was also rising. He pointed out, clever man, that he hadn’t invented society. “I was born into it,
just like you.” Now that’s a point.
One needs to look no further than the women of the Class of 1958 to
see the interesting and disparate ways that our generation navigated
our lives and earned our keep. Since we set forth with an Ivy League
education, we were already extremely privileged. Add to that, most of
us were white, which made our lives incomparably easier. Some of us
had felt the bitter sting of anti-Semitism, but most had not. However,
I am betting that no man in our class, given this same education, was
ever offered an entry level job as a typist or a secretary. We have
women who got Ph.D.s, became therapists, educational consultants,
academics, one amazing archaeologist, women that stayed at home
and were politically active, women that volunteered at every level
Brown University/David Del Poio
(church, temple, school, hospital, chaired boards, were elected to the
Medical students at Commencement 2017
school committee, ran the League of Women Voters, heck, were
Brown Trustees, etc.), women who became social workers (oh, how I miss you, my fellow professionals, Dorothy
Cox and June Fletcher), psychologists, lawyers, writers, researchers, teachers, interior designers, librarians, artists,
women who worked in the financial markets, worked for the CIA, nurses, computer programmers, an arts
commissioner, a woman who worked at a think tank, health educators, an event organizer, director of promotion,
insurance broker, occupational therapist, realtor. Oh, goodness, I know I’ve overlooked someone’s career, but you
get the idea.
Clearly, some of us replicated our mothers’ lives and some of us broke away completely from earlier patterns. Some
began as “stay at home” mothers, went on to graduate school, found their professional path. We were informed by
the work of Margaret Sanger and Bill Baird, which made birth control legal and accessible. Perhaps some of us
made decisions only allowed after Roe versus Wade. Perhaps some of us were lesbians, once closeted, but now able to
acknowledge their orientation. Some of us divorced, some to their sorrow, some to their relief, some for the chance
to grow and evolve, some remarried. Some of us had no children, some of us were single. And, now, many of us are
widowed, possibly living alone for the first time in our long lives.
It has been a challenging, exhilarating, amazing time to be a woman. I thank the many women who “named our
problem” and helped me to find ways to forge a more meaningful and purposeful life, a life wherein I could use my
intellect and act out my values and get paid for it. Oooh, you shrill, strident, irritating, brilliant, bold, articulate, loud,
intrepid, talented women! Thanks to all of you wonderful women who thought that we should have the level of
agency, the level of choice, the level of power, the level of access that our brothers, our sons, our husbands, and our
fathers did and do. And I’d wager that Gloria Steinem, Condoleezza Rice, Madeline Albright, Sally Ride, Pauli
Murray, Dorothy Height, Mary Banauto, Mary Cassatt, Toni Morrison, Bella Abzug, Kathryn Bigelow, Ava
DuVernay, Megan Smith, Ruth Simmons, and Drew Gilpin Faust would also thank you.
A postscript: Thanks to Stephanie Coontz, who wrote A Strange Stirring: The Feminine Mystique and American
Women at the Dawn of the 1960s.
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When Everything Changed (for me)

Remembering the Jump from College to Being “the Little Woman”—and the Escape
by Jane Bertram Miluski ’58

These are the words, somewhat expanded upon, that I would have spoken at the class luncheon, had not the
University insisted on catching us on film at that very moment. I’d like to have delivered them personally, with
asides and innuendo.
Before beginning this personal whine, I have two caveats:
First, none of the dissatisfaction with my lot is Joe’s fault. In fact, my
expectations for my “grown up” life were very different from his, and his
certainly did not match my reality. Joe is stolid, reliable and somewhat
private. His life goals involved going to college, marrying, getting a good job,
raising a family, providing well for them and dying before the age of 50.
My goals, had I defined them, were more to do with the arts, exploration and
social involvement. That was not my mother’s world, the world of postWorld War II.
Second, I feel like a spoiled brat. I realize my life has been blessed. I never
had to flee to the hills to save my children from a tsunami or volcanic
eruption, or pray that they would return from school, safe from a crazed
shooter. My family and I were never scorned or endangered because of the
color of our skin. I never had to go without food so my children could eat, or
watch them sicken from lead flakes or a lack of clean water. This, however,
was my reality.

Photo by Lois Dean

Jane Miluski

Out of the Ivy Tower, and into the actual world, did not work well for me. It
was very difficult to give up being a woman in the exciting university world,
who accomplished things that seemed to matter, and to become the “Little
Woman.” I tried to pattern my life after my mother’s, the little woman who
did diapers, dusted and was full-time helpmate to the man of the house.
Sadly, I did not do it gracefully. My resentment was dense. As I think about
this time of change, I realize, in assuming my new role of helpmate, I had lost
my own voice.

Until I left Brown, chemistry degree in hand, my world was certainly not the real one. Lucky enough actually to be
in Washington, DC, and be driven past the Supreme Court on the day of the Brown v. Board of Education
decision, I had little to no understanding of its immense importance until later. My life was in the “Ozzie and
Harriet” genre. Clueless, I once solicited Senator T.F. Green (D-R.I.) for a donation to Ike’s second campaign. The
Hallowed Halls of Ivy kept some of us (me) unrealistically insulated from the turmoil building in the country and
around the world. In my unfinished brain, the world was a most beautiful and friendly place. After all, my country
was always in the right, totally honest and straight, the true leader of the world. I was at Brown, where Eleanor
Roosevelt, Robert Frost and Niels Bohr stopped by to visit. No matter that I couldn’t understand a word that Bohr
said. It was exciting.
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My father had decreed that I would not study art at Brown. (“No Goddamn
to college to
draw pictures.”) So, I was studying chemistry, and except for the bear of physical chemistry, it wasn’t so bad after
all. Well, sociology was a pretty horrible experience. But all in all, life was very good.
So there we were, and true to expectations of the day, Joe and I met sophomore year and married just three weeks
after graduation. (After all, wasn’t that what we were expected to do?) Now it was time to stay home and have
babies. BUT WAIT! What of that shiny new Brown degree? What of things intellectual? What of my new awareness
of turmoil in the world? Our compromise was that Joe would go to Quantico for Basic School, while I would stay
behind and work as a research chemist until Christmas. Then we would live together in a normal way. As it turned
out, I had to quit at Christmas anyway, as I was far too pregnant for lab work. It was time for domesticity.
But Oh, My Goodness, in the world of the late fifties and early sixties, EVERYTHING WAS CHANGING SO
FAST. (My understanding didn’t catch up with events until I graduated.)
Brown v. The Board of Education had come down in
the spring 1954. Now there were federal marshals
protecting children as they tried to exercise their right
to go to school.
In 1955, Emmett Till was lynched for speaking the
wrong way to a white woman, and Rosa Parks sat
down on the bus.
The war in Vietnam was our constant reality from
1955 until 1975.

Joe, Jane (with Ping Pong), Mary K, Michael, Peter & Hank

In 1960, my world was rocked to its core when Francis
Gary Powers’s U2 was shot down in Russian air space,
and I learned that my perfect country had spies!!!
The Civil Rights movement took all our attention on
Bloody Sunday in Selma.

The Watts uprisings in 1965 shocked us.
Then there were the ASSASSINATIONS! Yes, Abraham Lincoln had been taken in 1865, but ours was a different
world, wasn’t it? We lost so many heroes so quickly! Medgar Evers was murdered in June 1963, and President John
Kennedy in November. We lost Dr. Martin Luther King in April of 1968 and Robert Kennedy just two months
later. What was real? Where was goodness? What did it mean?
Although Simone de Beauvoir had written The Second Sex back in 1949 (Jill Hirst Scobie’s favorite) and Betty Friedan
wrote The Feminine Mystique in 1963, I did not feel so interested in the Women’s Movement, being far more focused
on civil rights: the marches, the dogs, the fire hoses, the heartbreak and horror in people’s eyes. Joe and I were
living in Virginia in 1959, and saw the shameful inequities first-hand: the segregated fountains, shabby
accommodations, and the glass-littered “separate but equal” school yard. My reading ran to The Autobiography of
Malcolm X, Soul on Ice, and Black Like Me.
In truth, however, the barriers attacked by the Movement were the very barriers defining my life.
I found myself chafing at the bit. I wanted to march, to register voters, to get involved in the civil rights struggle,
but our babies came fast: four in less than five years, and I felt my first obligation was to them. How I wanted to have
a voice. I wanted to know that I could make a difference. I didn’t need to be a Malala Yousafzai, or Martha Sharp
Brown ’58 Newsletter
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Joukowsky, Sue Adler Kaplan or Lois Hammersberg Lowry. I just wanted to
We had an
unspoken understanding that Joe chose the charities. His causes were not mine, so I could not even participate from
a distance. I found some meaty volunteer jobs: served six years on the school board; learned to play guitar so I
could introduce music into our church and led the group for seven years; and started Great Books discussions and
creativity workshops in a few Catholic schools. But I felt smothered by the helpmate role. “Wife and Mother” just
did not work for me. I did not feel valued by myself or others. And I was not easy to be around! In fact, I was bossy,
angry and judgmental most of the time.
And then, after our fifth child was born in
1975, I decided to make a change for myself.
I decided to work on my own person, to
sign up for art classes at our local arts
center, and to look for a paying job! I
wanted to do the things that felt important
to me, give to my own charities, to travel
and learn more about the rest of the world.
As it came about, those guitar lessons,
arranging and transposing music for the
church did pay off. After I had entered our
three-year-old in preschool at the School in
Rose Valley [PA], a wonderful John Dewey
school established in 1929 near us, the
principal asked me to teach music and
dance. Completely unqualified, I accepted,
and had the time of my life for 20 years.
There I found my own voice. During that
Jane still teaches painting workshops locally
time I focused on teaching African and
African American music, studying at Omega
Institute with Joseph Shabalala, Baba Olatunji, The Georgia Sea Island Singers, Ysaye Barnwell and others. I was
able to weave stories about African cultures, slavery and the Civil Rights Movement into our songs and games.
Baba’s hand drumming lore and techniques were central to my program. Thinking about this recently, I realized that
finally I was in the Civil Rights movement in my own way, sharing with my primarily little white kids my love and
respect for the other cultures.
My story of change has a very happy ending. I find that I love to teach. While I was a music teacher, I continued to
make art and show it and began to teach that as well. I studied around the country with artists I admire, involving
many trips to the upper peninsula of Michigan. Painting has led to a good deal of travel, which feeds my desire to
see and experience other places and cultures. I have taught watercolor workshops in Tuscany, Sicily, Scotland,
Jamaica and Mexico, and have enjoyed many trips to Nova Scotia to paint plein air with friends. I still teach
workshops locally, and love watching my students grow. Joe has reacted surprisingly well to my personal change. He
has given me full support. And he has a far more pleasant wife.
I wanted to matter, to have a VOICE, and I believe that has worked out. Through music, dance and my art, I know
have touched lives. Surely some of my former kids have taught their little ones to Hambone and Juba. And our own
five children, all of whom are wonderful people, seem to have survived and tolerated me pretty well.
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Our daughters did it differently. Mary K graduated from Brown in 1980, then
degree. She
practiced law in Providence for a few years and married at 25. Her one child was born when she was 28. Carrie
graduated from Bates and earned her master’s at Penn. She worked as a bereavement counselor and had her first
child at 36, married at 37, and had her second child at 39. I am glad that women today not only have more choices,
but are free TO SPEAK WITH THE VOICE THAT WORKS FOR THEM.

Warriors of the Woods
A Long Fight To Preserve Nature in Old Florida
On May 22, 2018, Manatee County, Florida, created a 44-acre nature
preserve along the Braden River, which supplies water to the City of
Bradenton. The tract, now protected by perpetual conservation deed restrictions,
will allow “the public to enjoy pristine nature while walking, hiking or
birdwatching,” according to a release by the Conservation Foundation of the
Gulf Coast. The foundation said the preserve was made possible by a “creative
public-private partnership.” That’s the lead.
One of the committed Bradenton residents who worked tirelessly to save the
preserve from an imminent threat of development in the tenth-fastest-growing
county in the nation was Jane Fliegner Blythe ’58, who in the following article
tells her personal story of how an improbable save became a reality. It is a
story of passion for nature, willingness to fight the odds, and courage to carry
on though exhausted, when all appears lost.
It’s also a story of inspiration for those who long for a better balance with their
natural environment but doubt whether they can make a difference.
—JCF
☼ ☼ ☼

Jane Fliegner Blythe, who provided
these photos, beside one of the plantcovered trees in the mesic hammock
of the Braden River Preserve

by Jane Fliegner Blythe ’58

We Warriors of the Woods, our band of brothers and sisters, earlier this year stopped a powerful developer from
building on 33 acres of “Old Florida”—that beautiful land that existed before the real estate entrepreneurs took
over. Our fight, which was to result in creation of a 44-acre preserve, took approximately three years, and even if I
were never to see any of these people again, I would cherish each until the day I die.
Most of us had never met until we joined to save the trees, animals, birds and wetlands of this wooded oasis in the
midst of sprawl. An endangered panther roams there, as do protected gopher tortoises, an aged boar and his family,
egrets. river otters, deer, foxes, reptiles and more. Bald eagles, osprey and imperiled swallowtail kites soar gracefully
overhead, while owls nest in the dense bay and red maple forested wetland that gloriously displays mesic
hammocks, cypress, pine flatwoods and some of the last remaining longleaf pines.
Our 12-member ad hoc group of nearby residents formed the hard core of the defense of Braden River Preserve, in
Bradenton, Florida. Others would float in and out, help in some way, but then drop out. Many neighbors would tell
me how they appreciated our work but could not join in. The core never gave up.
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The story began about three years ago with a man named Carl Bergstresser, a
11.53 acres
of undeveloped land, except for the house he had built. The land was adjacent to the Braden River and located next
to 32.4 acres of Old Florida. When Carl, not yet 60, learned that he was dying of pancreatic cancer, he willed his
11.53 acres to the Conservation Foundation of the Gulf Coast, so that it would remain unchanged. On his
deathbed, he asked two men to be co-executors of his estate and to promise to fight to combine to adjoining parcel
with his. Carl was to become one of my heroes, though I never had the opportunity to meet him.
A few weeks after Carl died, my husband
and I purchased a home a mile from the
Preserve area. I walked down there one day
and saw lawn signs that said Woods in Danger.
A few days later, a woman came to my door
with petitions aimed at preventing
development of the Preserve. I signed. Not
only do I love animals and the environment,
but I recognized that green space
desperately needs protection in Manatee
County. Every two weeks or so while
driving on a familiar road, I’d see trees being
cut down to make room for stores and
apartment buildings. The speed of
The Braden River flows through the Preserve.
construction down here is mind-boggling
and nauseating. Manatee County has meager
lower tree canopy of 32 percent and it’s falling. The U.S. Forestry Service recommends 45–60 percent. The Preserve
also drains into the Braden River, chief source of drinking water for the city. Watershed management experts felt
protection was important.
We activists quickly ran into defeatism. Upset people would say, “What can we do? The developers are too
powerful and the County is crooked and in their pockets.” I had no idea if this was true, but many believed it.
The three leaders of our core group, as well as the nine other members, were honest, dignified people of integrity
who wanted nothing more than to save this piece of Old Florida and maintain it as special ecosystem providing
sustenance for all its natural inhabitants. Had the group not been such truly wonderful people, I could not have
worked with them through all that was to come.
In 2015 a local restaurant owner purchased the 33 acres for less than $1 million and contracted with a prominent
developer to create a gated subdivision. In 2016, after the County denied his rezoning request (due to efforts by our
group and conflicts with the County’s long-term land use plans), the owner sold the property to the developer, who
continued to pursue the rezoning but indicated a willingness to sell the land.
Our group engaged the Conservation Foundation of the Gulf Coast to help raise funds and facilitate the purchase.
The Conservation Foundation conducted biological assessments and, in 2017, secured a six-month option to
purchase the 32.4 acres for $3 million, expiring March 2018. The property’s value had increased because the
developer was able to obtain rezoning approval from the County. The Foundation and our core group wanted the
land to be preserved through private ownership or via procurement by the County.
However, the County said it lacked the money for an acquisition. As an alternative, County staff suggested creation
of a special tax district to fund the purchase. Our group agreed and began to promote a 30-year payment plan in
which surrounding neighborhoods would participate.
Brown ’58 Newsletter
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County commissioners were stunned, saying they never had met any group that
Some
commissioners seemed very impressed. Our core group completed elaborate fiscal analyses to determine how much
each resident would have to pay per year. Charts were drawn up, and we soon held neighborhood meetings, urging
everyone to attend, ask questions and provide input. Meeting after meeting after meeting followed.
The first really negative reaction actually increased our desire to fight. My own Home Owners Association board
refused to allow us to make a presentation at the annual meeting. The Woods Warriors worked even harder. I have
never understood the HOA’s resistance.
The County commissioners could have rejected our proposition outright. Instead, they decided to try, for the first
time ever, to distribute a mailed “poll” seeking opinions on the issue. Forms were to be sent to all the 1,400 homes
in the adjacent areas. The forms were to be returned by the second week of January. The timing around
Thanksgiving was bad for us because of the Christmas holiday and the fact that many homeowners live in different
states or countries.
We were unable to convince the County to extend the return date.
The other big problem was that any unreturned polling form would
be counted as a NO for the Preserve and the taxation idea.
Decisions had to be reached in mid–January because the developer
set March as the funding deadline. We seemed to face an impossible
task. No one, except the 12 of us, thought we could do it.
Every prerequisite of the County and the developer had to be met,
and in a short time, so we simply never stopped! We had more
neighborhood meetings. We talked to anyone who wanted to
discuss the issue. We individually went to hundreds and hundreds
of homes in our neighborhoods, always careful not to bother
anyone who was not interested in talking and always to stand five
yards back from the door after ringing the bell, so as not to invade
anyone’s personal space. We returned time after time when no one
was home. We stood on street corners with hand-made signs, met
with the core group several times every week.

Spanish moss overhangs the river.

Through family deaths, uncelebrated birthdays, injuries and
sicknesses, holidays and weekends we MET. We left family dinners
early, or never got to them at all, listened to our spouses’
complaints, canceled plans with friends. Sometimes we yelled at one
another or we talked over one another, three or four of us at the
same time, each espousing loudly what we felt was great strategy.
But always, EVERY single time, we agreed to abide by whatever
our three leaders decided was best, after they had sifted through all
the suggestions.

Always in my mind was that if that piece of Old Florida were destroyed, it could never be replaced. The videos we
saw of other parcels of land being bulldozed, of wetlands being drained 24/7 for months at a time, construction
trucks driving down the same two roads month after month for over two years sickened us. And one could not stop
thinking about the remains of small animals all over the roads. One lady had seen a little bobcat on the highway,
obviously in shock, after trees had been cut down in another area. I found three little possums in a ditch on the
roadside, with their tails inter-twined, but was able to rescue them—the cutest little guys, and they survived.
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During these many long months, my emotions ran the gamut—excitement,
never to give up, fear of failure, nightmares, sleeplessness and many more complex feelings. I personally was
prepared to do anything to stop this developer and had found five ladies who would stand in front of the
construction equipment with me if the worst happened. My husband and adult son were bewildered by the intensity
of my feelings. That surprised me because I’d been an environmentalist and animal advocate since childhood, long
before anyone used those terms.
It was incomprehensible to me that suddenly some neighbors started to protest saving the acreage. Here’s some of
what I heard:
Oh, the trees will grow again… Animals always return… Construction
noise won’t really be that bad. And so on. Some was more political:
No one can tell me how to spend my money. It doesn’t matter that I can
afford the tax, I don’t want to pay it… Why should I pay for something for
future generations? I’m old and don’t care if the land is preserved.
Some highly negative and incorrect information now was being
disseminated by an opponent who would not meet with us and
who distributed written disinformation without his signature. The
neighborhoods were being divided into actual teams. The
opponents decided to wear red shirts. We responded with white
shirts. We held posters at County meetings. Taken together; the
groups looked like very large candy canes. Except there was
nothing funny about it. Feelings began getting out of hand. One
man phoned a female member, cursing at her and insulting her
husband. Someone walked up to me on the street and yelled
names at me. Another female member was attacked verbally on
Facebook several times. Many people literally stopped talking to
their next-door neighbors who favored saving the Preserve.
Some others wrote insulting letters to the commissioners.
We began to have a larger presence in the community. Many who
attended our neighborhood meetings complained they’d never
received the polling form, even after requesting one. Each
household got only one vote. Could matters get any worse?

A path will welcome visitors.

Yes, they could and did. During the Christmas season, the County worker in charge of the polls was ill for several
days, then had taken some holiday time. During that time, we collated our information in various ways and
determined that quite a few houses were in foreclosure. Some were empty, some were rentals. Many houses had
accumulated mailings, as occupants were out of town for the holidays. Recall that unreturned polls counted as a
NO.
Our leaders attempted without success to renegotiate terms with the County. The developer would not change his
deadline. We spent countless hours tabulating the results of the returned polls and realized that people with whom
we had talked were accounting for more positive results than indicated by the actual returned YES polls.
We visited homes over and over again, being careful not to stay if not welcome. What we found was many people
did not receive the poll, had inadvertently discarded it with the junk mail, or had planned not to vote but changed
their minds and wanted to save the Preserve. As they learned more and more about it, some embraced it. There was
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a lot to like: It would be a passive Preserve, with a gate that closed at night, a
the woods
to the Braden River, perfect for hiking, walking and bird-watching. Motorized vehicles would be excluded. There
would be two or three picnic tables and a large kiosk with information about the wildlife, trees and shrubs
indigenous to our area. The Preserve would be there for future generations, a small reminder of what Old Florida
was like.
In January we developed a substitute poll, to be notarized, for
people who did not have the original because there was insufficient
time for residents to request and receive a replacement form.
County staff never approved this poll but the commissioners gave
tacit acceptance by agreeing to continue the hearings.
My first face-to-face encounter with the commissioners occurred in
a March hearing as the deadline approached.

National Audobon Society

Swallow-tailed kites will have a home below.

At the hearing, our group presented a binder to the commissioners
containing thousands of signatures on petitions that opposed the
housing development and urged creation of the Preserve. One of
those signatures was mine—on the petition that originally had
aroused my interest.

Testimony from both sides lasted about six hours total in the morning and afternoon. The Woods Warriors each
took an area to explain in the three quickly passing minutes allotted. My area was preservation of animals, birds and
the Old Florida environment. A wonderful representative of the Conservation Foundation spoke. She was erudite,
polished and sincere. We Warriors did a great job, too!
Many red-shirts rose in opposition. My stomach and head ached and my eyes hurt. I felt on the verge of tears but
for some reason, I still thought we could win. I, a psychiatric nurse-practitioner, am not normally optimistic, having
worked too long with mentally ill children, foster children, abused adults and in animal shelters. I have seen the
worst side of people and tend to be cynical. One of our leaders tried to prepare me to accept a negative decision.
But the commissioners came up with a surprise. They decided 4–3 to postpone their decision by two weeks. It was
clear that the County opposed any tax for the Preserve. But seemingly out of the clear blue sky and to the shock and
surprise of at least some commissioners, two of them said they’d consider buying the land from the developer if the
Preserve proponents could raise a million dollars toward the purchase in the next two weeks.
There’s no way to describe how we felt. It was a thunderbolt and a head punch, but it contained a wee glimmer of
hope even though the Woods Warriors, who had already devoted thousands of hours of work, were mentally and
physically exhausted. We met again, decided to contact anyone and everyone we had ever known to explain the
situation and see if they would donate ANY amount to help. The Conservation Foundation went into overdrive,
and we all worked day and night for the next two weeks. During this period, my own homeowners association
stated that it would sue the County if it approved the Preserve! The HOA was going to use our money, without
holding any community meeting, to oppose the plan that more than half its members wanted to pass. I never
learned their motives.
Two days later, we appeared at the continued hearing of the County commissioners. We had raised $1,029,645.
It was time for high anxiety because the money we raised did not guarantee the commissioners would vote our way.
Only two of them had said they would consider our proposal if the $1 million goal were met.
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I was truly numb, praying every second at the meeting. One of our group was
strain that
she had to remain at home. Others simply sat and could not speak. The meeting continued until the commissioners
adjourned for lunch.
While we were in a restaurant, our leaders told me that they
thought we probably would lose and that we should prepare for it.
While I continued to have some hope, I was ready to stand in front
of the bulldozers, as a final protest.

Gopher tortoises…

After lunch, one of the commissioners suddenly said she was
impressed by how we had raised so much money. She said she had
discovered set-aside money from years earlier that could be used to
meet the developer’s price. This would make the problem of a tax
moot. The commissioner said that we’d have to continue to raise as
much as we could over the summer, but that she found our efforts
were outstanding and that the Preserve should become a reality. It
would be a legacy forever for the children and grandchildren of
current Manatee residents now. It would be a piece of old Florida
that they could explore and appreciate.
But tension continued. When the vote was taken, one
commissioner who we had felt agreed with us voted against. We
thought all was lost. But another commissioner who had voted
against us earlier reversed position and voted for saving the
Preserve. The final vote was 4-3 in favor of the Preserve.

There was no cheering. Red shirts in the room for the most part
refused to shake hands. The members of our group were subdued.
…will have a safe burrow to escape into.
We waited until we were outside in the hallway and hugged, but we
were too exhausted to be jubilant. Most of us kept wondering if it
really had happened, and if it did, could the vote somehow be changed? These jitters were not realistic, but please
remember that it had been almost three years of long, nerve-racking battle marked by unpredictable events.
A day or two later, we got together for a quiet celebration
marked by much emotion and caring.
On June 2, 2018, we Warriors of the Woods and some
special donors were invited to a private tour of our Preserve,
now renamed the Johnson Preserve at Braden River, in
honor of the philanthropic couple who made a very large
donation. We heard our district commissioner and the
Conservation Foundation president thank us, and say that
because of us these 44 acres—this exceptional pristine,
natural habitat—will remain a Preserve FOREVER, a
wonderful word. Behind my sunglasses, I shed more happy
tears.
Goodbye, developers’ padlocked gate!
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Fulfilling a Dream of Blueberry Hill

This Classmate Is Turning a Nighttime Vision into a Cash Crop
by Larry McMaster ’58

I often have weird dreams at night. One that came to me in February of 2016 was that my wife, Carolyn, and I lived
on a blueberry farm. The dream led us to create one.
We live in a rural house in upstate New York, part of a 230-acre dairy farm. She and her former husband, Mark, had
worked the farm for 30 years after she graduated from Cornell in 1971. She drove tractors and was experienced with
discing, plowing and haying. But with their children having grown up and away, farming became a burden.
They sold the cows, tractors and farm machinery. Over
time, the marriage split up. Mark moved away to a job in
Ithaca, New York, and Carolyn became a church organist in
Quincy, Massachusetts. The farm represented Carolyn and
Mark’s retirement. The plan had been for it to be sold so
they could share the proceeds, but it was never actually put
on the market.
At about that time Carolyn and I crossed paths in a
community-theater production of Blithe Spirit. We got
together and looked forward to a life in Boston, but the
stock-market crash of 2008 disrupted those plans. Instead,
we married and moved back to her former home, which had
been vacant for a couple of years since she and Mark had
moved to their respective new jobs. Romantics would call it
an unusual honeymoon.
Our new plan was to hunker down until real-estate values
recovered from the crash, probably something like three
years. Then we could sell the farm.
It took us a couple of those years to clean up the house and
its surroundings and restore a measure of what realty agents
call “curb appeal.”
We established a sizable vegetable garden that feeds us for
the year. The accompanying pictures of peas illustrate the
experience we gained from this large scale of gardening. We
established an orchard of fruit trees, blueberry bushes, grapes, raspberries and strawberries, giving us wherewithal
for jams, jellies and wine. On the opposite side of the house we started an orchard of nut trees. Beyond these
plantings are farm fields and woods, which give us fuel for the heating season and sugar maples for sap and syrup. A
neighboring dairy farmer rents the pastures.
Picking peas

All things considered, we found ourselves well suited for being on this farm. We were thinking less and less about
putting the farm up for sale, although we were still short of income.
So we had already built up crop-raising experience that morning in February 2016 when Carolyn asked me over
morning coffee whether I had any thoughts about the farm, and I described my dream of the night before.
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We began serious examination of the berry idea. For us to become actual farmers seemed preposterous, given our
ages, and we certainly didn’t have the right experience or any money to speak of. Further, this was a dairy farm and
there had to be fields available for cows to pasture and for growing hay and corn. We couldn’t usurp that land for
berries without putting the value of the dairy farm in jeopardy. On the other hand, market forces in the dairy
industry were indicating that the small family dairy farm was becoming a thing of the past. If so, then perhaps it was
time to re-invent the farm into something other than dairy. Perhaps it was time for berries.
We both felt that we were up to the challenge physically. At age 79, I had been cutting and manually splitting
firewood for eight years. Aching muscles were my only physical problem. Carolyn being a spry thing in her midsixties had been managing her 100 ft by 50 ft vegetable garden with only minor knee pain.
And although the stock-market crash had just about wiped us out,
Carolyn had an MBA from Cornell and I had years of experience
as a cost accountant in the greeting card business. One thing we
could do well was crunch numbers.
Conservative estimates were that we could fit 5,000 bushes on a
five-acre field. Yield would be two to three quarts of berries per
bush in the third or fourth year, with double that when the bushes
reached maturity in six or eight years. Blueberries wholesale at
about $4 a quart. Using the conservative two quarts per bush, the
rough numbers work out to approximately $40,000 per year early
in the life of the bushes. It would be hard work, but it looked
much better than the stock market.
Of course, a dream doth not reality make. Our largest farm
implement was an all-terrain vehicle (ATV) with an attached lawn
cart. Reality would mean having at least a tractor, so we purchased
one. Reality also meant that even with our combined Ivy League
educations, we had a lot to learn. Online websites led us to
workshops and lectures about raising berries, cost and
profitability. Cornell Cooperative Extension turned out to be an
excellent resource and we signed up for every lecture we could
find. We began subscribing to trade journals and berry association
newsletters.

Shelled peas ready for freezing

We settled on blueberries as they prefer an acid soil (which is a given in this part of upstate New York), are durable
in shipping and shelf life—and can be picked by harvesters standing upright! The downside of blueberries is that the
bushes take six to eight years to mature into full production.
We invited in consultants from the Chenango County Soil & Water Conservation District, who visited the farm and
recommended that we use a wildly overgrown parcel on a slight hillside that faced east and at its base featured a
pond a couple of acres in size as a source of water. We agreed, and we now had to develop blueberry hill.
The project represented a major diversion from our “curb appeal” work projects. There would have to be a tall
fence to keep out our huge population of white-tailed deer. Similarly, protection from birds would probably require
some kind of overhead netting. We would also need to design and install an irrigation system for watering and
fertilizing the bushes. Further, we would have to consider our market—whether to be a “pick your own” operation
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dealing directly with the public or to be a vendor at a farmers’ market or a
distributors
or retail outlets. There was also the matter of deciding to be “organic” or not. There would be further needs
relating to harvest, storage, packaging and distribution of product. Decisions, decisions, decisions!
Our decision was to focus upon being a commercial supplier. A large retail vendor of fresh produce has twice told
us they will take all we have, and two smaller local retailers have also said they will buy our berries. It certainly is a
start and we are encouraged.
Another decision was to become certified organic. Prices would be a bit higher and we would be presenting a safer
and more healthy product to the market. A requirement for being certified as “organic” is that once the plot was
cleared, chemicals could not be used on or near the blueberries. The price to be paid for that is a continuing
problem with weed control.
The whole hillside lay wet, which is an unfavorable environment for blueberries
as they do not do well with wet feet. Excess wetness can be drained from a field
by installing special tubing (tile) that has small holes in it. The tubing is laid
perpendicular to the flow of ground water and guides the water to a disposal
area, typically a pond or drainage ditch. Four-foot-deep trenches are dug across
the field in a network that feeds into a “main,” which ends at the bottom of the
hillside. The tubing is buried in the trenches. In a period of wetness, water can be
seen streaming from the exit tube. Although the soil is naturally acidic, we would
have to add sulfur at the rate of 1,400 pounds per acre to lower the pH. We
would have to plow and disc the field to work the sulfur into the soil as well as
get the weeds under a semblance of control. This had moved well beyond
backyard gardening!

Frozen bounty

It is nice to have friends. The dairy-farmer neighbor who rented our fields
offered the use of his tractor, plow and disc equipment, throwing in use of his
tractor driver to take care of that piece for us. So of course we forgave his rent as
a form of payment.

The surprise of that summer of 2016 came from the guy who plowed the field for us. He found he had plowed
seven acres rather than five, and that number was confirmed by the guy who spread the sulfur. He had to decrease
his rate of spread per acre, raising the worry that the corrected soil pH wouldn’t be low enough for the blueberries
to be really happy.
We hired a local excavation contractor to lay the drainage tile that summer, Buckley’s Excavating in Sherburne, New
York. As that work progressed we had frequent conversations with Dan Buckley, the company owner, about the
various tasks that lay ahead. Surprisingly, as he learned of each task Dan simply said that they could do that. Deer
fence? They could put that up. Irrigation system? They could install that. Planting? They could do that. Amazing.
That saved us from having to search for and hire people for each of those tasks.
Over the winter of 2016-17 we met with Dan several times to go over plans and materials for the fencing and
especially a layout for the planting. We were impressed by his cooperative good nature and greatly pleased when he
said he would make April 2017 his month for us. Our plan was in place!
That fall and winter, Carolyn and I figured out the dimensions of the field, which is basically a rectangle with an
irregular side due to the pond and woods. I made a plan view drawing of the field to scale based on our actual
measurements and marked off lanes for vehicular traffic which divided the field into four sections. We decided
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for 6,036

We researched varieties looking for excellent flavor, large berries, winter hardiness including extremely low
temperatures, high yield and early to mid-season ripening. We settled upon eight varieties and were able to order
specific quantities of each because we were buying potted plants. In December 2016 with great relief we placed our
order. Shipment would be in April of 2017.
Holy cow! We were in the blueberry business!
April 2017 arrived and Carolyn and I were ready. The field had been prepared and fencing decided upon. The
design had become 7½-foot-high heavy plastic netting supported by 12-foot posts, driven three feet into the ground
to provide nine feet of height for overhead bird netting if we elected to go that route. Black locust is readily
available in our area and we engaged a woodsman to cut the 150 posts we needed. Nothing like planning ahead!
All systems were “GO.” In the first three weeks of April, the
fencing could be built, the soil prepared for planting and the
irrigation system installed. Bushes would arrrive around the 21st and
planting would be accomplished. No problem! Of course the stage
was thus set for disaster. The plant nursery messaged us that
shipment of bushes would be the first week in April. Panic!
Absolutely nothing would be in place for that ship date. We called
Dan to give him the news and learned that he was in Florida for the
week of spring school vacation. But he would be at our place on
Monday, April 17, to start building the deer fence. We messaged the
nursery to delay the shipment if at all possible. They would try.
For those readers who may never have encountered such things,
Pallets of blueberry bushes await transfer to
shipments of live plants are
their new digs.
timed by the nursery to agree
with two things: the state of the plants’ emergence from winter dormancy and
the suitability for planting in the area in which the plants will be received.
Packaging of shipments is boldly marked with notices that these plants are live
and should be opened immediately upon receipt. Further, planting should
happen as soon as possible after receipt.
Monday the 17th actually happened, but without Dan. Regardless, the bushes
were shipped from Michigan that same day. The shipment of 10 pallets of 600
bushes each and one partial pallet would arrive here late on the 18th. They
were being shipped to a field that wasn’t ready for them!

Dan’s crew plants the bushes.

But as luck would have it, Dan was there in the morning of the 18th. He had
seen the plant-delivery truck going past, put two and two together and brought
his skid-steer loader the half mile up to the barn. An hour later the pallets of
live bushes had been transferred from the truck to a shed large enough for
storage of farm machinery. The bushes would be under cover while their new
home was being prepared.

Fortunately, we had placed our order with a nursery that sold their bushes in one-gallon plastic pots, so the bushes
were rooted in dirt. They were about to emerge from dormancy, however, which meant that they had to be planted
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soon. The challenge was to get the deer fence constructed as quickly as
without the
deer fence in place was an unrealistic option. Within a week, the deer would have mowed them down.
Dan started driving fence posts on April 20.
Four days later and push was coming to shove. It was as though the walls of the House of Usher were closing in.
Our shed-bound blueberries were sprouting leaves and emerging from dormancy.
Another two days and Dan’s planned planting day had arrived. Of course the deer fence was still under
construction, but close enough to completion that all the pallets were moved from the storage shed to a staging area
near the entrance to the field and unwrapped. Carolyn and I filled watering cans over and over again and managed
to water all 6,000 of those potted plants even as the planting process was underway.
That was a Friday and although the plants were in the ground, there remained the urgency of completing the deer
fence. Most of the perimeter was fenced in, but there were openings where gates needed to be installed. We
managed to get through the weekend without sustaining damage from foraging deer and on Monday construction
of the gates began.
Monday evening happened to bring
with it a severe rainstorm. We had
4½ inches of rain overnight, causing
some major damage. On Tuesday,
Carolyn and I discovered that there
had been a washout of topsoil
creating a rocky gulley where there
had been blueberry plants the day
before. It was perhaps a 12-footwide swath spanning 10 or 12 rows
and unearthing some 30 bushes. We
immediately replanted them, and
looking back it appears that only
about four bushes failed to survive.
By mid May 2017, Dan and his crew
had finished constructing the fence
and the field was secure from deer
damage. The irrigation system had
been installed but not actually
turned on. As it happens, we had so
much rain last year that we had no
Almost all the blueberry plants survived the winter dormancy.
need for the irrigation system.
There it sits, all dressed up for the dance but in an unnoticed corner. Its time will come.
Also by mid-May 2017 the bushes had fully emerged from dormancy and for the most part were ablaze with
blossoms. We had been advised by the nursery not to allow the bushes to fruit; pinching off the blossoms would
force the plants’ energy to go into plant growth rather than into reproduction. Performing that lengthy job meant
that we had no crop last year.
Weed control was our focus in the spring of 2018 and had us immersed in bush-by-bush activity. Our survey
indicates that 97 percent of the planting has survived winter dormancy. The planting was a success! Ain’t life grand?
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by Larry McMaster ’58

As the title suggests, this article was inspired by the February 2017 article “A Cold War Engineer” by classmate Peter Howard.
—LM
You’ll find the interesting history of the destroyer I served on after graduating from Brown by Googling
http://www.harwood861.org/history.htm .
Scrolling down 12 paragraphs brings you to a paragraph containing a rather unexpected sentence: “The ship
returned to Newport in late August, then engaged in independent steaming and destroyer exercises, closing out
1960 with a visit to Miami where the crew was able to see the annual Orange Bowl Game.”
The ship had been sent to Miami with arrangements for the crew to make a uniformed appearance at the game. The
ship arrived in Miami on New Year’s Eve which that year came on Saturday. Luck of the draw; I was in the liberty
section. Courtesy of the Navy, I spent New Year’s Eve at a bar in the Fontainebleau Hotel in Miami Beach. THAT
was quality time!
The Orange Bowl game was played on Monday because New Year’s Day was
Sunday. The game featured the fifth-ranked Missouri Tigers and the fourthranked Navy Midshipmen. Late in the game, with Navy down 21–6, Heisman
Trophy winner Joe Bellino caught a 27-yard pass from Hal Spooner, and then
made the two-point conversion, cutting the lead to 21–14. Missouri, however,
held on for the win.
President-elect John F. Kennedy attended the game. A large semi-circle of
photographers sat on the sidelines, their cameras trained not on the game but
on the section of the stands where Kennedy was seated. That was my first
experience of being in the same place as a sitting or pending president, though
the distance across the stadium was so great that I could barely see him.
Another viewer of note was Joe Bellino’s mother. Her family was seated directly
behind the row of seats that had been assigned to Harwood crew members. In
her exuberance over Joe’s performance, she beat her fists on the back and
shoulders of the naval officer seated in front of her throughout the game. A
dubious distinction, but, happily, not mine. (Bellino was from Winchester, MA,
hometown of at least four Brown 1958 classmates.)

Official U.S. Navy photo

Larry in uniform

With the game over and the pleasure of liberty in Miami thus complete, we had about an hour to make our way
back to the ship scheduled to leave port that afternoon. Our group of four or five officers, including one who was
black, decided to hail a cab. The cabbie greeted the black officer with the news “Yuh gotcha own cabs, son.” He
wouldn’t let our comrade at arms into the cab. Astonished by this development, we sent the taxi away, and resumed
our walk back to the ship, thus closing the history of the ship’s visit to Miami.
That ship had another assignment in Florida. Upon departure from Miami, Harwood resumed independent
steaming, proceeding up the east coast to Cape Canaveral. There we dropped anchor offshore from the Cape
Canaveral Missile Annex and received on board a base liaison officer who explained the purpose of our visit.
Harwood was to provide surveillance of a particular area of the sea and watch for unauthorized shipping attempting
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the area clear

We remained at anchor for the night and the next day got
under way to assume our surveillance duty. The day was clear
and the sea almost a dead calm. I don’t recall that we saw any
shipping, let alone offensive Russian trawlers. But the liaison
officer had instructed our navigator on the position of the
submarine and for sure all hands who were topside had eyes
trained on that spot. My mind wandered to times on the
school playground and straining to win a staring contest. A
blink could be costly. Patience. Endurance.
A splash of water!
Or was it a splash? An eruption? A column of water! Atop
the column rests a shape! A shape poised… but it isn’t a
column of water anymore. The column has been displaced by
a massive tongue of orange flame spewing from the shape
back down into the ocean. Another second goes by and the
shape and its orange comet tail are a streak up into the sky. And out of sight. Gone. A trail of smoke against the
bright sky. Awesome. A memory. A Polaris missile launch.
The general feeling aboard ship was awe. Polaris was clearly an awesome weapon, and we as a crew were glad that it
was for us and not against us. But the show was over. Navy routine resumed and a few months later my cold war
English major days became civilian days. I’m now a blueberry farmer. (See above article.)

Our Late Classmate Gerry Alaimo Leaves Us Laughing
His String of One-Liners Proves To Be a Highlight of 60th Reunion
Even though Gerry Alaimo ’58 passed away on May 10, 2018, two weeks before our 60th
Reunion, those who attended got a taste of the sense of humor lurking beneath his gruff
exterior. It jumps out of a 2006 videotape of the celebration marking 100 years of Brown
basketball, at which he was named to Brown’s All-Time Team.
https://youtu.be/0hMz8v_D6TI
In remarks that start about 9 minutes in, Alaimo said that when he decided to apply to an
Ivy League college, he discovered “Brown’s application process was the easiest one to fill out,”
so he did. His account of the education that followed consisted of another string of one-liners
that cracked up audiences in both 2006 and 2018.
After he graduated, Alaimo continued, “the Brown freshman job opened up, and I grabbed
it. Now I’m the freshman coach at Brown, and I have no idea how to coach.”
Alaimo went from Brown to a stint at Middlebury College, then back to Brown as head
basketball coach. “After about 10 years they finally realized that I didn’t have any idea
what I was doing, and so I got fired,” he said.
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In reality, Alaimo’s teams enjoyed an unprecedented run of success, with consecutive winning
and
1974–75—meanwhile setting the school record for wins in a season with 17 in 1973–74. He moved on to become an administrator in
the Providence College Athletic Department until he retired, after which he was elected to the PC Athletic Department Hall of Fame.
But as he said on the videotape of when he accepted his award, “I was not a Brown man born. And I was not a Brown man bred. But
when I die, I’ll be a Brown man dead. Thank you.”
One of those who admired Gerry in action on the basketball court was his old roommate and our classmate Harry Batchelder, a Brown
athletics immortal in a different winter sport: hockey. He offers the following recollection.

Tribute: A 1956 Winter Evening at the Marvel Gymnasium
Gerry Alaimo, Brown ’58, and Ed Robinson, Yale ’57, Earn a Hockey Player’s Respect
by Harry C. Batchelder Jr.

By way of background to the tale, the notably non-affluent Massachusetts towns of Peabody and Lynn are
geographically located in the near vicinity of Marblehead, Swampscott, and Beverly. Socially, however, they are
about 87 galaxies away, as the postwar period had not been remotely kind to either of the struggling working-class
towns. The leather factories had fled south, and Peabody—where I lived—was a predominantly Middle European
enclave where instructions in the football huddle were shouted out in Russian and Greek, English coming in a bad
third. Lynn was hit even harder, and my father, who owned and operated an ice business in Lynn, wryly observed
that the town “had nothing to lose and probably deserved it.” Lynn to this day exhibits the worst traits of the
Balkans: Economic collapse, rampant drug-fueled violence, wrapped in a mantle of hopelessness, graced by a neoNazi City Hall with two eagle friezes that would make Albert Speer smile. If you missed the worst of the German
Democratic Republic, Lynn awaits you.
In rough circumstances such as these, education offers the one way up and out. And when you don’t have much
else to bring to the adolescent struggle, athletics can fill the void, providing the arena for addressing the Marxist
dilemma. Both towns had excellent high school sports teams, with Lynn’s Classical High School producing triple
sports legend Aristotle George “Harry” Agganis, who died tragically young, and Peabody High turning out some
professional football players. Still and all, in my graduating class of about two hundred students at Peabody High,
only three of us went on to college.
Peabody’s and Classical’s hatred for each other stemmed from Classical’s having spoiled an undefeated Peabody
hockey season; as a result for the next two years the games were decided not on the ice but in the parking lot. Not
for us the “playing fields of Eton.”
Peabody had no formal gymnasium, rather a sort of stage, elevated about four feet, where the center jump circle
almost touched the foul shooting circle. I am told that spectators at the basketball games, a couple of off-course
sparrows, only showed up to see if anyone would fall off the stage and really hurt themselves. I don’t believe that
Peabody ever won more than two basketball games a year. Who cared; basketball was a game for “p***ies” where
nobody ever got hurt. I cannot speak to Classical’s indoor sports facilities as NOBODY ever went there, and I never
heard of a Peabody athlete dating a girl from Classical.
In the middle ’50s, though, we began to hear about a phenomenal player named Ed Robinson who was breaking all
basketball records at Classical, but hey, who cared about basketball, it was a game for “p***ies,” nobody ever got
hurt.
Prior to going to Brown I met Ed Robinson at a high school hockey game, and, as in all meetings between Classical
and Peabody athletes, it was not initially cordial. Robinson was about 6’3”, 235 pounds, with an upper body like a
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tree trunk and the arms of a longshoreman. He had an almost feline grace, and
his presence
for a few hours, I knew that if I were ever in a fight, I would want Robinson at my right shoulder. I liked him, and
he tolerated me. We took the SATs in the same room, and we said goodbye, Robinson to Yale, Batchelder to a
hockey finishing school. But we were to meet up again, on a cold February night two years later, once more at a
hotly contested game. Oh, by the way, did I mention that Ed Robinson was black? That alone made him the target
of unimaginable taunts. The rivalry between Peabody and Classical High was beyond vicious.
The manufacturing town of Torrington, Connecticut, is located not too far from the sylvan glades of historic Kent,
Cornwall, and Salisbury, the legendary Lime Rock Motor Sport Track, and several fine examples of those hallowed
institutions and members-only clubs known as the New England Preparatory Schools. As Peabody and Classical
were to surrounding upmarket Massachusetts secondary schools, however, so was Torrington High School to
nearby Connecticut prep schools—socially separated by light years. But it was at Torrington High that Gerry
Alaimo learned his craft and developed the ethics of hard work, mental focus, and physical toughness. He did not
learn sabre and épée at Torrington. But he learned the meaning of “no quit,” and how not to lose easily.
I met Gerry Alaimo and his mom and dad my first day at Brown,
and I liked them immediately. My home town was full of hardworking people and his parents were that. Gerry was about 6’1”
and maybe a bit over 200. I learned he was one of several Stan
Ward recruits; Coach Ward was on a mission to “turn around”
the basketball program.

This basketball was unarmed
combat, war in underwear and
sneakers!

I had something of a hard time understanding Gerry’s speech, but I learned that whatever he said, you could take it
to the bank. I had no trouble understanding where he was coming from athletically; subtlety and nuance were not
part of his athletic lexicon. I told him early on what I thought about basketball, and he readily revealed his moral
shortcomings by announcing he was a Yankee fan. And this to a Red Sox rooter who was also his roommate! The
close proximity of our living arrangement was almost too much to bear, and the situation did not let up with the
passage of time. Seizing the ideal opportunity to score, Gerry once trekked all the way to the Providence Arena to
pull me out of hockey practice for the sheer joy of announcing Don Larsen’s perfect game. A low point in my life.
However, in that first year, as the losses piled up for each of us, I realized what winning meant to both of us, and
how we both burned afterward when we lost. We did not like it (losing) one bit, a beyond-classic understatement.
We both rebelled against the culture of gentlemanly tweed losers. We both knew that a winning tradition was where
you gave everything, and losing was a shroud, not a cloak you put on to start partying. We didn’t like to lose, and if
you didn’t like that, “screw you!” (Our attitude was not appreciated or understood by the Brown administration,
who were busily aping the University of Chicago athletic model, and who were to prove their cowardice when they
caved in to Gerry’s termination as basketball coach. Put simply, Gerry Alaimo was a Sparta-type guy, and his athletic
integrity would not be compromised for Athenian decadence.) Against all odds, the disparate threads in this story
would coalesce on a cold February evening at Brown’s Marvel Gymnasium.
In a clear act of desperation, the Brown Housing Office had assigned Harry Batchelder, a hockey player, to live with
Gerry Alaimo, Joe Tebo, and Max McCreery, the three basketball players who were the cornerstone of Coach
Ward’s “turn-around” program. Tebo and McCreery knew what I thought of basketball, as Alaimo had obviously
tipped them to it. To make matters worse, they were avid bridge players, and I loathed cards. We were far from a
match made in heaven to start with, and I would never fill in as fourth at the bridge table. Our wardrobes did show a
certain commonality; our tailors, along with our clothes, should have been consigned to the flames.
However, as the season progressed, I realized that Tebo and McCreery held some of the same cards as Alaimo and
Batchelder: We all took losing to heart. The basketball triad shared strongly held beliefs as to how the game should
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Stan Ward was not a fan of mine, nor was I a fan of his. Ludicrous, because I didn’t have a clue as to how to run a
basketball game. But I did know one thing from my high school years, and that was how to win. And so did Gerry,
Joe and Max.
On the evening in question, Gerry mentioned that he would be going
up against a Yale center who was the best in the league and that he was
in for a challenge. I knew Robinson had gone to Yale. I asked Gerry if I
could come along and he almost hit the floor. Arriving at Marvel I saw
Robinson on the court; I knew we all were in for something else, and
something else it proved to be.
Gerry gave away about three inches and 25 pounds to Robbie, and from
the first tip they were at each other like she-tigers. In an instant I was
pulled all the way in: This basketball was unarmed combat, war in
underwear and sneakers! Joe starts draining those deadly jumpers from
the corner; Max, a total defensive pest, starts bellowing, and although
the game slowly got away from Brown, Alaimo and Robinson were at
each other’s throats, even when we were down 20: Not a game for
“p***ies” anymore!
That night, for the first and only time, I went to the Brown locker
room. Gerry looked like he had had been tumbled for an hour on
“High” in a laundromat dryer. Cut lip, swollen face, he was mentally still
out on the court, saying in a quiet voice that he wanted more of Robbie.
Then I went to the Yale locker room to renew acquaintances with
Robbie. Like Gerry his head was still out on the court, and he too
looked like a refugee from a laundromat. In a very “unBlue” manner he
was letting go a blue streak on Gerry. Then he paid his opponent the
greatest of compliments: “I don’t want to deal with that guy every day
of the week.” I interjected pleasantly: “He is my roommate.” Robinson
replied: “That figures.” At that moment I realized just what a warrior I
had been living with, and how proud I was to be associated with such
an athlete.

In 2010, Classical High of Lynn, MA,
honored its alum who had scored a schoolrecord 64 points in a basketball game back
in 1953—Dr. Ed Robinson (center), who
went on to star at Yale. With him at the
ceremony were Peabody Principal Gene
Constantino and Athletic Director Bill Devin.
—Lynn Classical High School

The court that night spawned some Brown and Yale legends. Robbie
became All-Ivy, and in his final year, captain of the Yale team that won the Ivy League Championship. On the
Brown side Joe Tebo was a fixture on the All-Ivy Roster despite severe injuries. Anyone who ever saw him head for
the corner and let off that jumper will never forget it. My roommate, Jerry Alaimo, became All Ivy and his senior
year was co-captain with Joe Tebo of Brown’s team. But this story does not end that February night.
About five years later Robinson and I would meet one more time. He had just finished medical school and starting
out on what would be a brilliant medical career; I was back from Southeast Asia and enrolled in law school. We ran
into each other at a Peabody/Classical hockey game. The first words out of Robbie’s mouth were: “How’s that
roommate of yours? He was a tough [expletive deleted]. I would go into Hell with him.” And I just smiled.
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Gerry Alaimo typified everything that was good and valuable in college
every night
he put on the Brown shirt. The pity of it is that he played before an administration who never understood what it all
meant, who never knew nor cared what we believed in, “how the game was played, and what you played for.”
I would have considered it a great honor to play for Gerry Alaimo. Anyone who put on the Brown shirt and who
knows what it takes to win will miss him greatly.

Breaking Down Racial Barriers in Atlanta
Mike Trotter ’58 Recalls His Path from Junior Staffer to Civic Leadership
by Michael H. Trotter ’58

My 40 years of active involvement in civic affairs in Atlanta had its origins in a seminar on juvenile delinquency I
took during my last year at the Harvard Law School from Professor Sheldon Glueck, at that time the country’s
leading expert on the subject. I had to write a paper for the seminar and chose the Georgia Juvenile Court Act.
After I started my practice of law with Alston Miller & Gaines in Atlanta, I submitted an edited version of my paper
to the Georgia Bar Journal. Its publication led to my appointment as a junior member of the Juvenile Court
Committee of the Atlanta Bar Association and, eventually, to a committee staff position on the Atlanta Commission
on Crime and Juvenile Delinquency created in June 1965 by then-Mayor Ivan Allen Jr.
Allen was a successful businessman who served as Atlanta mayor
from 1962 to 1973 and, as noted by the New Georgia Encyclopedia, “is
credited with leading the city through an era of significant physical
and economic growth and with maintaining calm during the civil
rights movement. While other southern cities experienced recurring
violence, Atlanta leaders, led in part by Mayor Allen, were able to
broker more peaceful paths to integration.”
As a young lawyer, I found myself part of that process.
The Commission on Crime and Juvenile Delinquency was the first
truly biracial commission of the City of Atlanta. Judge Griffin Bell
(then a Judge of the Fifth Federal Court of Appeals and
subsequently U.S. attorney general in the Carter administration)
served as chairman. There were 21 other Commission members, 17
of whom were white and 4 were black.
New Georgia Encyclopedia

Ivan Allen Jr. (1911-2003) served as mayor of
Atlanta from 1962 to 1970.

Committees of the Commission were staffed with young lawyers
like me, one from each of the five major firms and one from the
most prominent African-American firm.

The principal recommendation of the Juvenile Delinquency
Committee for which I worked was creation of the Atlanta Children and Youth Services Council. It, too, was
biracial. Robert Wood, the general attorney for Sears in the Southeast, was chairman and the vice chair was Franklin
Thomas, executive director of the Butler Street YMCA, an independent African-American YMCA. About half the
directors of the Council were leaders in Atlanta’s African-American community.
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One reflection of commitment to bringing the races closer together was
in two
churches, one predominantly black and one almost entirely white. He and his family attended both regularly.
After the Crime Commission issued its report in 1966, I invited the staff members to a meeting to explore the
creation of a new organization to be named Good Government Atlanta to take advantage of the knowledge we had
acquired about local issues and the relationships we had developed with local government, business leaders and the
press. Almost all staff members agreed to participate, and we invited three other people to join our board.
One was Joel C. Stokes, Brown Class of ’58, who had returned to Atlanta and become the vice president and trust
officer of the Citizens Trust Bank, Atlanta’s only black owned and operated bank. Joel and I had competed for the
presidency of the class in our freshman year at Brown, and we had become friends. (Joel’s mentor, Lorimer D.
Milton, the CEO of Citizens Trust, held both a bachelor’s and a master’s degree from Brown. Milton had moved to
Atlanta at the request of John Hope, another Brown graduate who was then president of Morehouse College, to
head the Morehouse Department of Economics and Business Education.)
Good Government Atlanta (GGA) issued several reports on issues including the
city’s need to increase its property taxes to support governmental services and the
schools, tax disparities between the incorporated and unincorporated portions of
Fulton County, and fluoridation of Atlanta’s water.
One thing led to another. Franklin Thomas, the Butler YMCA executive director,
asked me to serve as a director of the Butler Y, whose board at the time consisted of
some 25 of the city’s African-American leaders and one other white director who
rarely attended the monthly meetings.

Brown graduate John Hope
(1868-1936) served as
president of both
Morehouse College and
Atlanta University.

At about the same time I got a call asking me to come to the office of Mills B. Lane
Jr., CEO of the Citizens & Southern National Bank, the largest bank in the
Southeastern United States at the time and the Alston law firm’s most important
client. I found Lane meeting with Mayor Ivan Allen and my senior law partner Philip
Alston to discuss the need for more low-income housing in the City of Atlanta. The
federal government had recently created the 221(d)(3) housing program permitting
not-for-profit organizations to obtain federal loans to construct such projects. Mayor
Allen explained that the city needed at least an additional 7,500 low-income housing
units. I was asked to familiarize myself with the program and to find a way to get
some of the housing built.

A not-for-profit organization was required to serve as sponsor of our first project. I spoke to representatives of Dr.
Martin Luther King Jr.’s Southern Christian Leadership Conference, but they wanted to control the entire process
and the group I was representing wanted to participate actively as well.
It occurred to me that the Butler Y would be a perfect sponsor. It was primarily involved in serving the needs of
Atlanta’s African-American community. Sponsorship of such projects did not expose the sponsor to financial
responsibility, but if the underlying mortgage was paid off with receipts from rental of the units, the Y would end
up owning a valuable asset and grow its meager endowment. We organized Butler Y Homes to create this new
community, and I was one of its three directors.
As a result of my service on the Crime Commission, the Youth Services Council, the Board of the Y, and Butler Y
Homes, I met and developed a relationship with many of the most important leaders of the African-American
community and developed an understanding of their needs, capabilities and ambitions.
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As campaigns for the 1969 city elections got underway, Good Government
the election
of a strong slate of city officials who would be representative of the community as a whole. We became aware of a
group of young African-Americans (“Young Men on the Go”) interested in the same goal. Its membership included
Maynard Jackson (subsequently a three-term mayor of Atlanta); Andrew Young (a top aide to Dr. Martin L. King Jr.
and subsequently a U.S. congressman, two-term mayor of Atlanta, and U.S. ambassador to the United Nations);
Lonnie King (leader of the student sit-in movement at Morehouse College and a civic leader who has remained a
close friend); and Julian Bond (subsequently elected to the Georgia General Assembly).
Although GGA didn’t agree on a slate with Young Men on the Go, we did endorse some of the same candidates.
One of our members (Joel Stokes) ran for the Board of Aldermen (as our city council was then called) and another,
Jerry Luxemburger (married to a ’59 Pembroke-Brown graduate), ran for the Board of Education. Both were
elected.
Tom Beebe, the president of Delta Air Lines, had been appointed to the Board of Education to fill a vacancy. He
initially told us that he did not intend to run for reelection but changed his mind when he learned of our support,
on the condition that I serve as his campaign manager.
Dr. Benjamin Mays, the recently retired president of Morehouse College, initially
turned down our suggestion that he run for the Board of Education because his
wife was seriously ill and he was busy completing a book. Then he visited me in
my office and told me that he was being urged by many in the black community
to run and wondered if he could gain the editorial support of our two daily
newspapers as well as financial support in the white community.
I agreed to talk with the editors of the newspapers, both of which ended up
endorsing him, and took Dr. Mays to meet my law firm’s senior partner, Philip
Alston. He not only welcomed Dr. Mays enthusiastically but also gave him a
check on the spot for his entire qualifying fee. Dr. Mays and Tom Beebe were
elected to the School Board along with the other two candidates we supported.
In the Board of Aldermen races we decided to support four black candidates:
Maynard Jackson (for vice-mayor), Joel Stokes (a member of GGA and its
secretary), Marvin Arrington and Ira Jackson. We endorsed three whites: Wade
Mitchell, Wyche Fowler and one of our own members, Harry Griffin. All but
Griffin were elected. Wyche Fowler went on to serve in the U.S. Congress and in
the Senate.

Dr. Benjamin Mays was reluctant
to run for the Board of
Education, but agreed and won
election.

Shortly after the 1969 elections I wrote a paper entitled “Atlanta—The Next Ten
Years” which set forth the view that the white community needed to share the
governance and prosperity of the community with our African-American counterparts in order to make Atlanta a
truly integrated city or the city would decline. I gave copies to a few friends and colleagues. A week later I was very
surprised to have a knock on my office door and to find Philip Alston, my senior law partner, with Mills Lane of the
C&S National Bank, who had come to thank me for the paper and the insights it contained.
And then there was Jimmy Carter. Philip Alston was one of five prominent lawyers who advised and supported
Jimmy Carter’s campaign for governor in 1970. Through him I met Carter and agreed to assist his campaign.
Because I had a good relationship with many people at the Atlanta City Hall I escorted Jimmy on his political dash
through it as he shook hands and handed out his literature to everyone we came across.
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Carter also asked me to arrange a meeting with the young African-American
introduce
him. The meeting occurred at the Howard Johnson Motel in midtown Atlanta, and Jimmy won a number of
supporters that evening.
One of the first things Governor Carter did after he was elected in 1970 was to convene
“Goals for Georgia” meetings to learn what people wanted from their government
throughout the state’s varied regions, and he asked me to co-chair the Atlanta Region
“Goals for Georgia” program.
He then asked me to serve as a member of the State Planning and Community Affairs
Board. That role eventually ended after a disagreement over where Georgia coastline
counties belonged among the planning districts, but I did agree to chair a committee to
rewrite the state’s archaic securities law. Our committee produced a law adopted in 1974
that served its purpose for almost 40 years.
Beginning in the early 1970s and continuing into the 2000s, a nonprofit research offshoot
of Good Government Atlanta called Research Atlanta was the most important source of
analysis and alternatives to improve the Atlanta community. It had a biracial board and
staff and its research was accepted by both the black and the white communities as
unbiased, thoughtful, and insightful analysis. Many of the most promising young executives and lawyers in Atlanta
at one time or another served on its board of directors.
One of Research Atlanta’s most important roles developed unexpectedly shortly after it was created. In the fall of
1971, at a time when white optimism about the future of the central city was low, Bill Calloway, chairman of the
liaison committee of the Atlanta Coalition on Current Community Affairs, an African-American group, approached
Mills Lane, CEO of the C&S National Bank, about creating a small committee comprising an equal number of
blacks and whites to meet privately and regularly to discuss the city’s problems and find solutions.
The result was a new biracial Atlanta Action Forum, with 18 members. Currently elected officials were deliberately
left out, but participants had a strong personal and organizational interest in the stability and growth of the city.
The banks were locked-in and could not at that time open branches outside the city limits; the real estate developers
and contractors had a big stake in the city’s growth and stability; Delta Air Lines, for which Atlanta was the hub,
cared a lot about the airport and the vitality of the city. The black-owned businesses had a similar interest in the
stability and growth of the city and in investment and employment opportunities for African-Americans. Most of
the participants were proud of what Atlanta had accomplished and wanted to see it grow and prosper.
John Cox, executive secretary of the Butler Y, and I were designated co-secretaries of Action Forum, and we
volunteered the services of the newly formed Research Atlanta to gather information about the community
problems and issues that had to be addressed.
So Research Atlanta, under its newly hired Executive Director Sam A. Williams, set out to address these initial
issues: public schools; school desegregation; housing; economic opportunities; race relations; city expansion; public
safety; black executive and professional employment; black participation on the boards of directors of prominent
businesses; and the creation of the Metropolitan Atlanta Rapid Transit Authority (MARTA).
The settlement of school desegregation litigation that dated back to 1958 was essential to the stabilization of the city
and preservation of its image as the most progressive city in the South. The Federal District Court had appointed a
biracial committee to advise and consult with respect to the settlement of the suit. Lyndon Wade, executive director
of the Urban League, was appointed chairman and I was one of the members.
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The national NAACP
case as a
precedent requiring racial balance in the public schools in
entire metropolitan areas, and Atlanta and the five suburban
counties surrounding it became a test case. The initial
proposal was to merge all the school districts in the Atlanta
Metro area, which would have required busing thousands of
students all over five counties.
Lonnie King, president of the Atlanta NAACP and a member
of the Action Forum, saw things differently, and he led
negotiations for the Atlanta plaintiffs because he personally
held the powers of attorney of most of the individual
plaintiffs.
The proposed settlement endorsed by the Atlanta Chapter of
the NAACP and the plaintiffs provided that every
During 15 years of litigation over desegregating
predominately white school in the City of Atlanta would have
schools, Lonnie C. King Jr. held out for a settlement
at least 35 percent black enrollment, and black students would
focused on Atlanta.
be able to transfer into any predominately white school until
its population was 50 percent white and 50 percent black. The
school administration would be integrated, and a national search would be held for a top-notch black
superintendent. The integration of the school systems in the other districts was left to those jurisdictions and other
litigation.
Georgia State University Library/
Atlanta Journal Constitution

The local black community had much to gain by settlement of the case within the Atlanta city limits rather than on a
regional basis. On a regional basis blacks were in a minority. They therefore would not have control of the
enormous new school district, and they thought, based on prior experience, that they would be better able to
promote the interests of their children and black school system employees if they controlled the Atlanta district.
Because the Atlanta plan was opposed by the national NAACP and its legal defense fund, the national organization
suspended the leadership of the Atlanta Chapter, including Forum members Lonnie King, John Cox and Jesse Hill.
Nevertheless, in 1973, Atlanta, with the approval of the courts, finally adopted a plan along the lines favored by
Lonnie King.
The Forum met monthly for about 30 years (1971–2001), then quarterly, and finally expired
in 2005 as whites lost interest. Banks were no longer legally prohibited from expanding
outside the city limits, and in general the focus of the leaders of major businesses (CocaCola, Delta Air Lines, the department stores, Equifax, real estate developers, construction
contractors) was on regional, national, and international opportunities rather than the city.

Mike Trotter ’58

Brown ’58 Newsletter

As one thing led to another over the years, however, the effects of the efforts in which I
had been involved had mounted up. The Atlanta Business League (the “Black Chamber of
Commerce”) presented me its Distinguished Services Award in 1986 for my contributions
to racial relations in Atlanta, and in 2001 I received the first “Igniting a Passion for Justice”
Award of the Southern Regional Council. In 2016 I was honored to receive the Phoenix
Award from the mayor of Atlanta, Atlanta’s highest award for community service and
contributions, and at the same time was recognized by the Atlanta City Council and the
Fulton County Commission for my contributions to the community.
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Simmons Quad, Brown University, Saturday, May 26, 2018 @ 10:00 a.m.
by Brown President Christina Paxson

Good morning and welcome! I am delighted to be here with you today. And I appreciate your getting up at an early
hour, after a marvelous Campus Dance! I hope you are having a wonderful time reconnecting with old friends,
sharing stories about your time at Brown, and seeing how Brown has evolved since you were here.
Tomorrow, we will celebrate Brown’s 250th Commencement! That’s remarkable.
Two hundred and fifty classes of men—and (thank goodness) more than 125
classes of women—have benefitted from Brown degrees.
Brown has grown and changed over the years. But, I think that, at a deep level,
the heart of the University has remained constant.
Some of you may recall the 2015 publication of Brown: The History of an Idea, Ted
Widmer’s chronicle of Brown’s founding and evolution. In the preface to this
book, I wrote the following:
“…that despite the pronounced changes that have occurred over 250 years,
Brown retains its core values: a deep commitment to academic excellence, a
fierce dedication to intellectual independence, and a belief that education
and scholarly inquiry are vital to the advancement of society.”
As timeless and unassailable as these values may seem to us, they are being
increasingly challenged in the public discourse. In fact, the very idea of the
university has never been so much in doubt.

Brown University

President Paxson

Public opinion about the mission of universities, the credibility of data analysis
and scientific research, and the worth of a college education stand at all-time lows. And not surprisingly, questions
are being posed from various quarters:




Do we cost too much?
Are we cultivating narrow-minded or, even, coddled, students?
Are we adequately preparing students for a future in which the world of work may look very different than
it does today?

We can react to these questions, and others, in one of two ways. We can duck them. Or, we can do what is typical
of Brunonians who love to ask and answer questions: confront them head on.
The power of Brown resides in our ability to translate our values into concrete actions. And we have to tell the
world, proudly and boldly, precisely how we are moving society forward. This morning, I want to highlight three
areas where we are doing just that.

College Access
The first concerns college access—our deeply held commitment to attracting the most talented students from
around the country and the world, regardless of financial circumstances.
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One of the joys of my job is that I get to interact with these students on a
transform
from the time they arrive at Brown, to the time they graduate. Students like Soumitri Barua ’17, MD ’21, who I met
at a Brown-sponsored event in Providence last fall, to promote awareness of a devastating disease, hepatitis C.
Soumitri grew up in a rural town in New York State. She didn’t have the same opportunities as her peers from
urban areas. Her experience living in a remote community moved her to pursue a career dedicated to giving back to
medically underserved communities. At 19, while an undergraduate, she was the lead author of a publication on
hepatitis C treatment for low-income patients. Soutmitri just completed her first year at the Warren Alpert Medical
School, and she is as committed as ever to Brown’s vision of improving population health.
Financial aid is a demonstrable way to translate our values into action. For Soumitri and so many others like her,
access to Brown leads to lifetimes of leadership.
Our commitment to access is so strong that, last fall, we introduced the Brown Promise, which eliminates
University-packaged loans from all undergraduate financial aid packages.
The Brown Promise will make it possible for incredibly
talented students who want to come to Brown to accept our
offers of admission. And it will enable students choose what
they want to do in life, without excessive debt burdens getting
in the way— burdens that might deter them from going to law
school or medical school or lead them to shy away from
careers that would be more fulfilling and socially valuable.
As a Brown student put it: in a world without loans, he would
feel “like he could fly.” Which is exactly what we want for all
of our students.

Contrary to how colleges and
universities are portrayed in the
media, we cultivate the right of free
expression coupled with the
responsibility of treating others with
dignity and respect.

It’s a testament to the dedication and values of this community that we have already raised $40 million for the
Brown Promise—a third of what is needed to sustain this over time, so we have more work ahead of us. I am very
excited that Brown has taken this important step.
It’s not just about loans. This year, we took additional steps to make sure our lowest income students have the
means to buy the meals and textbooks they need to thrive at Brown. Access to education means having the
essentials covered for after students arrive on campus.

Free Inquiry
A second deeply embedded value is Brown’s long-standing commitment to cultivating open-minded inquiry,
something that is essential for preparing tomorrow’s leaders. How do we put this value into action?
Well, I want to stress that, in this polarized time, we are maintaining an open intellectual environment. Contrary to
how colleges and universities are portrayed in the media, we cultivate the right of free expression coupled with the
responsibility of treating others with dignity and respect.
These ideas are embedded in our Diversity and Inclusion Action plan, which is guiding the University’s work on
bringing brilliant faculty and students from historically underrepresented groups to Brown. We view diversity of
experience and thought as a cornerstone of academic excellence. And this is reflected in activities across the
campus.
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Just this semester, speakers at Brown ran the gamut from Supreme Court
Tarana
Burke—the founder of the “#MeToo” movement, to American Enterprise Institute president Arthur Brooks, to
Governor Jeb Bush. And plenty of others.
The views of these individuals could not be more distinct and different. But they admirably reflect the vibrancy,
range and openness of intellectual inquiry in the Brown community.
Brown has always been and will always be a thriving marketplace of ideas and worldviews. It is an environment that
emphatically discourages narrow-mindedness and, instead, calls on us to make distinctions, understand contexts, and
tackle complexity.
And this in turn lets us develop informed convictions, and on the basis of those convictions, take principled action
– on the pressing challenges of today and tomorrow, like climate change, racism, and cybersecurity.

Usefulness and Reputation
Finally—and this may be Brown’s single most deeply-ingrained value—written into Brown’s charter, is to prepare
students for lives of “usefulness and reputation.” But the world isn’t quite the same as it was in 1764, when these
words were written.
We are living at a time of unprecedented, warp-speed technological change—in areas like artificial intelligence and
big data. Many are looking at the jobs that exist now and wondering which will survive into the future. And people
at many colleges and universities are scratching their heads, wondering how they can prepare students for a world of
work that may look drastically different.
What are the things that matter most in times of rapid change? I would point to three: (1) the ability to address
complexity, (2) the ability to work collaboratively with people with views, and from cultures, different from your own,
and (3) the ability to take creative leaps—often from bringing ideas together in novel and unexpected ways.
And I have to say, folks, that this is exactly what Brown does best. This is what the Open Curriculum delivers. We
need only look at what’s happening on campus to see this.
At the Carney Institute for Brain Science and the Hassenfeld Child Health Innovation Institute, students and faculty
are bridging basic biological research with clinical studies—using Rhode Island as a laboratory—to open a window
into the genetic dimensions of autism and other neurodevelopmental conditions.
In the John Hay Library in April, we celebrated the arrival at Brown of a rare collection of Passover Haggadot—
hundreds of manuscripts from the early 1500’s to the 1950’s—that will spark a greater understanding of modernday diasporic communities.
The Nelson Center for Entrepreneurship supports student ventures in a wide range of areas. Last summer, for
example, a Brown student was funded to develop breakthrough technology to help brain surgeons better visualize
vasculature while they are operating, improving patient outcomes. (Yes, this was an undergraduate student!)
The School of Professional Studies, meanwhile, is graduating inaugural classes in two timely, innovative programs
this Commencement—the Executive Master in Cybersecurity and the Executive Master in Science and Technology
Leadership.
And over in the School of Engineering, undergraduates are finalizing a 7-year project to design and make a
satellite—a 7-inch cube called EquiSat—which was launched into space by NASA last Sunday, to begin a two-year
mission of educating K-12 students around the world about space flight.
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You see, we advance society by cultivating people who embrace the future –
complex problems, develop creative solutions, and work collaboratively to put ideas onto action.

Conclusion
This is Brown’s power. This is what the world needs now—even more than in 1764.
Emboldened by Building on Distinction and the BrownTogether campaign, we are realizing this power, every single day,
in so many ways.





Did I mention that that, for the second year in a row, Brown has taken the first-place spot in Fulbright
Awards?
Or that our economics department has moved from 17th to 7th in the country for the breadth and impact
of its research?
Or that we are have surpassed the $1.73 billion mark in our $3 billion campaign?
Or that the Brown Annual Fund is likely to hit the $41 million mark this year, a record high, on its way to
our long-term goal of $50 million?

All this is great news. But, at the end of the day, it is the power of the Brown community that matters.
The real power of Brown is you—because you believe passionately in these values, and because you live them, as
citizens and professionals. And you show your support for Brown on a regular basis—whether it is interviewing
applicants to Brown, hiring a Brown graduate, offering a summer internship through BrownConnect, or coming to
cheer on one of our athletics teams.
And yes, by supporting Brown through your generous contributions to the Brown Annual Fund and the Brown
University Sports Foundation. This is so important to the continued health of the University. For those of you who
have given this year, I thank you on behalf of the students whose dreams you are making possible.
You can’t imagine how good I feel about where Brown is headed, or how appreciative I am of your commitment. It
fills me with confidence as I look ahead at the horizon. Across the Brown universe, I see outcomes that will take us
to a new level of excellence.
I want to thank you all so much for coming back to Brown to celebrate your Reunions. It remains an honor and a
privilege to steward the Brown of today and build the Brown of tomorrow.

O What a Change in Things
Trials & Tribulations of The Brown Daily Herald
by J.V. Reistrup ’58

During my freshman and sophomore years before dropping out of Brown to join the Marines in 1956, I worked on
The Brown Daily Herald. I never went back to that venerable campus newspaper upon returning to college, but as it
happened I went on to a career in journalism anyway. After graduating in 1960, I became a reporter and editor at
the Worcester Telegram & Evening Gazette and The Washington Post, editor of the weekend edition of the Toronto Star,
assistant managing editor at the New York Post, editor-in-chief of the Calgary Albertan, and successively managing
editor and executive editor of the Seattle Post-Intelligencer.
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Along the way I was privileged to witness, personally, notable acts of
of people such
as Katharine Graham, Ben Bradlee and Howard Simons during the years of the Pentagon Papers and Watergate.
(See https://jvreistrup.wordpress.com/2018/01/09/fly-on-the-wall/). These heroes upheld an American tradition
of journalistic courage going back to 1735, when lawyers for John Peter Zenger persuaded a New York jury that
truth is an absolute defense against a charge of libel.
So it was distressing for me in October 2015 when The Brown Daily Herald deserted that honorable tradition of
journalistic courage. Wondering what had happened, I browsed through some back issues posted on the website of
the BDH, which used to bear the motto “O Quae Mutatio Rerum” (“O What a Change in Things.”)
(http://www.browndailyherald.com/)
In recent years news and opinion columns posted there depict a deadly fog of intolerance that appears to have crept
over Brown, intermittently stifling the “spirit of free inquiry” promised in the University’s mission statement and
cited by President Paxson.
In my view, one of most egregious effects of this miasma came during that October 2015 when the Herald
published two columns by sophomore Emma Maier—under the tissue-thin pseudonym M. Dzhali Maier—and then
abjectly retracted them under pressure from some students despite the fact that the expressions of opinion were
well within the bounds of civil discourse.

Brown ’58 Newsletter

July 2018

Page 33

Once the decision had been made to publish the columns, it was an act of

Keep those notes
and emails coming,
cowardice
to retract them.
classmates!

The editors surrendered to outside pressure—in this case from the student body rather than from any level of
government or the university administration, but outside pressure nonetheless. The Brown Daily Herald labeled the
columns “racist” and went on from retracting them to abjectly apologizing for their publication.
The two columns are listed at http://www.browndailyherald.com/author/m-dzhali-maier/. The one at the top—
“Columbian Exchange Day”—has been expunged although the retraction remains. I found a bootleg copy on the
Internet and it is reproduced here out of sheer contrariness, so you may be able to read it.
If you go through it and the second one about “The white privilege of cows,” you might well consider them
wrongheaded. My point, however, is not to defend the merits of those columns.
My argument is that once the BDH editors had made the decision to publish, hallowed journalistic tradition called
for them to stand behind it.
The cowardice was compounded during two ensuing years of editorial cravenness during which BDH editors lacked
even the courage to endorse candidates for office in the Undergraduate Council of Students (UCS). What opinion
columns they did publish look like views through a prism of campus groupthink in which progressive activists are
not only always right but also have the sole right to speak.
Somehow activism in and of itself had been elevated to a virtue. From this distance it looks as if the slightest slight,
real or imagined, became an excuse for students to go out and mill around with signs.
In this dreadful interregnum the BDH published a news story about students whose activism was interrupted by
their studies. I am not making his up. “Schoolwork, advocacy place strain on student activists,” the headline read.
“Students struggle with mental health, academic pressures as they act on social justice responsibilities,” explained
the deck: http://www.browndailyherald.com/2016/02/18/schoolwork-advocacy-place-strain-on-student-activists/
Unremitting self-righteousness demands eternal vigilance.
Now, however, the current editors of the BDH may be sidling back in the direction of open discourse. The opinion
columns are still tepid, I’ll grant you, with one big issue being whether Jeb Bush (Jeb Bush!) should be allowed to
speak on campus. There are nevertheless signs that a rainbow may be about to glint through the clouds:




In recent columns, the BDH has kicked off a debate about the legitimacy of something called the Political
Theory Project (PTP), which apparently enjoys official university sanction and definitely enjoys funding
from the Koch brothers. I didn’t know such a thing existed and think the debate about it in the pages of the
BDH is a good thing.
The Herald’s 128th Editorial Board, which took over responsibility for the paper in December 2017, itself
still eschews writing editorials. But it has set up an arms-length “editorial page board” to do that task, and
that task alone.

In an editor’s note, the Editorial Board said “we believe that a divide between news and opinions is integral to the
work that we do as the newspaper of public record on campus. We would therefore like that divide to be reflected
in the way our newsroom operates. To that end, the 128th editorial board—which actively shapes both the
conception and execution of our news stories—will not be writing editorials…
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“The 128th editorial board will continue to use editor’s notes to explain our
required, but
we will not use editor’s notes to opine on the news. We hope that this transparency about the division of labor
within our office will help increase trust in the integrity of both our news and opinions sections.”
Good luck with that. It’s a dividing line other publications have tried to draw over the years, with mixed success
because many people simply refuse to accept even the hypothetical notion that a publication isn’t hell-bent on
furthering some agenda.
Most journalists I knew tried to honor that dividing line and steered well clear of political activism. We only milled
around with signs while manning picket lines during our own collective-bargaining disputes. At The Washington Post,
for example, we managed to win the first $20,000-a-year contractual minimum for fully experienced reporters—
meanwhile somehow balancing our union activism with our journalistic responsibilities.
I did know one colleague who took part in the 1968 March on Washington at which Martin Luther King Jr. spoke,
but most others either reported on the march as journalists or stayed out of it.
One contemporary, Len Downie, who was to become executive editor of The Washington Post and help it garner 25
Pulitzer Prizes, even refused to register to vote.
But I doubt that honoring the dividing line does any good. “The mainstream media” and more pejorative epithets
won’t go away.
Besides keeping an eye on the BDH’s precipitous fall from grace
and painful climb back, I became curious about what became of
some of the student activists that Brown produces. College
faculty and administrators pursued lengthy investigations into the
Kelly incident and ultimately delivered themselves of a weighty
tome that you can find somewhere if you are interested. I don’t
remember any mention of disciplinary action against leaders of
the October 2013 protest against Ray Kelly, and I have since
learned those students went on to graduate from Brown after
disgracing their alma mater.
I wondered whether those activists are discharging the offices of
life with usefulness and reputation, so I Googled the names of the
most prominent. One was recently seeking crowdfunding (that is,
begging for money) to finance a trip to a poetry slam. The other I
last heard of as a student teacher at a Massachusetts high school.

The Raymond Kelly incident ended in a victory for
student activists.

Meanwhile the Brown Admission Office has the luxury of admitting fewer than one out of ten applicants. The
current emphasis is on ethnic diversity, but I would be heartened to see other forms of diversity as well.
Brown taught me some of the tricks about slotting people into categories. I used to date a student who told me the
Admission Office had tagged her as a “bell cow,” and when I was about to drop out a dean explained to my older
brother that I was a “romantic rebel.” (It’s not the worst thing I’ve ever been called. Like our contemporary John
McCain, a true hero, I have always regarded the protagonist in For Whom the Bell Tolls as something of a role model.)
So besides ethnic diversity, what is the Admission Office looking for now? Possibly activists, along with enough
future wealth managers who would be likely to give later as alumni.
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Five years ago CNN Money reported that Brown was among the top ten
graduates (http://money.cnn.com/gallery/real_estate/2013/09/12/highest-paid-graduates/10.html ). “And while
students can pursue degrees in more than 70 concentrations—ranging from cognitive neuroscience to Slavic
studies—more than a third end up roaming the halls of Corporate America in business and management positions,
according to the school.”
Besides wondering where all the activists will wind up, what about the sophomore who wrote the ill-fated columns?
She was marked—arguably, libeled—with the scarlet letter “R” for racism when The Brown Daily Herald succumbed
to the fog of intolerance that swept over the campus. (As it happens, she was probably a bad fit for Brown in the
first place. Her first BDH column was a moving one in which she confessed that she was on the autism spectrum,
thus a loner who found herself continually floundering rather than swimming among that gregarious student body.)
I emailed her about the glint of a rainbow through the clouds that had been hovering over the BDH.
“I wanted to quickly thank you for keeping me in the loop regarding the Brown Daily Herald’s news and opinion
articles,” she replied. “It’s been interesting to see how the articles I wrote back in 2015 have resonated to the point
of influencing the UCS elections, and continue to influence how people consider the Herald as a paper. I agree that
the opinions section in the Herald seems to be getting a bit more lively, and while I am a bit dismayed that such a
change had to come at my expense, I am happy that the university has taken some steps to at least not shy away
from the issues of free speech on campus and a chilling social culture of silence on campus for dissenting ideas or
opinions (through the university-wide ‘reaffirming university values’ lecture series, for example). I’ve stayed a bit
away from Brown since graduating in May of last year, and I’m still trying to get some sort of a career going, but I
am always happy to hear about what the students are up to and where their minds seem to be, so thank you.
“Best, Em Maier
“Brown University ’17
“History of Science”

Thanks to Our Contributors
The editors would like to thank classmates, who have contributed interestingly and generously to the Brown58Newsletter.
Your work for the newsletter has made fine reading—humorous, biographical, informative, frank and nostalgic. Some “Silent
Generation”!
Following is a list of contributions. The list both recognizes contributing classmates with gratitude and provides readers with an index to
content.

Issue 1, April 2014

Issue 2, June 2014

Harry Batchelder Jr. (Military intelligence and legal
career)
Dorothy Cotten-Pemstein (Dealing with spousal loss)
Stan and Rosemarie Dobson (African trip)
George Held (Poems: “The Graft” and “Fireflies”)
John Reistrup (Newspaper days)
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Alfred Chapman (By son, Henry, about his father’s
mental illness)
Lois Hammersberg Lowry (Brown honorary doctor
of letters)
Edward Flattau (Global environmental challenges)
Judith Hillery (Art and wit)
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Jim Furlong (Niels Bohr reminiscence)
Peter Howard (I’m a canoe)
Lee Ann Etscovitz (My gender journey)

Issue 3, November 2014
Sandy Taylor and classmates (September 26-28 minireunion). Classmates: Jane Bertram Miluski, Raya
McCully Goff, Peter Howard, Abbe Robinson
Young, Paul Johnson, Jill Hirst Scobie
Ulysses (Jim) James (Musical odyssey)
Kay Ulry Baker (Great Loop voyage)
Donald Lazere (Tenured radical)
David Finkelstein (Fish on the doorjamb)
Bruce McFadden Jr. (Story by son about Bruce Sr.’s
high school reunion)
Lois Lowry (Essay about undergrad literary life at
Brown)
Alfred Uhry (Essay about undergrad literary life at
Brown)
Letters: Henry Chapman (responses received to
inquiry on father), BJ Adams, Tom Moses, Jane
Bertram Miluski, Charles Martell, Bob Sanchez,
Bill Chadwick, Ed Flattau)

Issue 4, May 2015
Hays Rockwell (Life in the clergy)
Bob McLaughlin (Tribute by Jim Moody)
Doria Tenca (Bicycle days)
Bob Murphy (Flying, law, music)
George Vandervoort (Still skiing)
George Held (Nature poetry)
Bob Barta (Computer fraud)
Letters: Pat Patricelli, Ulysses (Jim) James, Kay Ulry
Baker, Dave Labovitz, Dion Shea, Charlie (Gig)
Shumway, Dick Emmons.

Issue 5, December 2015
Anne Walter Lowenthal (Travels with Wtewaal)
Gilbert Lugossy (Sheriff of Nottingham)
Janet Nelson Hall (A long love affair with music and a
retirement home)
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Martin Plaut
David Clough (An executive turns artist)
Jim Moody (The trial of Ruby, the black Lab)
Martin Ritter (If memory serves)
Donald Lazere (Book synopsis)
Letters: Lois Dean, Joe Miluski

Issue 6, June 2016
Steve Singiser (Young banker leaves NYC for
Vermont)
Ronald Offenkrantz (The shot almost seen ’round the
world)
Jill Hirst Scobie (My rainbow coalition of a family)
Peter Howard (Backyard engineering)
Edward Flattau (Green to mean)
Letters: Ron Offenkrantz, Dick Neal, Steven Kurtz,
Kirk Smith, Brody Summerfield)

Issue 7, February 2017
Sandy McFarland Taylor (October mini-reunion)
Pat Patricelli (Pat, her brother, and baseball)
Peter Howard (A Cold War engineer)
Betsy Morriss Campbell (On her aunt the Dean)
John Reistrup (Defense of the media)
Jerry Levine (Maxcy memories)
Jim Furlong (Accidental early stroke rehab)
Paul Schaffer (Ilya Ehrenburg in Moscow)

Issue 8, January 2018
Owen Hoberman (An ark in the Berkshires)
Stan Dobson (Walking down the Hill, and Berlin in
the Cold War)
Harry Batchelder (His new online biography)
Mike Trotter (His latest book and career in Atlanta)
Dick Emmons (He taught people to fish)
Jerry Levine (Bringing Playboy to Brown)
John Reistrup (Witnessing journalism history)
Bob Sanchez (Writing letters to the editor)
Letters: Janice Terry, Bob Feldman, Owen
Hoberman, Doria Tenca, Ed Flattau
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Issue 9, July 2018
Jill Hirst Scobie (How feminist writing led to changes)
Jane Bertram Miluski (Escaping the “little woman”
trap)
Jane Fliegner Blythe (Woods Warriors in Florida)

Larry McMaster
hill);
(A Cold War English major)
Harry Batchelder (Tribute to Jerry Alaimo)
Michael Trotter (Breaking down racial barriers)
John Reistrup (Daily Herald’s self-inflicted wound)

The 60th Reunion: Good Weather, Good Talk (from Page 1)
Martha, retired professor of archaeology and anthropology at Brown, urged classmates to keep an eye on Turkey’s
president, Recep Tayyip Erdogan, who she said is pivoting toward Russia and away from the United States, the
country’s traditional ally in NATO. The root of the problem, she said, is U.S. support of the Kurds in Syria. “They
[Turkey] don’t like that” and have helped President Assad of Syria, who is opposed by the United States. She says
Erdogan wants to destroy the Kurds. Turkey fears that Kurdish independence in the region could result in loss of
Turkish territory.
Erdogan is not following the lead of the founder of the Republic of Turkey, Kemal Ataturk, who wanted a secular
Turkey, she said.
“Erdogan is anything but secular.” While Ataturk
lifted the status of women, they now are wearing
head scarves. People do not feel free to speak their
minds. Newspaper editors have been jailed and
professors fired. American citizens have been
arrested, she said.

Lois Dean, Kay Ulry Baker, Pat Patricelli, Susan Adler Kaplan

Martha’s specialty was the Middle East.
Nonetheless, “I don’t understand what is going on
in Turkey. Nor does anyone I know.” She fears
that Turkey under Erdogan could become a “bitter
enemy” of the United States. (Erdogan was reelected president June 24.)

Martha’s talk was followed by a reading of the
necrology, the list of 77 classmates who have died
since the 2013 reunion. The names were read by Jim Moody and Sandy McFarland Taylor, class co-presidents, and
Vice President Stan Dobson.
Joe Tebo and Harry Batchelder paid tribute to Gerry Alaimo, their one-time roommate. Anne Trotter ’88, attending
the dinner with her father, Mike ’58, provided needed spot technical assistance during a YouTube showing of Gerry
giving a speech in 2006 during the celebration of 100 years of Brown basketball. The video revealed a humorous
side that probably surprised many who didn’t know Gerry well. His remarks start about nine minutes into the full
video of the occasion ( https://youtu.be/0hMz8v_D6TI ), and Harry Batchelder offers a tribute to Gerry on Page
20 of this newsletter.)
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The Campus Dance was favored by warm, dry weather and a happy crowd that
to what
surely approached capacity. Here is a time-lapse view of the busy college green
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=C50_MXU7CmM] during the weekend. (Thanks, Stan Dobson.)
Sleeping conditions in our part of the Keeney Quad proved much quieter than in the Wriston quad of earlier
reunions, most likely because of the age of this year’s guests, who had graduated 25 years to 75 years previously.
The good problem on the sunny Saturday morning was to choose among a broad offering of college-produced
lecture subjects. They included sculpture, malaria, trust or no trust for robots, mindfulness, structural racism, mass
incarceration, response to global disasters, using big data for social policy, Mexican migration, Brown women
activism, women driving change, black womanhood, Michael Kosterlitz’s career in physics and Dr. Michael
Zahalsky ’95, contestant on the CBS show “Survivor,” speaking on 9/11 and Parkland.
One overflow presentation featured Tad Devine ’78, chief strategist
for the Bernie Sanders 2016 campaign, and Tom Perez ’83,
chairman of the Democratic National Committee. Lectures
continued throughout the day on dance, neurotechnology (braincomputer interface), the Smithsonian’s museum of AfricanAmerican history and culture, Trudie Styler (actress and wife of
Sting) on environmental protection and human rights, lessons on
aging learned from a 128-year-old woman, Ma Pampo, citizen
involvement in public affairs, and the talk by Sting, honorary degree
recipient and singer-song writer, author and activist.
Stan Dobson comments on the presentations: “Although I chose
the wrong forums to attend this year, forums are another good
reason for coming back.” Stan, who attends commencements
annually, also says, “The walk down the Hill gets better each year.”
The all-class memorial service was held in Sayles Hall at 9 a.m. and
was attended by around 100 alumni. The service of eclectic
readings, music and prayer was led by University Chaplain Janet
Cooper Nelson. It included, besides Psalm 90, words by Oliver
Wendell Holmes, Henry Wriston, and James A. DeWolf (who
wrote the text of the Alma Mater song.*)
Photo by Lois Dean
President Christina Paxson addressed alumni at a gathering in the
Dave and Jackie Bailey Labovitz
Simmons Quad at 10 a.m. by taking on questions currently being
directed to universities: Do they charge too much, do they coddle
students, are they preparing students for work that may look much different in the future? (Her text appears on
page 29.)

With respect to cost, she noted that the Brown Promise, for which $40 million of the needed $120 million has
already been raised, will make it possible for talented students regardless of financial circumstances to attend Brown
and graduate without heavy loan burdens that might otherwise cripple future plans. She said Brown cultivates free
expression, “coupled with the responsibility of treating others with dignity and respect.” In the latest semester,
speakers at Brown included such disparate persons as Supreme Court Justice Sonia Sotomayor, Tarana Burke,
founder of the MeToo movement, American Enterprise Institute President Arthur Brooks and Governor Jeb Bush.
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President Paxson said that rapid technological change requires that today’s
abilities: addressing complexity, working collaboratively with people of diverse views and backgrounds and making
creative leaps, often by “bringing ideas together in novel and unexpected ways.”
“And I have to say, folks, that this is exactly what Brown does best. This is what the Open Curriculum delivers.”
She noted that for the second year in a row, Brown has taken first place in Fulbright awards and that the
“Economics Department has moved from 17th to 7th in the country for the breadth and impact of its research.”
In answer to alumni questions, she said that the multiple separate centers for specific cultural groups on campus
represent a “balancing act” but that such groups can provide students with the comfort and stability that provide a
platform for wider engagement. Asked about why the Ivy League continues to play football in light of evidence that
the game can produce long-term brain injury, she said that “we play each other and can control the rules.” She said
the issue of concussions is under evaluation.
The class lunch was held in a large tent next to the Maddock Alumni Center across
Brown Street from Wayland Arch. Some members of the class looked up memorial
bricks that carpet the ground next to Maddock. For those who visit this area,
Maddock personnel have a map showing each brick’s locations, making it easy to
find.
The luncheon featured talks by classmates on changes in engineering, the press,
teaching and the law, along with the women’s revolution that swept the nation
within a few years of our graduation.
Co-President Jim Moody, who graduated from Brown in engineering, reviewed the
history of the computer chip—or integrated circuit—which was invented by Bell
Labs in New Jersey in the 1950s and developed commercially by companies like
Motorola, Texas Instruments and Fairchild Semi-Conductor. Fairchild S/C, located
in Mountain View California, was the beginning of “Silicon Valley.” Jim noted that
exponential growth since the early 1960s was dubbed “Moore’s Law”—which
observed that the number of transistors that could be put on a chip doubled every
Photo by Lois Dean
year. Gordon Moore, who came up with this law, was one of the founders of Intel.
Babbie Clary Horner
This has clearly impacted our lives, whether it be with cell phones, digital TVs, or
the desktop computer you use every day, “which has more features and memory than an IBM 360 in 1960.”
Jim Furlong, a retired news reporter and editor, said that journalism as we have known it is in danger of collapse
because the Internet has radically reduced its advertising revenue while continuing to depend on the press to carry
out the expensive business of reporting news. Classified ads, for example, are nearly non-existent. There is hope
that larger newspapers, particularly The New York Times, may be able to switch from advertising to subscriptions as
main source of revenue, but the outlook is far less optimistic for medium-sized and smaller newspapers, which help
define and inform local communities and act as watchdogs against corruption.
Bill Jesdale, an engineer turned schoolteacher and administrator in both suburban Boston and later in rural
Vermont, said being a junior high school principal is “like playing hockey goalie. You never know where the puck’s
going to come from next.” Among his observations: In one year prior to 9/11, his school had 30 bomb alerts, but
he never called for evacuation. All that has changed: “Today schools are fortresses.”
He lamented the current focus on standard testing, which while producing numbers, lacks the important insights
that are gained by interviewing students individually. He called for flexibility in matters of discipline instead of
following rulebooks that are so heavy “you can’t even bench-press them.” Teachers and principals, he said, need to
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respect their kids and be fair. On the Common Core: “It’s really what you’d
it wasn’t
always presented well.” Teachers in his neck of the woods often deal with students from troubled homes. “Teachers
need to be very good, because they may be the best thing in their kids’ lives,” he concluded.
Mike Trotter, one-time class president, Atlanta lawyer and author on law firm economics, spoke about why the legal
profession has thrived, rather than shrunk, and what changes are ahead. Mike noted that a British academic and
author, Richard Susskind, predicted in 1996 that by 2016 information technology and the Internet would displace a
good deal of the legal profession. Instead, the number of lawyers in the United States has risen sharply in the
intervening 20+ years to around 1.4 million today from 950,000 in 1996. Among reasons for this are the multiplicity
of government levels in the United States and the growing number of international laws. In addition, the old adage
still holds that the man who acts as his own lawyer has a fool for a client. Some of Mike’s predictions: legal services
offices will start appearing in shopping centers and banks; dispute resolution services will take place over the
Internet (Cybersettle); states will approve “Limited License Legal Technicians” in domestic relations matters; and
technology will expand areas of legal practice.
Jill Hirst Scobie, class secretary, and Jane Bertram Miluski, co-vice president, were scheduled to conduct a joint
review of the women’s revolution. Reacting to their placement at the end of the luncheon, Jill introduced her talk by
saying, “This is the Rosa Parks thing, back of the bus!” As it was, Jill got through a good part of her talk before the
Alumni Office unexpectedly broke in to insist that the class be photographed at 3 p.m., when the class had planned
to talk until 4. Full comments by both Jill and Jane appear in this issue of the Brown58Newsletter beginning on Page 2.
Lest her initial reference to “back of the bus” be judged too harsh, Jill was later heard to say with a soothing laugh,
“All I want to do is burn down the patriarchy.”
The Saturday night dinner was held in a tent in the garden of the Barus & Holley Building. The building, housing
the engineering and physics departments, was constructed after our class left Brown, in 1965. It now has 220,000
square feet of floor space, spread over seven stories. One highlight of the evening was Jim Moody’s designation of
Mike Trotter’s daughter, Anne ’88, as an honorary member of the 1958 class. This was conferred for her elimination
of technical gremlins that initially interfered with the previous night’s showing of Gerry Alaimo’s 2006 speech.
Rain threatened the Sunday Commencement march down the Hill, but held off. Brown had a contingency plan,
which involved canceling the march but leaving the Van Wickle gates open until 6 p.m. Monday for any graduates
who wanted to pass through them.
The main post-Commencement event Sunday was a class luncheon at the Acoaxet Club in Westport,
Massachusetts, near Jim Moody’s home. Classmates drove in their own vehicles to the club, partly through long
stretches of farm country. The club’s dining room overlooks the golf course and beyond it Cockeast Pond, with
Horseneck Beach in the distance.
There were no speeches, just talk at the end of the weekend. Among the topics that could be heard were: the
presence at the reunion of at least four men who went to high school in Winchester, Massachusetts (John Becker,
Max McCreery, Bill Johnston and Bill Jesdale); the complexities of municipal zoning administration; underwater
warfare; computer theft (Bob Barta); water locks on inland waterways (Kay Ulry Baker); and the joys of advanced
age (Lois Dean). Lois and Jim Furlong discovered that they went to high school a little over a mile from each other
in Washington, DC.
Until next time…

—JCF

*For more on the interesting Dr. DeWolf, see: https://repository.library.brown.edu/storage/bdr:115272/pdf/
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Class of 1958 Donates Record $477,154 to Brown Annual Fund
Co-President Jim Moody announced July 9 that classmates contributed $477,154 to the Brown Annual Fund,
breaking the previous 60th reunion dollar-contribution record of $376,219 held by the Class of 1957.
Contributions by classmates to all Brown entities (including the Annual Fund) totaled $1,079,878. Fifty-nine percent
of individual classmates contributed to the Annual Fund.
Jim Moody gave special thanks to classmates Art Parker and Susan Adler Kaplan, who spearheaded the Annual
Fund drive for our class.

Navigation to Brown Class of 1958 Websites Is Now Easier
The official 1958 Class Website—containing an extensive gallery of pictures, useful links and news of interest to
alumni—now is easier to access. The website, associated with the Brown Alumni Association, may now be
reached directly by clicking on:
https://sites.google.com/a/brown.edu/brown-class-of-1958/
If you want to tell your friends and family how to get to this newsletter (even if they’re not classmates!), an easy
way is to Google “Brown58Newsletter”—or they can go this link:
https://brown58newsletter.wordpress.com/
You can look up classmates in the Brown Alumni Directory (login required):

https://alumni.brown.edu/Alumni/Home/login.aspx?ReturnUrl=%2falumni%2fAlumniDirectory%2fdefault.aspx

You can get also in touch with many of your classmates through Facebook, Twitter and LinkedIn:
http://alumni.brown.edu/community/networking/
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