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WE’RE HONORED: Your Class of 1958 communications team received the Alumni
Achievement Award from the Brown Alumni Association on October 19. On hand for the
presentation were Marisa Hernandez-Stern ’05, at left, and Naria Halliwell ’97, center.
Accepting our award were, at right, Class Secretary Jill Hirst Scobie and Newsletter Co-Editor
Jim Furlong. Co-Editor John Reistrup couldn’t be there. Text of the award is on Page 19.
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(See Page 19)

Citizen Kapstein: Writer, Professor, Adviser and Whittler
By Jim Furlong ’58

Most of us learned what we know about Professor I.J. Kapstein from his literature
classes—the most popular being his course on the modern novel, known to
students as “Kappy 172.” There was a lot more to know.
In those days, students called him Mr. Kapstein or Professor Kapstein. This was
standard at the time, but it also was particularly fitting for a man who knew the
useful difference between student and teacher.
He once scolded me, a Brown Daily Herald reporter, for referring in a news article
to Barnaby C. Keeney as “Keeney” rather than “President Keeney.” Dr. Keeney,
who then led Brown, was a decorated war veteran and a respected historian. I
objected that this was the official BDH style. He said something that probably
wasn’t “whippersnappers,” but that’s what he meant as he took irritated leave of
me in the Faunce House lobby.
(Continued on page 9)
For an appreciation of some of I.J. Kapstein’s fiction, see page 14
.
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Lois Lowry ’58 On The Inspiration For Her Next Book
There’s a story reaching back to 1941 that inspired Lois Lowry’s next book, which is due out in 2020.
Our critically admired and prolific classmate told the tale last August in a podcast put out by Brown Blasts, featuring
outstanding women “from all corners of the Brunonia ecosystem.” It is sponsored by the Brown University
Women’s Leadership Council. The interview took place in Portland, Maine.
Lois was born in 1937 in Honolulu, where her father was posted as an Army dentist.
Here is a slightly abridged account of the story, in her words. It followed her comment
that she’s always seeking “our human connections, one to another.”

Books

It was always very exciting in the days before television when Daddy would get out the
home movies and show them. That was our visual entertainment. He would set up a
screen and big projector, and mother would lower the shade and we would watch
once again Baby Lois on the beach in Waikiki, and there’s Daddy on a horse and
there’s mother pouring milk and Daddy would run the projector backwards and the
milk would slide back into the pitcher. I watched those films many, many times, and
then time passed. We moved out of the country, put things in storage. Television
arrived. By then we lived in New York. The McCarthy hearings were on. We never
looked at those films again. And then I was visiting my parents who were very old,
and Dad opened the metal film canisters in the garage. The film smelled terrible. It
was beginning to deteriorate.
So I brought it back to Boston with me. I found someone who would transfer it to videotape, and I had just
bought a VCR. So I had what they could save, and I had company in the living room and showed my old home
movies before I sent them to my father. And there is the picture which I had seen a zillion times before. There
I am with a little shovel in my hand on the beach. And there’s nobody else on the beach except my
grandmother and she’s watching me, and it’s an idyllic scene. It’s Waikiki. The color had faded. That scene
passed, and the next is my sister and me with a water can and watering flowers in my mother’s garden in
Honolulu, but there was someone in my living room who was a lawyer, John, who had been captain of a
nuclear submarine. He said, “Wait a minute. Go back to the scene on the beach.” So we figured out how to
pause, rewind, and start up again. We watch Baby Lois on the beach again. And he said, “Look on the
horizon.”
And on the horizon, shrouded in the mist but moving slowly across is a ship, and John said, “That’s the
Arizona.” So suddenly all of us were kind of dumbstruck because there’s me, happy, my grandmother smiling
as she watched me and on the ship are almost 1,200 young men who are going to be dead within months. And
so I’ve thought about that ever since. I’ve been haunted by it. What is my connection to them? And that’s what
my new book is about, being published in 2020, and the title is On the Horizon.
The 47-minute podcast deals with such diverse matters as loneliness vs solitude; the failure of Brown faculty and
deans to try to talk her out of getting married and leaving at 19; having four children by the time she was 26;
finishing her undergraduate work at the University of Southern Maine in the early ’70s; storing a single precious
manuscript in her refrigerator for fire protection before it became easy to make copies; and the small five-packs of
Winston cigarettes that were passed out free in the ’50s to Brown students, helping to addict them to smoking.
On the Horizon is to be published in April 2020 by Houghton Mifflin Harcourt.
Google address for the podcast: “Lois Lowry – On the power of noticing” or go to:
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=gxBNMnJIJ60&feature=youtu.be
—JCF
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Our ‘Silent Generation’ Sounds Off Again
Classmates Share Views On What They’ve Learned

Keep those notes
and Life
emails
coming,
From
And
Books
classmates!

Our latest informal survey among members of the Brown University Class of 1958 had us all thinking about what
we have learned from life—and from a treasured book we would recommend to the Class of 2024 as they enter as
freshmen in the fall of 2020.
The first part of our survey was inspired by Raya McCully Goff ’58:
Presumably you had hopes and dreams when you entered Brown. Has life, as you have actually lived it, modified those hopes and
dreams? If so, why and how?
The second part of our latest informal survey was suggested by an assignment called First Reading, which Brown
now gives to entering freshmen or transfer students. New students are expected to read a specified book and be
ready to discuss it in seminars after they arrive. The latest assignment was The Idiot, by Elif Batuman, an
autobiographical novel about a young woman of Turkish background who goes to Harvard. It’s funny and well
written, evocative of impressions a college freshman might get at an Ivy League college. A comparable assignment
for us in 1954 might have been Catcher in the Rye, by J.D. Salinger. For further information about First Reading you
can go to these links:
https://library.brown.edu/create/firstreading2019/secondary-page/
https://library.brown.edu/create/firstreading2019/past-readings/

It occurred to your co-editors that in addition to life lessons you have learned on your own, you might have found
some wisdom between the covers of a book. So, for the second part of our survey, we asked:
Every year, entering freshmen and transfer students are assigned a First Reading they are expected to discuss at a seminar. What one
book would you recommend that they read, and why? It doesn't have to be current.
Below we present the results we received, summarizing some and quoting others at length. If you have missed out
on these surveys, you can still send your comments on any of the questions to us at brown58newsletter@gmail.com

Hopes &
Dreams

From Raya Goff ’58:
What things seem most important in your 80’s that may not have been so important earlier?

For me the most important things are strong relationships with your spouse, your children
and their children and in our case with two great grandchildren. Relationships take
attention and listening and putting the other persons ahead of your own desires. Strong
friendships are to be prized and cultivated. Many of our closest
friends are people we first knew at Brown. Our church has been
Books
another source of longtime friendships as have neighbors.
The other important thing is helping to preserve and conserve
the natural world around us.
When I came to Brown my primary motive other than getting a good education was to
leave the Midwest. I’ve never looked back. Eventually my parents moved out here to be a
real presence in the lives of their grandchildren.
Books for the freshmen? I’m torn between Becoming by Michelle Obama and Gentleman
from Moscow by Amor Towle. The first has a lot to say about the lives of women,
particularly women of color. The second is a good read and a reminder that reading is first
and foremost supposed to be fun.
Brown ’58 Newsletter
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From Jim Moody ’58:

‘Life Is Not Necessarily Easy And There Are No Guarantees’
I would recommend HillbillyElegy by J. D. Vance. It would teach folks that life is not necessarily easy and there are
no guarantees.
There is a lot of poverty out there. It takes dedication on the part of parents/grandparents
(in this case, a grandmother), the individual, and a positive outside force, which in this case
was the USMC, to break out of it. Vance learned discipline and matured during his
enlistment. It reminded me of our fellow students and friends, who at the request of a
Dean took a “sabbatical” and 2–4 years later came back to school more mature and
dedicated to their studies. Of course there is no draft now so students do not have to
worry about taking a sabbatical; I think 98 percent of Brown students graduate. I also am a
believer in every individual having to give 1–2 years service to the USA in some capacity,
whether it be the Peace Corps, a Civilian Conservation Corps (CCC)-type organization,
Teach for America, the military, or something to give back to this great country and create
some patriotic feeling.

Books

This book also delves into the loss of U.S. manufacturing jobs in southeast Ohio with the
resulting joblessness and drug problems. Our society is still suffering from this. It is an
autobiography in which there are many examples of life's lessons to be learned or the road
best taken.
(We went to Chapel, which was nondenominational, once a week to learn some of our life's lessons. The one I
always remembered was if a door opens, do not be afraid to go through it.)
I believe this book was on the New York Times best-seller list for quite a while.

Books

Books
From Harry C. Batchelder Jr. ’58:

Gods & Vanities
In some small ways I lived parts of these two recommendations:
1: Richard H. Crossman The God that Failed
2: Tom Wolfe The Bonfire of the Vanities and its companion Radical
Chic and Mau-Mauing the Flak Catchers. I am also a fan of Wolfe’s
The Electric Kool-Aid Acid Test and The Kandy-Colored Tangerine-Flake
Streamline Baby.

From Sandy McFarland Taylor:
Book recommendation: Machines Like Me by Ian McEwan
It’s futuristic: one of the main characters is a full-sized android who interacts with the humans. The author is Ian
McEwan, one of my favorites, and the setting is the UK sometime in the future. Loved it!
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From Pete Howard ’58:
Keep those notes

Fictional Pilots Fed My Appetite For AeroandEngineering
emails coming,
classmates!

I remember reading, during WWII, the Dave Dawson & Freddy Farmer adventure series.
They were young pilots in the RAF able to fly anything and always able to shoot down the
Nazi and Jap planes. Dave was from the USA, Freddy from England. They fed my
enthusiasm for airplane modeling, and eventually aero engineering.

Books

My mother, a Pembroke English major, indulged me by buying me the latest volume as
soon as it came to the local bookstore. They were hard cardboard copies with cheap paper.
Eventually I had about a dozen. For years I re-read one when I needed an exciting easy
read.
My parents gave the entire collection to a young friend of theirs. My youngest brother, a
Harvard English major, told me recently that he had just read one and it was terrible. I
looked them up on Google and discovered the author was Robert Sidney Bowen. Used
copies are available for about $10 on Amazon. Our local library network has none.

From Ed Flattau ’58:

I’d Like To Pass On What I Have Learned

Books

I know this appears egotistical but the book I would recommend
is my own Evolution of a Columnist (2003, available on Amazon).
The book is really a memoir of a thought process.
It contains what little wisdom I have accumulated over the years
and would like to pass on to younger generations. The book
winds along with primarily the development of the national
environmental movement as a backdrop.
Edward Flattau

Hope this helps.

—Ed

From Bill Chadwick ’58:

Books

Here are two books that I found memorable:
The Cider House Rules, by John Irving. A memorable line from my memory is from the
leading character, “I want to be useful.” Not dramatic, to be sure, but a reminder of how
important human interaction, tolerance and acceptance are to a purposeful life.
A Pope and a President, by Paul Kengor. It impressed me to realize how important high-level
leadership, secular and religious, can influence world events. The author does not provide
counterarguments, nor is the book expansive about many domestic issues of the Reagan
years. But the fall of Soviet Communism is front and center.
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Neither is a book that influenced my young adulthood, but I appreciate sometimes reading stuff that supports my
own philosophical ideas. But I have read a lot of other stuff to be sure I keep an open mind to what I may be
missing.
Anyway, thanks again for all you do, I hope this helps a bit. My liberal friends probably would not choose these
books, but maybe I will read one they suggest!

Books
From Ulysses “Jim” James ’58:
In 1954 I was fortunate to be a part of an IC class with Professor Charles Watts and we
dissected Robert Penn Warren’s Brother to Dragons and Henry Adams’s The Dynamo and the
Virgin. Of all the works I’ve read since, they are the two that had the most impact. I’d
guess that much of the credit goes to Charlie Watts, one of the finest professors I had
while at Brown.

Books

From Hays Rockwell ’58:
I think I may have recommended Educated, by Tara Westover.(2018). It’s the astonishing
tale of a young woman who works her way out of radically isolated family of Mormons
whose father forbids contact with the wider world, including education, medicine, etc. By
persistence and with the aid of a brilliant soprano voice, she makes it as far as an Oxford
education. She tells it in straightforward, non-sentimental voice.

From Jim Furlong ’58:

Two Useful Books Of Philosophy
Here are two philosophical books that I found useful way back:
The Conquest of Happiness, by Bertrand Russell, philosopher, mathematician and writer; and The Enchiridion, by
Epictetus, a Roman and Greek Stoic philosopher and one-time slave. In what follows, I’ve offered quotes from
each that are true to my memories of their writings. Both men’s thoughts were useful to me in future years, though
nothing teaches better than one’s own varied experiences of life itself. Trust but Verify, as
the Russian adage goes.
Books
Joachim Krueger, a professor of psychology at Brown, quoted a few snatches of wisdom
from Russell in a 2009 article in Psychology Today:
Perhaps the greatest obstacle to happiness is “the disease of self-absorption.” Russell
offers that his own conquest of happiness was due “very largely to a diminishing
preoccupation with myself.” A happy person knows that “one’s ego is no very large
part of the world. . . .
“One of the great drawbacks to self-centered passions is that they afford so little
variety in life. The man who loves only himself cannot, it is true, be accused of
promiscuity in his affections, but he is bound in the end to suffer intolerable boredom
from the invariable sameness of the object of his devotion.”
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First paragraphs of the Enchiridion, by Epictetus, translated by Elizabeth Carter:
1. Some things are in our control and others not. Things in our control are opinion,
pursuit, desire, aversion, and, in a word, whatever are our own actions. Things not in our
control are body, property, reputation, command, and, in one word, whatever areKeep
not those
our notes
and emails coming,
own actions.

Books

classmates!

The things in our control are by nature free, unrestrained, unhindered; but those not in our
control are weak, slavish, restrained, belonging to others. Remember, then, that if you
suppose that things which are slavish by nature are also free, and that what belongs to
others is your own, then you will be hindered. You will lament, you will be disturbed, and
you will find fault both with gods and men. But if you suppose that only to be your own
which is your own, and what belongs to others such as it really is, then no one will ever
compel you or restrain you. Further, you will find fault with no one or accuse no one. You
will do nothing against your will. No one will hurt you, you will have no enemies, and you
will not be harmed.

Jim’s copy, bought for
Professor John Ladd’s
philosophy class.

Aiming therefore at such great things, remember that you must not allow yourself to be
carried, even with a slight tendency, towards the attainment of lesser things. Instead, you must entirely quit some
things and for the present postpone the rest. But if you would both have these great things, along with power and
riches, then you will not gain even the latter, because you aim at the former too: but you will absolutely fail of the
former, by which alone happiness and freedom are achieved.
Work, therefore, to be able to say to every harsh appearance, “You are but an appearance, and not absolutely the
thing you appear to be.” And then examine it by those rules which you have, and first, and chiefly, by this: whether
it concerns the things which are in our own control, or those which are not; and, if it concerns anything not in our
control, be prepared to say that it is nothing to you.

From John Reistrup ’58:

Inoculation Against Elitist Smugness
Jim Webb’s Book Argues That Even Rednecks Are Worthy Of Respect

Hovering eternally over Brown’s campus is a fog of elitist smugness, which descends from time to time to stifle civil
discourse and blind much of the university community to the “spirit of free inquiry” enshrined in its mission. More
than one classmate remembers with chagrin a 2013 incident when an invited guest was shouted down and another
in 2015 when The Brown Daily Herald felt compelled to retract and apologize for a couple of
Books
opinion columns it had published that were at worst wrongheaded.
My recommendation is for a book that might help inoculate incoming freshmen against
this poisonous miasma.
The book would also fit into Brown's current emphasis on diversity and “marginalized
groups,” although in an offbeat way, because it focuses on an old strain of immigrants who
have been marginalized throughout U.S. history. They are worth examining because they
infused Red State America with a contrarian culture that still baffles outsiders, whom they
in turn perceive as looking down on them.
“They came with nothing, and for a complicated set of reasons, many of them still have
nothing. The slurs stick to me . . . . Rednecks. Trailer-park trash. Racists. Cannon fodder.
My ancestors. My people. Me,” Jim Webb writes in Born Fighting: How the Scots-Irish Shaped
America.
Brown ’58 Newsletter
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“This people gave our country great things, including its most definitive culture. Its bloodlines have flowed in the
veins of at least a dozen presidents, and in many of our greatest soldiers. It created and still perpetuates the most
distinctly American form of music. It is imbued with a unique and unforgiving code of personal honor, less
ritualized but every bit as powerful as the samurai code. Its legacy is broad, in many ways defining the attitudes and
values of the military, of working-class America, and even of the peculiarly populist form of American democracy
itself.”
James Henry Webb Jr. not only embraces and defends that culture, he embodies it. A born warrior who comes from
a long tradition of U.S. military service dating back to the Revolutionary War and to generations of clan battles
before that, he graduated from the U.S. Naval Academy in 1968 and was commissioned a second lieutenant in the
Marine Corps. His service in Vietnam as a platoon and company commander earned him the Navy Cross for
extraordinary heroism, as well as the Silver Star, two Bronze Stars and two Purple Hearts.
His wounds led to his retirement from the Marines, and he entered Georgetown Law Center at a time when many
of his fellow students regarded any Vietnam veteran as a kind of enemy alien. Feisty as always, though, he
persevered, graduated and took a job on Capitol Hill as a congressional committee counsel.
He rose to serve as secretary of the Navy under President Ronald Reagan, although he wound up resigning in
protest when the new secretary of defense decided to scale back the Navy Webb had fought to build up at the
behest of the same president.
Meanwhile, Webb was writing. Over the years he has written 10 books— including fiction such as his highly
acclaimed novel of the Vietnam war, Fields of Fire. (He started with the byline “James Webb” but switched to “Jim
Webb” after entering politics.) Webb also won distinction as a journalist, honored with an Emmy for his coverage
of the civil war in Lebanon.
In 2006 he decided to run for a U.S. Senate seat against an incumbent who had supported the 2003 invasion of Iraq,
which Webb called “the greatest strategic blunder in modern memory.” (It turned out that Iraq that had nothing to
do with 9/11 and didn’t have the weapons of mass destruction the Bush-Cheney administration claimed it had.)
Webb drew a distinction, though, between opposing a policy and supporting the troops. As he campaigned
throughout Virginia, he wore combat boots borrowed from his Marine son serving in Iraq and rode in a jeep driven
by a former member of his platoon in Vietnam.
Webb won that election, and the first bill he introduced in the Senate was to
become the Post 9/11 GI Bill providing full college tuition for veterans who
stepped up to serve their nation after that attack. He started a run for president
in 2016 as a “Jacksonian Democrat.” Webb had never shied away from a fight,
and some of his positions came back to haunt him in this single-issue era—his
1979 stance against women in combat, for example, and his more recent
defense of displaying the Confederate flag on grounds it is an integral part of
our nation’s history.
Other handicaps were that he was a mediocre campaigner and worse fundraiser,
so he had to drop out. But he had made the effort—which brings to mind the
“man in the arena” as depicted by Theodore Roosevelt:
“It is not the critic who counts; not the man who points out how the strong man stumbles, or where the doer of
deeds could have done them better. The credit belongs to the man who is actually in the arena, whose face is
marred by dust and sweat and blood; who strives valiantly; who errs, who comes short again and again, because
there is no effort without error and shortcoming; but who does actually strive to do the deeds; who knows great
enthusiasms, the great devotions; who spends himself in a worthy cause; who at the best knows in the end the
triumph of high achievement, and who at the worst, if he fails, at least fails while daring greatly, so that his place
shall never be with those cold and timid souls who neither know victory nor defeat.”
Webb, it should be noted, even claims Theodore Roosevelt for the feisty Scots-Irish—on Teddy’s mother’s side,
not among those pacific Dutch glaziers. As Born Fighting demonstrates, warriors have shaped American history, and
a disproportionate number had Scots-Irish ancestry.
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This book offers a contrarian thesis, presented combatively by an author who was “born fighting.” I would hope
that assigning it to incoming students could prompt not only thoughtful expression of diverse viewpoints but also
lively debate.
As I grow older I am reaching the conclusion that mankind is entirely too combative
it is,notes
so the martial virtues
Keep as
those
emails
Webb extols may not be healthy habits. Nevertheless, as the younger generation and
fashions
itscoming,
multicultural,
multiethnic, multigender society it cannot hurt to remind them they are building classmates!
upon a foundation that includes a
people born to fight and sensitive to perceived slights to their honor.

Citizen Kapstein: Writer, Professor, Adviser and Whittler (continued from page 1)
I’ll call him Kappy now, as his friends and colleagues did, but I’ll need a few paragraphs before the name rolls easily
off the keys. Actually, he also was known as “Kap,” which catches the undoubted sternness that mixed with his
humor.
Recall the man. He was described by one student as typically clad in flannels, tweed
jacket, button-down shirt, rep or challis tie and brogues. He was in his early 50s
during our time, having been born in 1904, strongly built and with a powerful voice
suitable for speaking clearly across a big lecture hall. I met him, probably in the first
freshman week, when he told me and a small group of other students that he was
our academic adviser and that he would help us deal with the “intricacies” of college
life. While I knew the word, I hadn’t heard any of my teachers at Woodrow Wilson
High School use it. It drove home that I was now in a different ballgame.
Preparing to write about him here, I’ve made discoveries about the whole man, in
addition to the teacher and academic adviser I knew at Brown. For example, he
earned his own money to enter Brown by handling tough and dangerous jobs. Later,
besides being a college professor, he was a writer of short stories, a novella, a
bestselling novel, poetry and a textbook. He spoke French, German, Hebrew and
Latin (yes, spoke). He excelled at whittling, better described in his case as wood
Kappy
sculpture. I learned more about how, as a Brown undergraduate, he ran with a fast
and later famous literary group. And how, although he was a liberal, he never turned
his back on one of his students from the 1930s who became notorious as Watergate burglar E. Howard Hunt. I
already knew Kappy’s novella was masterful, but deferred reading his novel until a year and a half ago and was
impressed by its strength.
(Please see companion story in this issue for a description of his fiction)
I.J. Kapstein was born in Fall River, Massachusetts and in 1916 moved with his family to Providence. In school
there, he met his lifelong friend S.J. Perelman and the young woman who became his one and only wife, Stella
Cohen.
Admitted to Brown, Kappy took a job coupling and uncoupling railroad cars to earn his first semester’s tuition,
according to a 2004 account by his daughter, Judith Kapstein Brodsky. But his matriculation was delayed for a year
because his father, Barney, told him the family needed the money. Kappy turned over his earnings and started again.
He signed on with Brown & Sharpe as a machinist, returned part time to the rail cars and entered Brown in 1922
instead of 1921.
At Brown, as he prepared for a literary future. He wrote for the Brown Daily Herald’s literary supplement and for two
other Brown-originated publications, the Brown Jug (humorous) and Casements (literary). He also wrote articles for the
Providence Tribune (a competing daily with the Journal that folded during the depression) on theater, books and
concerts.
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He also hung out with several students who were to become literary luminaries in the coming era:
—S.J. (“Sid”) Perelman ’25, his school chum and classmate at Brown. Although Sid claimed to have failed
trigonometry four times, he had a gift for drawing and a rapier wit. He was a cartoonist for the Brown Jug and editor
of the magazine in his senior year. Later in life, he worked as a scriptwriter for the Marx Brothers, crafted the
Oscar-winning screen play for “Around the World in Eighty Days,” and wrote for the New Yorker. “The dubious
privilege of a freelance writer is he’s given the freedom to starve anywhere,” Perelman once observed. Another
quip: “Fate was dealing from the bottom of the deck.” Perelman came to Providence in 1975 to receive an honorary
degree from Brown. He skipped a formal event the evening before to have a reunion with Kappy and Stella at their
home.
—Nathanael (“Pep”) West ’25. Born Nathan Weinstein, West earned the ironic nickname “Pep” as a youth because
of his egregious laziness, according to Encyclopedia Brunoniana. During a baseball game at a summer camp, he had
been assigned to the outfield when he was hit on the head with a fly ball with bases loaded. An inveterate reader, he
was understood to be thinking about Dostoyevsky when the ball
struck. He arrived at Brown with transcripts showing two years of
good grades at Tufts, earned by a different Nathan Weinstein,
who had left them behind when he dropped out to attend dental
school. The credits allowed West to graduate within two years.
West went on to write the novels Miss Lonelyhearts, The Dreamlife of
Balso Snell, The Day of the Locust, and A Cool Million. Among his
movie credits was “It Could Happen to You.” He and his wife,
Eileen McKenney, subject of a book by her sister, called My Sister
Eileen, were killed in a California auto crash in 1940.
—Quentin “Quent” Reynolds, later a prolific journalist and
WWII correspondent. Reynolds was a red-headed Irish boy
recruited to play football for Brown. He also excelled at water
polo and boxing. In 1924, he and a college friend began selling
bootleg liquor from the men’s room at the Green Lantern Tea
Room in downtown Providence, where Reynolds had a job as a
bouncer. The money was good. But when word got back to a
Brown dean, Quent was certain it was curtains. However, Pep
West contrived a sob story for Reynolds, which included a father
stricken by a severe stroke and a sister recovering from a serious
Quent Reynolds’s trip to the dean’s office inspired
operation. Tears almost came to Reynolds’s eyes as he rehearsed
this magazine cover by Sid Perelman.
Pep’s script. In the end, the outwardly hard-hearted dean said to
Reynolds and his accomplice, “You both have good marks and
are due to graduate. You have perfect records in Chapel. I am
going to give you one more chance.” Reynolds was to write about 30 books and to co-write the hit movie thriller
“Call Northside 777.” A fellow journalist, Oliver Pilat, wrote this of Reynolds: “At the time of the Nazi aerial blitz
of London during the war, he had abused Hitler and praised British courage so successfully in broadcasts from
London that an English poll placed him second in popularity only to his good friend, Winston Churchill.”
During his last two years as a Brown undergraduate, Kappy thought about becoming a Latin scholar. He surprised
Professor Ben Clough after accepting his challenge to Latin club members to translate a poem by the Roman poet,
Martial. “Next day, [Kappy] brought in a poem of Martial’s and four different translations, all of them first rate,”
Clough said.
Following his graduation in 1926, Kappy lived with Perelman in Greenwich Village where Kappy recalled, they
“often went to bed hungry.” Kappy worked as a “utility infielder” for Alfred Knopf, publisher, including as
translator of incoming German documents. He was making $20 a week before getting a raise to $30. Both men
wrote short stories that didn’t sell.
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A Love Of Poetry
Kappy loved poetry, as an undergraduate
and in later life. He said that in fact poetry
was his first writing ambition. Here’s one
he wrote for Casements, of which he served
as editor when he was a senior:

Regret
Did you hear just now, Gaoler,
How sweet outside the children sang?
Perhaps tomorrow, they, I forgot—
Tomorrow I must hang
And if tomorrow I must hang
Aye, that’s a sorry thing
Because tomorrow I had hoped
Again to hear them sing

While Kapstein’s trio of literary pals ventured forth to fame in New
York, Hollywood and the Europe of World War II, Kappy
returned to Brown. He accepted an offer to join the English
Department staff in 1928. He earned his PhD in 1933. In that year,
Keep those notes
his daughter, Judith, was born. A
son, Jonathan (Brown ’61),
and emails coming,
followed in 1939.
classmates!
Son Jon provided a look at growing up at Brown in a contribution
for his 50th Reunion. “I knew all Brown’s underground passages
and attics, pipes, classrooms, departments, main doors, back stairs,
libraries, stacks, the mineral exhibits in Rhode Island Hall, the
military museum in Lyman Hall...the faculty billiards room, and
both the top of Carrie Tower and the bottom, as well as I knew
other professors. Brown provided me as a pre-college youngster a
look at wide thinking in the context of a professorial life of genteel
poverty where only my father’s outside writing provided disposable
income. Faculty pay was pitiful, a fact disregarded by many of the
Old Yankee professors with independent incomes. Salaries
improved only when the post-war grads became professors.”
(Kappy was named professor in 1951.)

Jon decided against the academic life and instead set his sights on journalism. Here’s a 2016 video of Jon concluding
an international journalism career during which he was posted to Rio, Toronto, Milan, Johannesburg and Brussels:
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=BwIBTYJBCsM
Jon’s sister, Judith, became an artist and professor of art at Rutgers University, and she founded the Brodsky
Center, Philadelphia, that helps artists create new work on paper and print.
Kappy’s novella, “The Song the Summer Evening Sings,” was published in 1937. Kappy drove the manuscript to a
Boston publisher offering a $2,000 short story prize. “The rejection slip was back in Providence almost before I got
home,” he said later. A second submission was quickly accepted by Story Magazine. The meager payment amounted
to about 3 cents per hour worked, Kappy figured, but it led to critical praise and publication in a book of novellas.
Something of a Hero, his novel, came out in 1941. “The book did well, so well that it bought me a house,” Kappy said.
“The theme—the odds of democracy maintaining itself, being a living force in the lives of individuals—was popular
in the early 1940s when the world was engaged in a bloody war that put democracy on the line.” Used copies in
many languages are available on-line.
Kappy kept writing, some of it aimed at the mass magazine market. A 1948 Collier’s magazine contains his short
story “A Sure Thing,” about a long shot that paid off and a sure thing that lost. The story merited a full-page
illustration. His textbook, Expository Prose: An Analytic Approach, was published in 1955. It, too, is available online.
He also wrote an unpublished novel.
No one has been better at describing Kappy’s teaching style than E. Howard Hunt ’40, who went on from Brown
to become a prolific and skilled novelist as well as a CIA agent and Watergate burglar.
Here are his impressions, during his first seminar, an honors course with Kappy.
“Jaw jutting. Powerful fingers drumming. Eager to begin. Effortlessly he dominated the room...and quickly brought
us into harmony with his intent and purpose. I.J. Kapstein was obviously a man to soar with among the spheres of
intellect... Kappy’s questioning had a gentle, depreciatory quality that diminished me to ant-size, but his own selfdepreciation was a restorative leaven. Occasionally he’d insert the Garment District phrase, ‘Such a gorgeous guy
like me,’ that startled me until I came to understand that my professor used slang and humor to puncture
pretentiousness among students. That device showed us explicitly he was not just an austere Ivory Tower scholar
but a man who had traveled the streets with a receptive ear and could grapple with life on whatever terms it chose.”
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Kappy had a special name for Hunt. “In class and out, Kappy called me ‘young
Hunt.’ It was a distinction I reveled in.” Hunt eventually became a babysitter for
Kappy and Stella. In later years, the Kapsteins and Hunts would visit each other
yearly to talk about literature and old times, while keeping in mind that Kappy and
young Hunt were far apart politically.
In my own first lecture with Kappy, he explained why novels are important. We are
limited as humans, he said, to living one life. Novels give us temporary freedom
from this limitation. They allow us to live other lives in other worlds. They don’t
just tell us about other lives, as non-fiction does. They actually let us experience them.
His style with students could be provocative. “When the emotions are stirred,
education begins,” he’d say. He would speak in class about “the murk that is the
undergraduate mind,” and I’d imagine he was talking directly to me. But irony
would glimmer beneath.
If he was challenged about one of his lectures, the challenger had better be ready to
make a good point. I know. I tried it once and was vanquished when my
underpowered argument hit an air pocket shortly after takeoff and crashed.
One lecture digression that I’ve always recalled concerned the term “Business is
business.”

During World War II, “Young
Hunt” served in the Office of
Strategic Services,
predecessor of the Central
Intelligence Agency.

“That is not a simple tautology,” he said. Far from that, the term was a way for
people to explain shoddy behavior in pursuit of a buck. Business, it asserts, is a
world apart, where ordinary ethics do not apply. He thought a lot about that issue. On the back cover of Hero,
Kappy comments: “I have always been impressed by the struggle of people to get money for the ordinary
necessities of life and the relation between their struggle and the American creed...” And he never pretended the
matter was simple, as in a dilemma in his novel where the protagonist must decide whether to back strikers at a
plant or support the plant owner, who through reckless investments has brought the plant to the brink of
bankruptcy.

His approach was to mix literature with philosophy and history, rather than to spend endless time on textual
analysis, Jay Barry wrote in an excellent essay on Kappy that appeared in his 1982 book Gentlemen Under the Elms (see
notes). And Kappy applied non-traditional teaching methods to literature. I recall he once drew and passed out what
we’d now call a flowchart of the creative process in fiction. As I recall it now, it looked something like the
economist Wassily Leontief’s input-output illustrations.
But he also was traditional. Jill Hirst Scobie ’58, our class secretary for the past 11 years, recently recalled to me that
Kappy presented students with a very long reading list. (I never got through it.) She kept it and read every one of its
entries over a period of years. Jill, who majored in Art History, said, “I loved his class.”
Bob Sanchez ’58 writes of his classes with Kappy:
Kappy was a genuine scholar—well read and capable of marvelous insights.
But there were two Kappys. In his Modern American Novel course, he displayed his real love of the writing
style of Mickey Spillane, the mystery novelist. Kappy was a big fan of Spillane’s street smarts, his use of
vernacular, and the hyperbole of his protagonist, Mike Hammer. Like Hemingway, Spillane wrote spare, hardhitting prose. Another favorite of Kappy was...S.J. Perelman whose sharp wit was very “Groucho-esque.”
A sample from Perelman is based on what happens when New York reviewers pan a movie. Only the scenario
writers are exempt from hara-kiri. “These are tied between the tails of two spirited Caucasian ponies, which
then are driven off in opposite directions. The custom is called ‘a conference.’ ”
Groucho on Perelman: “From the moment I picked up your book until I laid it down, I was convulsed with
laughter... Someday I intend reading it.”
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This quick-witted humor and repartee of the ’20s and ’30s also was reflected in the writings and retorts of
Robert Benchley, Ogden Nash, and Dorothy Parker.
The juxtaposition of Kappy’s erudition with his love of satire and humor gave us all license to stretch our own
writing styles.
Keep those notes
and emails coming,

Judaism was important to Kappy’s life outside the classroom. After retiring in 1969,
he collaborated in translating
classmates!
ancient Hebrew texts. His collaboration with Rabbi William Braude won a National Jewish Book Award in 1976.
I asked Jon if the translation was a religious or simply linguistic exercise for his father. Jon replied that his father was
a member of a Conservative temple when he died in 1983. In a talk on Jewish poetry that Judith cites, Kappy said
that “today we have suffered a weakening of religious faith. As a result, we feel a sense of loss, a sense of empty
seeking for a creative God in the midst of mechanical forces with which we cannot cope. Much of today’s poetry,
therefore, is the poetry of emptiness or anguish and inability to recapture faith.”
In another context, Judith recalled that she and Jon took long walks with their father and discussed many things,
including God. Kappy said that if one had doubts about the existence of God, one could adopt the “as if”
philosophy of Hans Vaihinger. One acted “as if” there were a God even if there was no proof of God’s existence.
Not long after we graduated, Kappy spent the 1960–61 academic year as a visiting professor of American Literature
at the University of Saigon under a Fulbright-related grant. He lectured in French and English while Stella taught
English to Vietnamese women. Jon noted his father exchanged ideas with a Vietnamese Catholic priest in the only
language that both understood—Latin.
In a recent visit I made to his house in Connecticut, Jon
showed me some of his father’s whittling, a long-time
hobby. I’d expected shapely but rustic cuttings. Instead,
what I saw was polished abstract sculptures of humans.
(See picture.) While teaching, he kept whittling tools in
his desk and used them to shape wood as he took breaks
from reading student essays.
Besides carving, he collected rocks with Jon and, in
retirement, he became an enthusiastic gardener,
particularly of chrysanthemums. Judith related, “Like the
Romantic poets, he saw nature as a spiritual aspect of
human existence.” (Kappy’s doctoral dissertation was on
the Romantic poet Shelley.)

Some of Kappy’s wood carvings

Stories abound about Kappy’s lasting effects on students of other classes over the years. Sol B. Korn donated a
honey locust tree in honor of Kappy when the Graduate Center opened in 1968 for being a “friend and counselor”
when Korn was considering dropping out of college. Another graduate, Marvin Holland, of Pawtucket, contributed
a large amount for the reconstruction of the Faculty Club on the condition that an upstairs meeting room be named
in Kappy’s honor.
Here’s what E. Howard Hunt said: “After Watergate, Kappy was one of only a handful of friends who stayed loyally
by me...during the worst period of my life, helping me to emerge whole from prison,” Hunt said. “Typically, Kappy
honored his principles even though he absorbed criticism for doing so.”
In 1982 a former student, Marvyn Carton ’38, established the Israel J. Kapstein Professorship. Carton had taken
only one course with Kapstein, but he stated that that course had stayed with him for life.
Jon Kapstein told me of a student of our era—call him Mr. Smith—who approached Jon some 30 years after
graduation and told him this story: Smith dropped out of college, joined the Army, served in Vietnam and returned
to Brown, where in his first semester he was in one of Kappy’s seminars. “But he said he came back too soon and
couldn’t handle the sudden transition from jungle combat to scholarship. This sort of mind lock was common for
Viet vets” who had too little time to adjust after flying out of the zone and being discharged within a day or two.
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When he told Kappy that he was unable to put down on paper his end-of-term essay, Kappy told him to talk about
what he would have written. The two talked at length about his Vietnam experience and finally his paper. At the
end, Kappy told him, “You’ve done the reading and you’ve thought about what you would have written. You’ve laid
it out clearly to me. You’ve earned a B minus for the course.”
Jon said, “This physically big, rangy former athlete from my class whom I’d regarded as an unsympathetic jock in
our freshman year began to cry as he told me the story... ‘Your dad gave me a break. It was the first break anyone
had given to me in years.’ Smith graduated on time and began a successful industrial business.”
Kappy was dying of cancer in 1983, the year of our 25th reunion. He gave his last lecture at a commencement
seminar that year. I regret I didn’t know of it when I attended the reunion. Jacqueline Kennedy Onassis, at Brown
for her son John’s graduation, was at the seminar. “She remarked to him how much his lecture had moved her,”
Judith recounted. He died Aug. 5, 1983, after writing many poems in the hospital.
Stella found his last poem, about death, and kept it until she died in 1993.
---Note to readers: This brief bio is not a thesis, so I’ve been sparing in my citations, but this acknowledges my debt to the following sources.
Jay Barry’s Gentlemen under the Elms, published by the Brown Alumni Monthly in 1982. (The “Monthly” has changed to
“Magazine.”) The book’s essay on Kappy is one of 10 essays on 11 Brown academics. Text of Barry’s essay is
reprinted in the Notes cited below and is available at the same Internet address.
“Kappy and Stella,” by Judith Kapstein Brodsky, his daughter, with assistance from his son, Jonathan, published in
Notes, Vol. 14, November, 2004, Number 2, Rhode Island Jewish Historical Association. http://www.rijha.org/wpcontent/uploads/RIJH-Notes/RIJH-Notes-Volume14-Nov-2004-Number2-BookScans-SEARCHABLE.pdf

Encyclopedia Brunoniana
https://www.google.com/search?q=encylopedia+brunoniana&oq=encylopedia+brunoniana&aqs=chrome..69i57j0
.23599j1j8&sourceid=chrome&ie=UTF-8

Jon Kapstein ’61, in interviews in Connecticut, and his 50th reunion report.
Bob Sanchez ’58, in an email contribution.
Jill Scobie ’58, in a campus conversation.
Jim Furlong ’58, some of my own memories.

Kappy’s Novel And Novella: A Stressed Society, A Boy’s Anguish
By Jim Furlong ’58

My guess is that only a small percentage of I.J. Kapstein’s students in the mid-1950s have read his two main
fictional works, a novella entitled “The Song the Summer Evening Sings” (1937–38) and a novel called Something of a
Hero (1941). In fact, I read the novel for the first time only about 18 months ago.
Hero is big and sweeping. At 596 pages, it’s longer than Thomas Wolfe’s Look Homeward, Angel (1929), at 544 pages.
It covers a time span of about 70 years—from the Civil War to the ’30s—in Persopolis, a Midwest manufacturing
municipality. It teems with characters from all economic walks and widely varying national backgrounds. They range
from the criminal to the saintly and cover the in-betweens. The latter are those who strive to conduct themselves
ethically while doing what they must to earn money for life’s necessities. The tension between the U.S. ethical
“creed” and the necessary “deed” is one of the many philosophical themes that the book ponders.
Hero focuses as much on the times and the characters as it does on plot, though the book provides plenty of action,
including a wild shootout between bootleggers, a run on a bank that gives the owner a fatal heart attack, robberies
and bloody battles between factory workers and owners. The two admirable main characters suffer violent deaths.
The book takes its name from words of the philosopher George Santayana:
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“If a noble and civilized democracy is to subsist, the common citizen
must be something of a saint and something of a hero.”
Hero is divided into three untitled sections, all of which begin on a Fourth
of July—in 1907 (with a backward look
to the
Civil
War), 1917 and 1929.
Keep
those
notes
andthrough
emails coming,
The cast of characters remains the same
the story, though some
classmates!
are killed and others permanently injured
in the Great War. Aging splits
up the old gang of schoolboys and routes them toward their separate
destinies.
The central character is John Cantrell, a patriotic Civil War veteran who
lost an arm to shrapnel in battle at Antietam. A retired businessman, he
belongs to one of the oldest and most wealthy families in Persopolis. He
is an intelligent and thoughtful man who knows how to look both
forward like an entrepreneur and backward, like the amateur historian he
is. John’s writing a history of Persopolis, in which he attempts to bring
alive “the crumbled dust, the fleeting twist and turn of time.” His best
friend is Marius Schaeffer, a socialist who emigrated from Germany in
1849. The two relish jousting over their opposing philosophies until one
day they split over an actual business decision. Cantrell’s family builds a
for-profit hydropower plant that Marius thinks should have been
constructed as a public facility.
As the novel opens, Cantrell’s daughter, Josie, reads the Declaration of Independence from a bandstand, on July 4,
1907, thus becoming Kappy’s personification of the idealistic American creed. She later marries a silver-tongued
young man of Irish descent named Francis Connell who rises in local politics but alienates her by playing the
ethically questionable games that are required of politicians. As Josie represents the American creed, Francis
personifies the realistic American deed. Ultimately Francis quits politics to win her back but sinks into long
depression before being urged in a final scene to resume his political life while striving for “all men together,” not
just for himself.
Young members of the 1907 gang of schoolboys include a future bootlegger, a black boxer who yearns for his own
island where he can avoid white insults, a Jewish doctor who nearly moves to Palestine because he’s banned from
practicing at the local hospital, and a one-time gang “shrimp” who much later wins the respect of his domineering
wife by defying her and his in-laws and joining a strike against the local iron works.
There are no snowflakes in this group as youngsters. Chips are laid on shoulders. “Snoots” get punched and bleed.
Arguments take place over who’s a better American. A suddenly unwelcome gang member is told to go home to his
mother.
Kappy gives dimension to these characters—by showing each of them in their own environments, particularly their
families. Each portrait approaches being its own short story.
This kind of wide-canvas, character-driven novel has been classified as belonging to the Grand Hotel genre, which
was named after a 1929 novel by Vicki Baum and had wide influence among writers of fiction. The term was used
by the Kirkus Review in connection with some techniques in Hero, which nonetheless is completely its own work.
The book bulges with philosophy, often dramatized by dialogues between Cantrell and Marius, the socialist. An
example: Cantrell finds out that Washington is planning to make trouble for pro-union agitators like Marius.
Cantrell breaks a long, hostile silence with his old friend to warn him to beware. Here is a slightly abbreviated snatch
of what they say to each other.
Marius: I’ve done nothing wrong. Whatever I’ve done is my right to do. At least, according to the Bill of Rights.
John: In theory, yes... You’re like a schoolboy, Marius! Don’t you realize yet what a difference there is between the
theory of a thing and the practice?
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Marius: That’s what I’ve been trying to make you see almost since the day I first knew you. Yes, that’s what I’ve
been fighting all my life—the difference between the theory this country is supposed to live by and the practice that
denies the theory.
John: Yes, I know, and for thirty years off and on I listened to you...and told you that the difference gets less and
less little by little, year by year, and that’s the best way and the way it must be.
Both with Marius, prior to the breakup, and alone, John often thinks over big questions, like the relation of human
selfishness to generosity and the possibility of government controlling business over the long run. On one occasion,
John tentatively concludes of the latter, “not unless they [regulators] rooted them out... And then they would leave a
barren place, a desert with no life at all.” But then he confesses doubt, concluding, “Maybe I’ll find out something
certain before I die.”
Kappy sometimes framed philosophy in poetic prose. In the following passage, John recounts the battle scene in
which he lost his arm to shrapnel: “...he saw men ensnared, dangling by the tiny thread which was at once their life
and their illusion of freedom, before the spiders darted out upon them... All men walked the iron road of time, and
flashingly from nowhere the hammer of chance struck and smashed them on the anvil.”
As John reads his own account of soldiers preparing to leave Persopolis for the Civil War, he wonders how his
words will affect inexperienced readers. “[F]or those to whom it was strange because they had not lived it, he
reflected, what did it say?—only that so many went to war, so many did not return, so many did return, so many
were wounded, so many were killed—the dried leaves of history murmuring, borne whirling into the vortex of
time.”
As noted before, I first read Hero only a year and a half ago. I had taken
it with me on a trip with my wife, Bunny, to the Dominican Republic,
expecting only to make an initial dent in its daunting heft. But it took
me in, and I was finished in 10 days that also included tours, treks and
swimming. Why the long wait to read it? The background:
In about 1955, I learned that Kappy, my academic adviser, had written a
couple of works of fiction. I got the names. I read the first one in, I
think, the summer of my sophomore year in the glass-floored stacks of
the old Evanston, Illinois, Public Library. “The Song the Summer
Evening Sings” concerns a young man, Charlie Robbins, whose father
owns a grocery store for which Charlie makes deliveries. He uses a
wagon drawn by his beloved family horse named Pinky, who at around
14 is Charlie’s age.
The story is set around the same time, 1907, that Hero begins. The
novella is included in a collection called The Flying Yorkshireman that is
still available online:
https://www.amazon.com/Flying-Yorkshireman-Novellas-CelebrationTurnips/dp/B001NRT4R4/ref=sr_1_1?keywords=the+song+the+su
mmer+evening+sings&qid=1572881614&s=books&sr=1-1
That day’s headline in the Boston American is NEW FIGHTING IN
THE BALKANS. The reader knows where that leads, but those
troubles seem a long way from Charlie Robbins’s sleepy hometown.

Kappy’s novella “The Song the Summer
Evening Sings” appears in this volume titled
The Flying Yorkshireman. But beware! The
same title was used on a collection of
novellas that didn’t include I.J. Kapstein.

The novella has an unusual part-time narrator, the older Charlie Robbins, addressing his younger self.
The story opens on a dream-like note, inspired by the warmth, fragrance and peace of the summer.
“The evening, don’t you remember the summer evening when the sky faded to yellow and the wind gently whirled
the dust and leaves in the gutters and a piano tinkled sadly far away and the bells of St. Joseph’s rang out vespers,
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the kids playing in the streets and the men sitting in their shirt-sleeves on the front stoops with the smoke of their
pipes drifting... Don’t you remember the dreamy summer evening of long ago?”
The “you” is Charlie the younger, living innocently in a precarious Eden that for him soon begins as a slow descent
and ends in a plunge into personal shock that completely changes his understanding
reality.
Keepofthose
notes
I’ve never forgotten that story I that read more than six decades ago.

and emails coming,
classmates!

The action starts for Charlie when he gives a cart ride to Margie Golden, the attractive daughter of the landlord who
rents out space for his father’s market. As they ride, a Stanley Steamer puffs its way down the street.
“That’s not an auto, that’s my mother’s old kettle running away,” Charlie says.
As the car goes by, he hollers, “Get back in the kitchen.”
“You’re awful fresh,” Margie says.
He asks if she’ll be his girl. She says she can’t because her father’s mad at his father who’s behind on his rent.
Charlie’s Pa, Harry, informed of this, tells Charlie he’ll take care of everything. “Don’t worry,” he reassures Charlie.
“I’m the guy who put the gold into Golden.” Charlie has a sudden vision of Pa punching Jack Johnson right on the
jaw, knocking him out.
An insurance agent shows up at dinner time looking to collect arrears that he no longer can carry with his own
money. When Ma scolds her husband for failing to pay the 25 cents weekly required for the insurance, he replies
that he “couldn’t be bothered with chicken feed.” Ma coughs up some quickly declining insurance savingse
insurance. Charlie is upset. He begins “to eat without knowing what you’re eating.”
The older Charlie dreams of a “long-ago summer evening. You saw your best friend, Frankie Myers, thin and dark,
coming up the street. And Frankie? Where is Frankie now? In what French field still feeding the wheat with his torn
body and shattered bones?” Then the narrative returns to 1907 and Frankie is outside Charlie’s house calling “Hey
Charlie. Charliee—ee.” Frankie and Charlie head for a baseball field to meet a challenge from the Adams Street
kids. A huge 16-year-old named “Big Mullarkey” tries to join the much younger opposing team. Even his younger
brother, Little Mullarkey, objects that his brother is too old. The game finally proceeds after Frankie declares, “We
don’t care about Little, but if Big plays, we call off the game.”
Mr. Golden shows up at the Robbins home. He is asking for whatever Pa can pay of the back rent. As they talk,
Charlie is upstairs telling his little sister, Sylvie, a bedtime story. The story gets intense as Charlie keeps one ear on
the conversation downstairs. A tiger is tracking a girl named Sylvie. But the father races in and with help from his
son, named Charlie, subdues the tiger and cuts off its head. Everyone lives happily ever after.
Pa, sensing the tension in the family, announces they’ll see “A Midsummer’s Night Dream” on the local stage for
Sylvie’s forthcoming birthday. Son and father share an embrace that probably never will be the same.
“Goodnight, Pa.”
“Goodnight, Son.” The older Charlie can still hear Pa’s “voice floating back through the dark over the years.”
“That evening, don’t you remember, the dreamy summer of long ago. How can you forget the back streets of
American towns, falling asleep in the evening when you watched from your bed the summer moon hanging in the
maples and smelled the bitter wild cherry trees in the backyard and heard the long, long whistle of a locomotive
crying in the still of the summer evening? An echo of a sweet faraway song...in your ears while you fell asleep in the
summer evening long ago and the summer morning. Do you remember? I remember.”
It is to be the morning of a bad day. Charlie goes to the stable to pick up Pinky, who’s about Charlie’s age at 14.
The malicious stable owner, Joe Flynn, shows a newborn colt to Charlie. He comments that Pinky is off his feed.
He says, “It’s a funny thing that a horse’s days are just about over when a man’s are just beginning.” He calls Pinky
an “old plug.”
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Disaster strikes during deliveries when Pinky’s front legs fold beneath him and he can’t get up. Charlie hollers
“Pinky.” The old horse raises his head off the street and then falls back again. Mr. Rooney, the policeman, sluices
him with water again and again to get him upright.
“ ‘Pinky,’ you said, and he rubbed his nose on your shoulder.”
A new horse, rented, is hitched to the wagon as Pinky is led back to the stable. “ ‘Giddap,’ you said, the tears
running down your hot cheeks.”
Pa feels at his wit’s end. He had hoped for several more years from Pinky. Against the better judgment of Charlie’s
mother, Pa decides to use the last of the insurance money to buy a new horse at an auction in another stable that is
scheduled for tomorrow morning. As the auction begins, his father keeps avoiding Charlie’s questions about Pinky,
who has been brought along and who is tethered inside the stable.
“I don’t see him anywhere,” Charlie says.
Pa says, “Well, don’t worry, and don’t bother me. Can’t you see I’m busy...What do want me to do, put him in a
museum?”
“No, Pa. But where is he? What are they going to do with him?”
“How should I know? He ain’t mine any more...The man took him away.”
Charlie runs into the stable, can’t find Pinky and pushes open the back door to a rear yard. “...you ran a few steps
into the yard before you saw Pinky. You stopped short as if a great hand had been laid against your chest, and your
mouth opened in a formless cry of anguish that you could not utter.”
Pinky dies hard, subjected to repeated kicks in the stomach, a pistol shot behind the ear and a postmortem baseball
bat whack in the head, all in front of an astonished and appalled Charlie, who feels a murderous hatred toward his
father.
As the story ends, “It was high noon of the summer morning, and a long time to a summer evening that would
never come again.”
I rate the impact that Song had on me with that of “The Ledge,” by Lawrence Sargent Hall, which John Updike
classified as one of the best American short stories of the 20th century.
When I told Kappy (Mr. Kapstein to me) long ago how much I admired “Song,” he advised me to “Read the big
one,” meaning the novel. “That says ‘You’ve got to do it yourself.’ ” That was advice he evidently felt I needed at
that time, and I probably did.
Around that time, I asked an upperclassman about Something of a Hero. He replied quickly and dismissively, though I
doubt he ever read the book or knew much about it. His uninformed answer was the reason—along with the length
of Hero—I didn’t read the novel until a year and a half ago. I have carried the memory of “Song” with me, and I
decided after subconsciously thinking it over for about 60 years that anyone who could write Song was highly
unlikely to have produced a bad novel, so I bought it through Amazon and finally read it, with great interest. I also
found out that the upperclassman had neglected to mention that the book became bestseller and got a strong review
from the New York Times. The upper classman, an honors English student, ultimately turned away from the study of
literature to become a medical doctor in upstate New York. He has died, so I can’t communicate with him, but if I
could, I’d tell him a thing or two.
Notes:
Something of a Hero was published in 1941 by Alfred A. Knopf, New York. I bought it via Amazon, where it’s available as of this writing.
“The Song the Summer Evening Sings” appears in The Flying Yorkshireman, a collection of novellas by Eric Knight, Helen Hill, Albert Malts,
Michael Maddux and I.J. Kapstein. It was published by Harper & Brothers Publishers, New York and London, 1938. CAUTION: I named
all the novella writers because there’s an entirely different book of the same name out there, which I bought by mistake. Make sure you get
the right one. I re-read the “Song” for this issue in the Connecticut College Library, New London, Connecticut.
“The Ledge” appears in The Best American Short Stories of the Century, edited by John Updike and co-edited by Katrina Denison, Houghton
Mifflin Co., 1999
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Letter From Our Co-Presidents
Dear Classmates,
Keep those notes

As 2020 opens let us take this occasion to wish each and every one of you a Happy
Year,
and most especially,
andNew
emails
coming,
a healthy one!
classmates!
As we hope you are aware, we sent out an appeal to replenish our class coffers late last fall via email and snail mail.
If you have not already donated to the class, we ask that you do so via the Class Dues Website at
http://brown.edu/go/Class-of-1958-Dues
We did have a successful 60th reunion with a total of 112 folks attending the various events. The Class of 1958 as
usual set records for both attendance and class contributions to Brown for a 60th Reunion.
It’s our intention to have a mini reunion in either fall 2020 or spring 2021, either in Providence or Boston. We’d
appreciate hearing your preferences.
Again, we are enormously grateful to Jim Furlong and John Reistrup, our co-editors of this newsletter. The
publication is now part of the Brown University Archives. This issue of the newsletter will give you a link to the
Archives, where you can find the 11 issues to date, though with a lag for the latest issue.
We’re proud to be serving the Class of 1958 and simply request your participation in our various events. We have
had successful mini-reunions in Washington, DC; New York City; and Providence, in addition to our normal fiveyear reunions. The latter are getting ever more crowded, because the size of Brown graduating classes has doubled
since our student days. This is another incentive to come to a mini-reunion. See you soon in Boston or Providence.
Ever true,
Sandy McFarland Taylor ’58, Co-President
Jim Moody ’58, Co-President

2019 Alumni Service Award
Honors distinguished, continuing volunteer service to Brown
The Alumni Service Awards are given annually for distinguished, continuing volunteer service to Brown in any
field of alumni activity “to recognize those very special people whose work, love of Brown, spirit of
cooperation and selflessness stand out and who will continue to provide these invaluable services.” Six to eight
award recipients are chosen each year by an anonymous committee consisting of alumni leaders and staff.
Cynthia “Jill” Scobie ’58, John Reistrup ’58, and Jim Furlong ’58
By developing an exceptional communications strategy and digital plan, Jill, John, and Jim (the Class of 1958
Communications team) have done outstanding work keeping their class meaningfully connected over the past
several years. Now in its 11th edition, their interactive class newsletter is so popular, it is being included in the
Brown University archives.
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Letter to the Editors
(Send letters to brown58newsletter@gmail.com )
We write today both in sadness and in gratitude, regarding our parents, Michael Forbes Larratt ’58 and Barbara
Whipple Chaplin ’58.
Gratitude for all the people of the Class of 1958 have meant, over the decades, to our parents; some of their fondest
memories and favorite stories hearkened back to their university days and the lifelong friendships made at that time.
Sadness, in that we must report:
– our father Michael passed away on July 18, 2019, after a courageous struggle with Parkinson’s;
– our mother Barbara passed away on November 26, 2019, after a short illness.
—Douglas, Glenn, Russell and Gregory Larratt
Survey response:

Your editors managed to misplace the following response to our survey until after the rest of the newsletter was made up, so we decided to
include it here. We hope you, and George, will forgive us for presenting it out of sequence.
—JVR & JCF
What things seem most important in your 80’s that may not have been so important earlier?

Raya's question stumps me, because mainly I feel bemused living into my 80's, something I never expected.
What one book would you recommend that entering students read, and why?

As for a book, I'd recommend Friends Divided: John Adams and Thomas Jefferson (2017), by (Brown professor)
Gordon Wood. This essay in contrasts shows how two different men (Adams, mistrustful of women, was slightly
over 5 feet tall, while Jefferson, a Lothario, stood over 6 feet tall) contributed mightily to our country's founding
and governance (both were President) from opposite ends of the political spectrum, fell out of touch for 11 years,
and then resumed their reserved but affectionate friendship only to die (Adams at 90, J at 83) on the same day, the
Fourth of July, 1826. Their relationship educates us in how contrary types can rise above political conflicts to
maintain national unity, which is sorely lacking and needed today.
—George Held ’58

Thanks To Our Contributors
The editors would like to thank classmates who have contributed so interestingly and generously to the Brown58Newsletter. Your
work for the newsletter has made fine reading—humorous, biographical, informative, revealing and nostalgic. We hope that both you and
classmates who haven’t yet contributed will supply us with more material in the future.
Following is a list of classmate contributions to date. The list serves both to recognize them with gratitude and to provide readers with an
index to content.
Issue 1, April 2014

Harry Batchelder Jr. (Military intelligence, 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)
Issue 2, June 2014

Lois Hammersberg Lowry (Brown honorary doctor
of letters)
Edward Flattau (Global environmental challenges)
Judith Hillery (Art and wit)
Jim Furlong (Niels Bohr reminiscence)
Peter Howard (I’m a canoe)
Lee Ann Etscovitz (My gender journey)

Alfred Chapman (By son, Henry, about his father’s
mental illness)
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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)
Martin Plaut (The Refectory rebellion)
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)
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Ronald Offenkrantz (The shot almost seen ’round the
world)
Jill Hirst Scobie (My rainbow coalition of a family)
Peter Howard (Backyard
engineering)
Keep those
notes
and emails
coming,
Edward Flattau (Green
to mean)
classmates!
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
Issue 9, July 2018

Jim Furlong (Our 60th Reunion)
Jill Hirst Scobie (The Women’s Movement)
Jane Bertram Miluski (No More “Little Woman”)
Jane Fliegner Blythe (Fighting to Preserve Nature)
Larry McMaster (Raising Blueberries, A Cold War
English Major)
Harry C. Batchelder Jr. (Tribute to Gerry Alaimo)
Michael H. Trotter (Breaking Down Racial Barriers)
John Reistrup (The Brown Daily Herald’s Disgrace)
Issue 10, February 2019
Responses to our informal survey: Betsy Morriss
Campbell, Pete Howard, Peter Kopke, Bob Feldman, Lois
Hammersberg Lowry, Bill Chadwick, Ed Flattau, Jim
Mello, Al Uhry, John Reistrup, Ulysses James, Bert Clark,
Lois Delaney, Anne Whiton Hill, Lee Ann Etskovitz,
Sandy McFarland Taylor, George Vandervoort.
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Issue 11, December 2019

Lois Lowry (Inspiration for her next book)
More survey responses: Raya McCully Goff, Jim

Moody, Harry C. Batchelder Jr., Sandy Taylor, Pete
Howard, Ed Flattau, Bill Chadwick, Jim James, Hays
Rockwell, Jim Furlong, John Reistrup

Brown58Newsletter Now Backed Up By Brown Digital Repository
Classmates’ contributions to the Brown58Newsletter will endure much longer than may have been imagined—into the
indefinite future in fact.
The first 10 issues are now stored and available to all at the Brown Digital Repository of Alumni Publications. The
current issue will be added after publication on our Internet website.
To see the first 10 issues click on: https://repository.library.brown.edu/studio/collections/id_802/
Class President Jim Moody paved the way for the Repository display. Jim contacted Jennifer J. Betts at the John
Hay Library, and she set in motion the work required. Jennifer’s title is:
Interim Director of the John Hay Library and Special Collections
University Archivist and Assistant Director of the John Hay Library.
Your newsletter is grateful to both Jim and Jennifer.
Publication in the Digital Repository is intended for long-term availability. For the foreseeable future, new issues
will appear first on the Internet website: https://brown58newsletter.com/

Navigation To Brown Class Of 1958 Websites Is Easy
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 send them this link:
https://brown58newsletter.wordpress.com/
Back issues are also archived here by the Brown University Library:
https://repository.library.brown.edu/studio/collections/id_802/
The official 1958 Class Website—containing an extensive gallery of pictures, useful links and news of interest to
alumni—may be reached directly by clicking on:
https://sites.google.com/a/brown.edu/brown-class-of-1958/about-us
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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