


On Melville

I
n an acclaimed new biography of Herman Melville ^Melville: His World and 
Work), Andrew Delbanco writes of how Melville drew on his experiences as a 
seafarer to create his masterwork, Moby-Dick. However, Melville was at a 
point in his literary career where he was ready to go beyond the adventure 
stories of his popular earlier novels, Typee, Omoo, and White-Jacket. 
Melville had been engaged in extensive reading, and a fateful meeting-with 
another author in 1850 had such a powerful influence on him that he 
approached his work-in-progress with an entirely new vision.

During a picnic on Monument Mountain, not far from Melville’s country home, the 
author took cover during a rainstorm with Nathaniel Hawthorne, then 46 and much 
admired by the younger writer. The two hours the men spent in conversation, according 
to Delbanco, left Melville filled with new aspirations. After that meeting, he revised 
his novel with perspective gained from all the great works he had immersed himself in: 
the Bible, Paradise Lost, Wc. Aeneid, Frankenstein, and Shakespeare’s tragedies. 
He accomplished a “stylistic breakthrough,” Delbanco tells us, but the transformation 
went much deeper: “In his fever of creation, Melville became Emerson’s proverbial poet, 
whose ‘imperial muse tosses the creation like a bauble from hand to hand, and uses it to 
embody any caprice of thought that is uppermost in his mind.’ His book opened out into 
the panorama of history and myth to which he had been exposed in his reading, from the 
Western scriptures to Eastern tales of dervishes and devil worshippers.”

The publication of Moby-Dick in September 1851 came during a remarkable period for 
American literature, when Americans were struggling with soul-wrenching issues such 
as slavery which would determine the character of our nation. Between 1850 and 1855, 
seven important books were published: Emerson’s Representative Men-, Thoreau’s 
Walden, Hawthorne’s The Scarlet Letter and The House of Seven Gables, Whitman’s 
Leaves of Grass, and Melville’s Moby-Dick and Pierre.

Moby-Dick a great commercial disappointment, selling only 2,300 copies in its
first months. The reviews were mixed. “The intense Captain Ahab is too long drawn out; 
something more of him might, we think, be left to the reader’s imagination,” wrote the 
reviewer for Literary World. The London Morning Post-was more insightful, if not 
exactly prophetic: “There is much that is incredible and a little that is incomprehensible 
in this latest effort of Mr. Melville’s wayward and romantic pen; but despite its occasional 
extravagancies, it is a book of extraordinary merit, and one which will do great things for 
the literary reputation of its author.”

His next novel, Pierre, drew on Melville’s life story, growing up in a family of 
distinction but greatly reduced circumstances. His hopes of surviving on his literary 
efforts crushed, Melville took a menial job as a customs inspector. He died in debt and 
obscurity in 1891. Billy-Budd, a book that alternates with Benito Cereno on the reading 
list for senior seminar today, was greeted with critical acclaim when published in 1924.

Johnnies who enjoy making literary excursions can visit Arrowhead, the 1780 farm
house in Pittsfield, Mass., where Melville wrote his great novel. Those whose devotion to 
the novel goes even further may want to take part in one of several annual marathon 
readings Moby-Dick, such as one held aboard the Charles W. Morgan, the last
surviving wooden whaling vessel, or another held at the New Bedford Whaling Museum, 
not far from where Melville shipped out on the Achushnet in 1841. 
-RII

STJOHN’S 
College

ANNAPOLIS . SANTA FE

The College (usps 018-750) 
is published quarterly by 

St. John’s College, Annapohs, MD, 
and Santa Fe, NM

Known office of publication: 
Communications Office 

St. John’s College 
Box 2800 

Annapolis, MD 21404-2800

Periodicals postage paid 
at Annapolis, MD

postmaster: Send address 
changes to The College 

Magazine, Communications 
Office, St. John’s College, 
Box 2800, Annapolis, MD 

21404-2800.

Rosemary Harty, editor 
Patricia Dempsey, 
managing editor 

John Hartnett (SF83), 
Santa Fe editor

Jennifer Behrens, art director

Annapolis 
410-626-2539

Santa Fe 
505-984-6104

Contributors
Sus3an Borden (A87) 

Barbara Goyette (A73) 
Caroline Knapp (SF99) 

Andra Maguran 
Jo Ann Mattson (A87) 

Erica Naone (A05) 
Chris Utter (A06)

Magazine design by 
Claude Skelton Design



The "I "I VolCollege
ZINE FOR Alumni of St. John’s College y Annapolis •

{Contents}

PAGE IO

Santa Fe Welcomes a 
President
At his Inauguration in October, President 
Michael Peters received a warm welcome 
and pledges of support from both the 
St. John’s and Santa Fe communities.

PAGE Iz|

Lives in their Hands
Working with wood, metal, and glass, 
four Johnnies make beautiful and 
enduring objects.

PAGE 20

Losing Moby
How Moby-Dick has submerged and 
resurfaced over the years offers a bit of 
insight into decisions about the college’s 
reading list.

PAGE 26
O, Pioneers!
Homecoming in Annapolis features a 
tribute to the women of the Class of 1955.

PAGE 18

PAGE 26

DEPARTMENTS

a FROM THE BELL TOWERS
• Miss Brann Honored by the NEH
• Santa Fe GI Program Supports Teachers
• Intellectual Fisticuffs in Annapolis
• Fishpond Renovations
• Johnnies on the Water
• Helping New Orleans
• Grant Aids in Shoreline Restoration

8 LETTERS

9 HISTORY
Gil Crandall (class 011936) shares 
memories of being a “rat.”

30 Bibliofile
Peter Pesic takes up a standard 
childhood question.
Linda Weiner considers the limitations 
of science.

3a ALUMNI NOTES

PROFILES

3a Joseph Houseal (A84) follows his love of 
dance to the Himalayas.

36 Fighting fear with reason; David Veazey 
(A97) fights a deadly disease.

39 Shana Hack (A95) follows a dream.
41 Entrepreneur Paul Laur (SFGI95) keeps 

family at the heart of his business.

48 OBITUARIES
Remembering Santa Fe Tiitor
Ralph Swentzell.

48 STUDENT VOICES
After Katrina: Writer Sara Roahen (SF94) 
describes a visit home.

ON THE COVER

50 ALUMNI ASSOCIATION NEWS

5a ST. John’s FOREVER

Herman Melville 
Illustration by David Johnson
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Miss Brann GJoes to the White House
Annapolis Tutor is one of Twelve NEH Medalists

November lo and ii 
were whirlwind days for 
long-time Annapolis 
tutor Eva Brann: feted at 
an award dinner hosted 
by the National Endow
ment for the Humanities 
in Washington, D.C., 
meeting George W. and 
Laura Bush in the Oval 
Office, and being one of 
the guests of honor at a 
State Dinner with lumi
naries including Judith 
Martin (Miss Manners) 
and actor Robert Duval.

But what is one of the 
first things she mentions 
when asked to recount 
the experience? The 
books she was given. 
One was a novel, Henry 
and Clara, written by
NEH’s acting deputy chairman, Tom Mallon, who sat at her table 
during the awards dinner. “It is about Henry Rathbone, who was in 
the box with Lincoln when he was shot by John Wilkes Booth at 
Ford’s Theatre. He later goes stark raving mad and kills his wife. 
Thebookwas very well done,” Miss Brann says. The second was 
Thieves of Baghdad, a new work published by a fellow honoree, 
Col. Matthew Bogdanos, who wrote about the efforts he led to save 
Iraq’s antiquities. “It is a thriller,” Miss Brann says. “The work he 
did required courage and ingenuity.”

In addition to bringing home a couple of very good books, 
there was another tremendously gratifying aspect to the events. 
Miss Brann says. Both President Bush and NEH Chairman Bruce 
Cole referred to St. John’s as a “national treasure,” something that 
caused her to glow with pride. “It is nice to know that the college 
has a reputation in Washington and with the NEH that is real and 
serious,” she says.

Miss Brann learned at the end of October that she was selected 
to receive the National Humanities Medal, given in recognition 
of outstanding scholarship. The honor is awarded to those 
“whose work has deepened the nation’s understanding of the 
humanities, broadened citizens’ engagement with the humanities, 
or helped preserve and expand America’s access to important 
humanities resources.”

The news came from Mr. Cole, who phoned her personally. “I was 
dumbstruck,” Miss Brann recalls. Soon after, she received a call 
from the White House social secretary, who filled her in on the 
protocol for the White House ceremony with the President and the 
State Dinner. Miss Brann, who gets by with the most basic of 
wardrobes, was forced to go on a shopping spree, buying three 
outfits. She added costume jewelry that has been in her family for 
decades. “My father was a doctor in Brooklyn, and when patients

had no money to pay, they 
would bring him their 
jewelry,” she explains.

Miss Brann could 
choose three guests to 
accompany her; she 
invited her pubUsher and 
good friend Paul Dry and 
his wife. Cede, of 
Philadelphia. The third 
invitation went to 
Annapolis President 
Christopher Nelson 
(SF70). The three 
attended a reception and 
dinner at the Madison 
Hotel, where Miss Brann 
was pleased to meet one of 
her personal heroines, 
Judith Martin. “I told her, 
‘you’re the ruler of my 
life! ’ She was very nice.” 

The next morning. 
Miss Brann, her guests, 
and other honorees were 
picked up by bus and 
brought to the White 
House. One by one, the 
honorees were led into 
the Oval Office. “I went in 
and Mrs. Bush and the 

President greeted me very kindly,” she says. “We had our picture 
taken, and the President said, ‘you have a nice smile! ’ He was very 
fit and very friendly.” The President hung her medal around her 
neck, and soon all the medalists and their guests were gathered in 
the Oval Office. “After talking with Miss Manners, the President 
said, ‘I think now that I’ll send you over to the Congress.’ ”

The President told his guests about some of the famous items in 
the Oval Office, including the Resolute desk, made from the 
timbers of the H.M.S. Resolute, a gift from Queen Victoria to 
President Hayes. “Then he said he had to go-’I’m going to meet 
the president of Yemen,’ he said, ‘to talk to him very seriously 
about terrorism.’ ”

Many speeches followed at the NEH ceremony at the Metropol
itan Club. “Again, the college was very much to the fore,” 
Miss Brann said. Next, the honorees were brought to the NEH 
Building for a panel discussion. “I was asked whom I would most 
like to meet among the dead-I said Lincoln.” St. John’s student 
Mark McClay (A09), whose father. Bill McClay (A73), is a member 
of the National Humanities Council, attended the discussion. 
“It was very nice to have a student there,” Miss Brann says. “I made 
him absent from lab.”

continued on next page

Meeting President George W. Bush 
AND First Lady Laura Bush was 
EXCITING, BUT THE BEST PART, ACCORDING 
TO Christopher Nelson and Eva 
Brann, was hearing St. John’s praised 
AS A “national treasure.”

{The College. St. John’s College ■ Winter 2006 }



{From the Bell Towers}

Supporting Teachers
A Generous Gift Will Provide Santa Fe 
GI Scholarships

Robert Warren (SFGI93) and his 
wife, Carol, signed a planned 
giving agreement that 
establishes a scholarship for 
working teachers pursuing 
master’s degrees in the 
Graduate Institute in Santa Fe. 
The agreement, signed in 
December, will provide financial 
assistance to students attending 
either the Liberal Arts or the 
Eastern Classics programs who 
are full-time primary or 
secondary school teachers and 
living and working in New 
Mexico. The need-based scholar
ship may be granted to either 
full-time or part-time students 
in the graduate program. The 
scholarship, tentatively valued 
at between $325,000 and 
$475,000, will be funded by a 
percentage of the Warrens’ 

residuary estate.
The Warrens believe in the 

value of a St. John’s education 
and are particularly interested in 
supporting the Graduate Insti
tute. Moreover, they want their 
gift to recognize the value of the 
GI to individual teachers living 
and working in New Mexico 
because they believe the 
program enhances teachers’ 
effectiveness in the classroom.

When he attended the Grad
uate Institute from 1991 to 1993, 
Bob Warren saw educators who 
were committed to teaching and 
to learning but who did not have 
the resources to complete their 
graduate studies in the same 
timeframe as other students. 
“I was with a number of teachers 
who were doing the GI one-third 
of a segment at a time. The 

reason was money,” he says.
Warren is glad to be able to 

help teachers who must take out 
loans. “If we can help free 
someone to get out from under 
that rock of graduate school 
debt, then it’s undeniably a 
worthwhile undertaking,” 
he says.

Krishnan Venkatesh, director 
of the Graduate Institute, says 
that teachers need this kind of 
assistance. In New Mexico, the 
average starting salary for 
teachers is approximately 
$27,500.

The Warren Family Scholar
ship at St. John’s College is the 
Warren’s fourth endowment to a 
college. They have established 
and funded scholarships at his 
and Carol’s alma maters, Hobart 
and William Smith College in 
Geneva, New York, at Cathohc 
University’s Columbus School of 
Law, where Bob earned his J.D., 
and a single funded scholarship 
to enable an underprivileged 
Seneca Indian girl to attend a 
private elementary and 
secondary school in Bob’s 
hometown of Buffalo, N.Y.

For Bob Warren, creating the 
Graduate Institute scholarship is 
something he has wanted to do 
for a long time. He hopes that

Carol Warren, Santa Fe 
President Mike Peters, 
Robert Warren (SFGI93), and 
Santa Fe GI Director Krishnan 
Venkatesh celebrate a new 
SCHOLARSHIP THE WaRRENS HAVE 
ENDOWED.

Others will follow in his foot
steps; in particular, he would 
like to see more support for the 
Graduate Institute in Santa Fe. 
“Education is everything,” he 
says. “What’s happened to the 
idea that anyone who could do 
well academically could receive 
a higher education in this 
country? It’s become reprehen- 
sibly expensive, curtailing that 
opportunity for many who 
deserve better.”

Santa Fe president Mike 
Peters was delighted with the 
Warrens’ support of the 
Graduate Institute. “This is the 
kind of continuing commitment 
to the college that is really 
vital,” he says.

While the Warrens’ scholar
ship agreement will help 
Graduate Institute teachers in 
Santa Fe at some time in the 
future, the college’s own 
National Educator’s Grant is 
available now to support 
teachers in the GI on both 
campuses. For full-time public 
or private school teachers with 
at least three years of teaching 
experience, the college will 
grant a scholarship to pursue 
either of the college’s graduate 
programs. The grant provides 
one-third of either program’s 
tuition. Administrators, 
curriculum developers, and 
other educational professionals 
are also eligible for this new 
grant.

—AndraMaguran

continued

After resting and changing into her formal wear, it was back to 
the White House for the State Dinner. “It was very elegant, without 
being overpowering,” Miss Brann says of the event. “There were 
endless, beautiful corridors, a quartet playing Mozart.” She and 
President Nelson took their places in the receiving line, “and this 
was really the high point,” Miss Brann says, “President Bush said, 
‘Good evening, Eva. You have a wonderful college.’ ”

Miss Brann was seated at a table with Mrs. Bush. “We sat down to 
a wonderful dinner,” followed by a performance by Allen Toussaint, 
a jazz musician and composer who had lost his New Orleans home in 
Hurricane Katrina.

Miss Brann tried with no success to find out who nominated her 
for the award. After the story hit the national news, she received 

warm letters from alumni all over the country. She is pleased, she 
allows, but still a bit perplexed. “I think the college has more to do 
with this than I,” she insists.

Her only disappointment in the whole affair was that DoUy 
Parton, a Medal of Arts winner, was not able to attend. “I am a great 
admirer,” says Miss Brann.

Seeing the White House, chatting with Robert Duval about his 
films, and hearing accolades for his college also made the event 
memorable for President Nelson, who had never been to the White 
House before. He found it remarkable that the President knew 
several former and current St. John’s students. One especially 
enjoyable moment for Mr. Nelson was walking up to President Bush 
in the receiving line and hearing the greeting, “and here’s the 
other president.”

—Rosemary Harty

{The College. St. John’s College ■ Winter 2006 }



4 {From the Bell Towers}

Fite Club
Tuesday-Nite Fites Allow Johnnies to Take the Gloves Off

BY Chris Utter { Ao6)

One of the most idiosyn
cratic parts of life on the 
Annapolis campus in 
recent years has been the 
proliferation of clubs 
with names like “Mabel 
the Swimming Wonder 
Monkey,” which meets to 
watch and comment on 
campy movies, and “Hoi 
Strategoi,” organized 
with the sole purpose of 
playing the board game 
“Diplomacy.” One of 
these odd clubs, though, 
the “Tuesday Nite 
Fites,” has outstripped 
them all in popularity. 
On a good night, more 
than 40 students partici- S 
pate in the “fite,” a kind » 
of sophistry contest.

It all began two years 
ago with a series of 
lectures given by Annapolis tutor Michael Comenetz. Comenetz 
sent out a note to the Polity that ended with the statement, “there 
will be some etymology and prostitution.” Erikk Geannikis (A06) 
thought this was such a strange juxtaposition of subjects that he 
wrote the two words on a chalkboard in the King William Room of 
the Barr Buchanan Center. Throughout the day students drifted in 
and out of the room, some deciding to vote on which concept was 
superior by putting a mark under one of them. Geannikis saw this 
and thought it was so funny that he decided to pit two new 
concepts,''Puliteia vs. Caramella,” against each other, for people 
to debate about and then vote on. Shortly thereafter Geannikis 
institutionalized the process by securing a charter for the club 
from the student council.

The kind of debate that goes on at a fite is, in part, something 
we are used to at St. John’s. It is an exercise in comparing two 
concepts in the abstract, even though we may not have related the 
two ideas before. “That’s the benefit of Tuesday Nite Fites,” says 
Brian Jones (Ao6)-gaining a clear idea of concepts we use every 
day.” But the TNF format gives students the chance to indulge in 
something we can’t do in seminar: debate, compete, and argue. 
“It’s a kind of catharsis,” says Jones. “I think that’s why so many 
students show up.”

Nevertheless, as in seminar, the merit of an argument depends 
on its ability to get to the heart of the matter. “It’s not a candy 
shop,” says Schuyler Sturm (A08), quoting one of the club’s 
mottos. In other words, the outcome does not depend on which 
concept people like more, but which one is demonstrated to be 
superior. For example, in the debate “Pants vs. Dance,” at first the 
debaters were at a loss even to compare the ideas, let alone decide

Beyond Sophistry: The

TOPICS MAY BE BIZARRE, 
BUT THESE JOHNNIES TAKE 
DEBATE SERIOUSLY. LeFT TO 
RIGHT ARE AnNAPOLIS 
STUDENTS Max Kronberg, 
Meghan Lockard, Brian 
Jones, Genna Hinkle, 
AND Christopher Stuart.

which one was better. 
Diagrams of pants were 
drawn on the chalkboard, 
and liters vehemently 
tried to persuade the 
other side that they were 
right. Eventually, 
though, the thought 
struck someone that 
“pants” could also be the 
plural for “pant,” as in 
panting for breath. 
And since “pants,” as

breaths, are necessary in order to “dance,” pants ended up 
winning because of its priority. Often, if something can be shown 
to be a priori, that concept will win the fite.

There is always a “Title Fite,” which is the main fight of the 
evening, and which is usually a little more serious, for example, 
“Ways vs. Curves”; this is followed by the “Two Hole,” which 
some have called “earthier” than the rest; the “Brian Jones Fite,” 
and the “Seminar Fite,” which pits two, usually senior, seminar 
topics against each other. At the end of the nite, each fiter votes 
for a winner. A memorable recent Title Fite was “Furniture vs. 
Friction.” Most people sided with friction following the priority 
argument. But then one of the combatants, struck by the blindness 
of his peers, walked up to the blackboard and wrote, “Friction: too 
subtle to be serious?” And after a fierce debate, furniture won. ‘‘It 
won,” says Sturm, “because superiority is based on a stronger 
concept, what affects the human mind more. For this reason, I 
often discourage people from using the priority argument. Many 
of the debates can be reduced simply to Nature vs. Art.”

Geannikis is graduating this year, but he has passed on the 
archonship of the Tuesday Nite Fites to Sturm. Sturm was the only 
freshman to show up for the first fite of his freshman year. Sturm 
sees a bright future for TNF, which he views as more than just a 
weekly sophistry contest.

“It’s useful as exercise for seminar in that we can think of 
concepts purely in the abstract. I don’t know that this could exist 
at another school; it would probably seem strange to outsiders. 
But people here are used to strange oppositions between 
subjects,” he says.
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Fish on the Run
Students read by it. Faculty 
fiddle by it. Children peer over 
its edge. With the exception of 
the bell tower of Weigle Hall, no 
physical feature is more 
emblematic of the Santa Fe 
campus than the fishpond on 
the Upper Placita, in front of 
Peterson Student Center.

The pond and surrounding 
garden were gifts from film 
actress Greer Garson, who 
donated funds for the project in 
1964 in memory of her mother, 
Nina S. Garson. Garson’s 
husband. Buddy Fogelson, was a 
member of the Board of Visitors 
and Governors, and the two 
were supporters of the college.

Designed as a two-foot deep 
reflecting pool, the pond was 
not originally intended to 
accommodate fish, says Pat 
McCue (SFGI83, EC97), land
scape and grounds supervisor. 
It’s not quite deep enough for 
healthy and happy fish, but that 
didn’t stop local residents from 

releasing overgrown goldfish 
into the pool. It quickly became 
a refuge for Santa Fe’s rejected 
fish. (Several “legitimate” koi, 
an ornamental variety of the 
common carp, were donated by 
former president John Balkcom, 
SFGIoo.)

Later this spring, the 
fishpond and its residents will 
benefit from a much-needed 
renovation project. The pool 
will be made deeper, the water
fall will be repaired, and a water 
line that runs beneath the pond 
will be replaced. During 
construction, he says, all of the 
fish except the koi will be up for 
adoption. Fish that are not 
adopted will be distributed to 
the pond in Schepp’s Garden, to 
the president’s home, and to a 
fish tank.

Most of the pond’s fish are 
goldfish; a few catfish and 
minnows have also taken up 
residence with the elegant koi, 
and every once in a while some

thing exotic-a rainbow trout, 
for example-turns up. When he 
has time, McCue feeds the fish, 
though they could easily survive 
on the pond’s algae and larvae.

For the most part, pond 
maintenance is minimal, that is 
until McCue has to repot all 18 
of the water lilies. Among the 
fish pond flora there is one 
special variety, a lotus flower 
symbolic of Eastern philosophy 
that McCue donated in honor of 
the Eastern Classics program.

Johnnies seem to develop a 
special affection for the

Buildings and Grounds 
Supervisor Pat McCue sits on 
THE EROZEN FISH POND, DUE FOR A 
MAJOR OVERHAUL THIS SPRING.

ichthyoid residents of the pond. 
Several years ago, “Stan,” a very 
large koi, ruled the pond for 
four years. When Stan died, 
some students paid to have him 
stuffed and mounted in the 
dining hall, where he hung for a 
few years until he mysteriously 
disappeared.

—Andra Maguran

Johnnies on the Water
Annapolis Athletic Director 
Leo Pickens (A78) has been 
seeing more and more students 
turning out for crew and 
sailing. An analytical sort, he 
crunched some numbers. 
“With 61 students involved-45 
in crew, 16 in sailing-that’s 13 
percent of the St. John’s under
graduate students spending 
time in boats on the water,” 
he says.

Also a competitive sort, 
Pickens did some comparing: 
Washington College, on the 
Chestertown River, and St. 
Mary’s College, a sailing 
powerhouse regularly atop the 
collegiate rankings, each have 
just 7 percent of their student 
bodies involved in boat racing 
sports. “Then I thought, ‘what 
about the Naval Academy?

They have all those boats,’” 
Pickens says.

The academy has just 9 
percent of its midshipmen in

crew or sailing. That’s 360 
individuals, Pickens allows, but 
percentage-wise, St. John’s wins.

In part, the new interest in 
sailing is due to a fleet with 
nine good boats. The program 
also has a dedicated coach in

Skip Kovacs, also the college’s 
boathouse manager, “a world
class sailor,” Pickens says.

“Sailboat racing is just plain 
fun,” Pickens says. “They prac
tice as a team on Tuesdays and 
Fridays, and on Wednesdays, 
members are invited to go and 
scrimmage with Navy.”

This spring, the team will 
take part in a competition 
hosted by the Mid-Atlantic 
Intercollegiate Sailing 
Association. “We’re taking 
advantage of the great natural 
resource of the Chesapeake 
Bay, to get students out and 
involved in water sports. It’s a 
great fit for us-not like foot
ball,” says Pickens.

Johnnies churn up the Severn 
River during crew practice 
LAST FALL.
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News and Announcements take place in the home of a 
Philos member.

Award for President Nelson

Last November, the Rosenbach 
Museum & Library of Philadel
phia honored Annapolis 
President Christopher B. 
Nelson for “his passion for liter
ature and teaching.” The award 
was presented at the museum’s 
annual fund-raising event.

One of the cultural treasures 
of Philadelphia, the Rosenbach 
seeks to inspire curiosity, 
inquiry, and creativity through 
its exhibitions and programs. 
A quick review of the museum’s 
collections indicates why the 
Rosenbach’s board of directors 
would appreciate President 
Nelson and St. John’s College. 
Among the museum’s collec
tions are the finest known copy 
of the first edition oiDon 
Quixote, original drawings 
and books by William Blake, 
manuscripts by Joseph Conrad, 
and a manuscript of James 
Joyce’s Ulysses.

New Tutors

Gabriel Pihas (A93) joined the 
Annapolis faculty in January. 
After graduating from 
St. John’s, Pihas went on to earn 
an M.A. and M. Phil in Medieval 
Studies at Yale University. He 
studied at the Committee on 
Social Thought at the University 
of Chicago, where he earned 
master’s and doctoral degrees in 
Social Thought. His academic 
honors include an Evelyn S. Nef 
Fellowship, the Marian and 
Andrew Heiskell Pre-Doctoral 
Rome Prize, and a Dissertation 
Teaching and Research Fellow
ship at Chicago.

SF Chooses Philos Society 
Chairman

and Santa Fe community 
together. Eakes is currently 
principal of The Holly 
Company, a consulting firm. 
The society sponsors special 
seminars, called Inviting 
Conversations, which are 
modeled after 18th-century 
salon conversations, are led by a 
St. John’s College tutor, and 

The society’s newest 
initiative, the Xenos Program, 
seeks to involve St. John’s 
students in their community by 
arranging informal gatherings 
at the homes of local residents, 
who provide students with 
career advice, local networking 
contacts, or just a home- 
cooked meal.

Off-Broadway Hit

Santa Fe sophomore Laura Sook made her directorial debut with 
A Funny Thing Happened on the Way to the Forum, produced last 
FALL BY Santa Fe students. It was met with critical acclaim from 
both the campus community and locals who turned out for an 
EVENING of musical THEATER FEATURING “MISTAKEN IDENTITIES, 
PIRATES, AND OF COURSE, A LOVE STORY,” SoOK SAYS. FrOM LEFT TO 
RIGHT, THE THESPIANS ARE: SOPHOMORES AbBY PetRY AND E. ElNOWSKI, 
AND SENIOR Jeanne Bustamante.

Thomas G. Eakes, a busi
nessman and civic leader in 
Santa Fe, has been elected to 
serve as chairman of the Philos 
Society, a steering group of 
St. John’s College supporters 
that works to bring the college

Search & Rescue Honors 
Volunteer

Winter usually sends the 
St. John’s College Search and 
Rescue out into the snow, 
looking for lost skiers. But this 
past November, the team found 
one of their own to honor, dedi
cating the team’s emergency 
operations center to Dr. Jerry 
Allen in honor of his years of 
service. AUen, a Santa Fe family 
practice physician, joined the 
team in 1973.

About 40 current and former 
team members came together 
to honor Allen. During the 
ceremony, the center-located in 
the basement of the Evans 
Science Laboratory-was 
officially renamed the Jerry 
Allen Emergency Operations 
Center, with a bronze plaque 
installed. The center is the 
team’s command post, where 
radios are tuned to state police 
and civil air patrol frequencies 
and mission boards track teams 
in the field.

In his remarks, Allen 
shrugged off the attention. “I 
would have to say that for all the 
years I was on this team, I got 
far more from the team than the 
team got from me,” he said.

Team President Mike 
Ongstad (SF06) recounted his 
first meeting with Allen. “I 
showed up for my first mission 
with my pack full of gear. It was 
about a a.m. And here was this 
old guy who was going to lead 
our team into the wilderness, 
and I thought, ‘oh great, this is 
going to be so slow.’ After the 
first hour on the trail the 
students had to ask him to slow 
down so we could catch up,” 
said Ongstad.

Team founder Herb Kincey 
said that over the past 3a years, 
Allen invested “tremendous” 
effort into the volunteer organi
zation. “He’s worked with 
generations of St. John’s 
students and has always been 
there for them,” he added. 4-

—John Haktnett (SF83)

{The College- St. John’s College • Winter 2006 }



{From the Bell Towers} 7

Johnnies Help in New Orleans
A few hours after their last 
seminar in December, five 
Annapolis Johnnies piled into a 
car and headed south to New 
Orleans to work in the city’s 
devastated Ninth Ward. They 
had volunteered for a group 
called Common Ground, a New 
York-based nonprofit housing 
and community development 
organization. Caleb Nolen (Ao8) 
had been looking for a way to 
help, and his Web search led him 
to the group.

Nolen and Jessie Seiler (Ao8) 
organized the trip, which also 
included Joshua Becker (Ao8), 
Micah Gates (Aog), and Rebecca 
Harrison (Aog). Some of the 
students stayed for the whole 
winter break, sacrificing hoUday 
celebrations with their families 
to go to New Orleans. The 
students spent their nights 
sleeping on cots in the commu
nity center of a church and their 
days gutting homes that were 
badly damaged by flooding and 
rendered uninhabitable by mold. 
The experience was unsetthng, 
the work was exhausting and 
even dangerous, and at times, 
the students felt overcome by a 

tragedy of such proportion. 
“The night we drove in, we saw 
these mountains of trash piled 
everywhere,” Seiler says. “It was 
eerie, apocalyptic.”

At the same time, the 
dedicated volunteers the 
students encountered, especially 
those working for Common 
Ground, gave them some hope 
for the city. “There are a lot of 
really good people doing really 
good things,” Nolen said.

Each person in the group was 
assigned work suited to his or 
her skills. Gates did technical 
work; Becker worked in the 
kitchen feeding volunteers. 
Nolen, Seiler, and Harrison 
gutted flood-damaged homes in 
the lower Ninth Ward.

As they worked in damaged 
homes, the students wore 
respirators and suits to protect 
them from mold and asbestos.

Using sledgehammers and 
crowbars, they gutted the walls 
of homes right down to the two- 
by-fours, tearing out insulation, 
paneling, ceilings, and drywall. 
Both Seiler and Nolen got very 
sick, and Seiler had to move to 
another assignment: assisting 
the Common Ground legal 
team. One project she worked on 
included trying to get FEM A 
trailers to the city’s homeless. 
Thousands of the trailers sat 
unoccupied while political and 
practical obstacles kept them 
from being used.

In addition to the stench of 
rotting refuse, the acrid smell of 
bleach-used to eradicate mold 
and to disinfect tools, boots, and 
protective clothing-wiU stay 
with the volunteers for a long 
time. So will the things they 
threw out: a notebook in which 
someone had copied half of the 

''The night we drove in, we saw these 
mountairts of trash piled everywhere.

It was eerie, apocalyptie. ”
Jessie Seiler (Ao8)

psalms from the Bible, a man’s 
photo album with pictures of his 
daughter, all of a child’s doUs 
and other toys.

Walking through the city, 
Nolen and another volunteer 
marveled at surreal scenes such 
as an abandoned March Gras 
float and homes spray-painted 
with bright red numbers indi
cating how many dead were 
found inside. They spotted a 
dead dog that had been rotting 
on the street for several months. 
To Nolen, it seemed hke a small 
but important thing to do 
something about that dog.

“Jessie and I went back the 
next day and put it in a plastic 
garbage bag,” says Nolen. “I was 
afraid it was going to fall apart 
when we picked it up.”

“That was a long day,” Seiler 
adds.

Nolen is taking the spring 
semester off to continue working 
in the lower Ninth. It would be 
difficult for him to study right 
now. “Here is a chance to do 
some good,” he says.

Seiler plans to go back over 
spring break and hopes to spend 
next summer volunteering in the 
city. She is certain there will still 
be plenty of work to do.

—Rosemary Harty

Back to Nature
Annapolis campus Johnnies 
have long used College Creek as 
a source of recreation. Today’s 
Johnnies also use it as a source 
of study, ever since a iggg 
project turned a portion of the 
shoreline back to its original 
marsh. Now, a $200,000 chal
lenge grant from the Arthur 
Vining Davis Foundations will 
help return the entire shoreline 
to marsh.

College Creek, a Chesapeake 
Bay tidal tributary, has for a 
long time been considered a 
prime candidate for shoreline 
restoration. Stabihzing the 
shoreline will create natural 
filters for stormwater runoff 

and keep nutrients from the 
creek, creating healthy habitats 
for vegetation and wildlife.

The iggg restoration 
returned approximately one- 
fifth (170 linear feet) of the 
shoreline to marsh. The marsh 
has been used as a laboratory 
field site and has been inte
grated into the laboratory 
curriculum. It also provides 
opportunities for independent 
student and faculty study.

Annapolis tutor Nicholas 
Maistrellis describes some of 
the work done with the marsh: 
“We collect and identify estu
arine organisms, particularly 
fish, and marine invertebrates. 

We identify the plants indige
nous to the marsh and think 
about their distributions over 
the marsh. This allows us to 
raise the question of whether 
the plants are restricted prima
rily by physical factors or by 
competition with others. This, 
in turn, leads to the study of the 
changing distribution patterns 
of different types of Spartina 
alterniflora. The latter problem, 
whose study requires the use of 
molecular biological tech
niques, has so far been done 
only by students working inde
pendently. However, I would 
hke to see it included in the 
senior lab curriculum.”

St. John’s is now in the plan
ning stages to remove the 
remaining 680 feet of structural 

bulkhead and restore this area 
to its natural wetland and shrub 
buffer. Current funders, in addi
tion to the Arthur Vining Davis 
Foundations, include the Vernal 
W. and Florence H. Bates Foun
dation and the Chesapeake Bay 
Trust.

Maistrellis fists the ways the 
fully restored marsh will benefit 
St. John’s: “As an outdoor site 
for scientific investigation of 
living things; as a resource that 
can be shared with the larger 
Annapolis community; as a way 
to decrease the amount of sedi
ment entering the creek. This 
improves water quality, and 
thus the fruitfulness of the 
creek in fife forms.” And, he 
says, “it is beautiful.”

—SUS3AN Borden (A87)
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World Government

World Federalism was indeed 
an interesting movement, but 
what if the world government 
turns out to be a tyranny? This 
would seem to be an obvious 
possibility, but Mr. Baratta 
[author of The Politics of World 
Federation, reviewed in the 
Fall 2005 College} and other 
proponents of “global 
governance” hardly ever seem 
to consider it. Today we have, 
so to speak, a free market in 
governments: if you don’t like 
the government you live under, 
you can move somewhere else. 
True, the price is high, and 
some people are unable or 
unwilling to pay it, but many 
do. Under a world government, 
there would be no escape.

Moreover, the hope that the 
world government would be a 
federal system and therefore 
would not meddle in the 
internal affairs of its member 
states is a feeble one.

In the United States, we 
have a “federal” government 
that has in effect become a 
monolithic national govern
ment, spends more money 
every year, and is never reined 
in by the states that created it. 
A world government, alas, 
would do the same.

Geoffrey Rommel, SF81

Mr. Sarkissian’s Stories

It was with great sadness that I 
learned of John Sarkissian’s 
death from a recent issue of 
The College. John was both a 
legend and a good friend to our 
generation of students at the 
college. He could discuss 
Darwin or Leadbelly with 
equal facility, as could the 
other members (Barbara 
Leonard, HA86, Bob Spaeth, 
Nick Maistrellis and a few 
wannabees) of what we 
then called “The Biology 
Department.”

What truly set John apart 
was his ability to convey the 
reassuring thought that life 
existed beyond four years of 

intense reading and discussion 
in the sometimes claustro
phobic Town and Gown 
atmosphere in 1960s 
Annapolis. John was an 
endless source of information 
on travel and suggestions for 
books that while maybe not 
“great” were certainly very, 
very good. In the days before 
formal graduate school 
counseling was available, he 
also served as a savvy guide to 
what these schools had to offer 
and how to put together a 
successful application. A lot of 
this knowledge was built up 
through his ongoing contact 
with alumni, and it never failed 
to impress me that when 
former students returned for a 
visit, John was usually the first 
tutor they sought out.

But it was the stories, both 
those he told and those told 
about him that really were a 
source of endless enjoyment 
and such a gift to us; I can 
honestly say that I never heard 
him tell the same story twice.

There was the one about the 
five jockeys who jumped into 
his cab in Chicago, and who 
insisted on climbing back and 
forth between front seat and 
back as they loudly demanded 
to be taken “where they could 
have a good time.”

And there was his fellow 
tutor who wheeled a typewriter 
rather than his newborn 
around Annapolis in a pram.

Or there was the time, while 
serving as a radioman on a 
World War II PT boat in the 
Pacific (“because I knew how 
to use a Japanese dictionary”), 
when a torpedo was shot 
through the wooden hull of the 
ancient craft. The inevitable 
Sarkissian punch line was that 
the water was so shallow that 
they only sank a few feet and 
were soon rescued.. .

My favorite was the tale of 
Boa Vista. .. John and 
colleagues had been traveling 
up the Amazon for days 
looking for this legendary 
beauty of a town with paved 

streets and running water. 
“ ‘Beautiful Sight’ my foot,” he 
snorted, “nothing but dirt 
roads, scrawny chickens, and 
flies. But wait, wait,” this last 
delivered with leaping 
eyebrows and an ash now 
longer than its cigarette, “a 
Chinese restaurant with the 
best Peking Duck I’ve ever 
had, no, seriously, better than 
in Beijing.”

John and I met up 
occasionally, but far too 
infrequently, over the past 
35 years. One evening at the 
old Salaam Supper Club in 
D.C. stands out, John in a fez, 
banging on some borrowed 
bongo drums in time to the 
combo’s accompaniment of the 
belly dancer. . .

I last saw John a few years 
back at an alumni reunion. 
He was leading a seminar on 
Coriolanus. .. It was one of 
those crisp, timeless, October 
afternoons when nostalgia is 
invigorating and old friends 
are new joys. .. We exchanged 
reading suggestions. I think at 
the time he was devouring 
John Buchan’s work or George 
MacDonald Frazier’s Flashman 
series, or something by 
Graham Greene, or, who 
knows, maybe all three at once. 
I don’t remember what I was 
reading but I had been trav
eling overseas and tried to 
muster up one or two pale 
imitations of a Sarkissian-level 
adventure to share with him.

John was one of the most 
approachable and delightful 
people I have ever known. I 
will miss his stories and tips for 
good reading, but what I will 
miss even more is always 
looking forward to hearing 
them in person.

Juan B. Ianni, A70

Euclid with Mr. Swentzell

I haven’t had a lot of contact 
with St. John’s in these nearly 
20 years since I graduated. But 
I have lots of fond memories, 
and I know that St. John’s 

contributes to my sense of 
coming from somewhere in 
spite of having moved around a 
lot in my life.

When I tell people about 
St. John’s, I always mention 
the books. But of course, it 
isn’t really, or mainly even, the 
books. It is the conversations 
and the relationships they 
engendered. Upon hearing the 
sad and surprising news of the 
death of Ralph Swentzell, what 
is brought home to me, in my 
sadness, is not the immortality 
of books, but us mortals and 
the relationships we share. 
It was a joy to study Euclid and 
be in seminar with Ralph 
Swentzell.

I hadn’t spoken to 
Mr. Swentzell in all these 
years, but I sure carried a 
sense of wonder and admira
tion for him. He loved so much 
but never played favorites. He 
was a big man with a big voice 
and a grand enthusiasm.

I am not sure whom to thank 
for the gift of Ralph Swentzell, 
but for anyone listening, let it 
be known that it is one I 
cherish.

Liz Barnet, SF86

The CoZZege welcomes letters 
on issues of interest to readers. 
Letters may be edited for clarity 
and/or length. Those under 
500 words have a better chance 
of being printed in their 
entirety.

Please address letters to: The 
College magazine, St. John’s 
College, Box 2800, Annapolis, 
MD 21404, or The College 
magazine. Public Relations 
Office, St. John’s College, 
rr6o Camino Cruz Blanca, 
Santa Fe, NM 87505-4599.

Letters can also be sent via 
e-mail to: rosemary.harty@ 
sjca.edu.
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The St. John’s Trombone Blues
BY Gil Crandall, class of 1936 

It has been 73 years since I 
enrolled at St. John’s. That 
previous June I had graduated 
from Annapolis High School and 
turned 17 a month later. Like 
most teenagers, I was filled with 
confidence. Yet I felt a bit intimi
dated as I walked up to 
McDowell Hall knowing that I 
was just a “Rat,” a holdover 
term for freshman from the era 
when St. John’s had a military 
program.

Being an Annapolis native, 
I was a day student, but never
theless subject to the same 
“Rat rules” as other freshmen. 
We were required to wear rinky- 
dink black-peaked caps, with the 
number 36 in orange on the 
front, ill-fitting cover that had a 
tendency to fall off easily. (I still 
have mine, but it is a bit moth- 
eaten.) There were other Rat 
rules enforced by the student 
council, and transgressions 
resulted in various punish
ments, including corporal, but 
nothing really harmful except to 
one’s ego.

It had been my intention to 
participate in some extracurric
ular activities. However, I had a 
part-time job at Gilbert’s Pharmacy and Soda Fountain on State 
Circle, a business owned by my family. I also played the guitar, an 
instrument slowly gaining popularity in dance bands. The Swing 
era was just then on the rise.

One day, not long after the semester started, I received a 
circular advising that the college marching band would welcome 
new members. I filled in the accompanying application answering 
the question, “What instrument would you like to play?” with 
“trombone.” Guitar was not then a marching band instrument, 
and to my knowledge, it still isn’t. The director of the college 
musical activities was Professor Adolph Trovosky, a longtime 
Annapolitan who had emigrated years earlier from Poland or 
Germany and had never shed a thick accent. He was regarded as a 
fine musician and a kind man with a cheerful disposition.

On the first day of band practice the good professor must have 
been somewhat agitated, as he busily distributed instruments and 
scores. He handed me a nickel-plated trombone and several 
musical scores. Never before had I ever touched a trombone and I 
could not read a note of the music. When the time came for the 
band to play the first selection, “St. John’s Forever,” I simply sat 
with the trombone on my lap.

Professor Trovosky, observing that I was not participating, 
stopped the band and asked me why I was not playing. Somewhat 

Gil Crandall in 1936; a gig with 
OTHER Johnnies helped him buy a
NEW GUITAR.

embarrassed I responded, “Sir, I 
can’t play trombone.” With a 
look of total astonishment, he 
said, “Veil, Mr. Grandall, vy in de 
vorld dit you zign up to play der 
trombone?” I meekly responded, 
“Sir on the application form I 
answered the 
question, ‘What instrument 
would you like to play?’ I would 
like to play trombone.’ ”

Visibly confounded. Professor 
Trovosky glared at me while the 
band members roared with 
laughter. Placing the trombone 
and sheet music on the gym 
bench, I quickly departed as the 
band resumed playing.

Fortunately that experience 
did not adversely affect my 
college career, nor my inauspi
cious future as a guitarist. 
The college did not sponsor a 
dance band, so I formed a small 
off-campus combo dubbed “The 
Collegians.” The roster included 
myself, two local musicians, and 
three other Johnnies: highly 
talented Bill Quimby on sax, clar

inet, and flute; robust Bob Murphy on stringbass (both of the class 
of 1936); and Bill Herson, class 011935, a mad-man drummer.

The Collegians, sans trombone, gained popularity in the 
Annapolis area, playing gigs at various venues with slim financial 
reward. The country was enduring the Great Depression. Our 
biggest success came when an RKO movie team arrived in 
Annapolis to shoot a scene for Shipmates Forever, featuring Dick 
Powell and Ruby Keeler. The storyline centered on the Naval 
Academy, with Powell as a midshipman and Ruby his sweetheart.

I was lucky to book the Collegians and a few extra musicians to 
play “sideline music” for a scene replicating the academy’s 
Graduation Ball, shot in Dahlgren Hall. All the band had to do was 
to play a few bars of a foxtrot as 50 couples, attired in formal dress, 
started dancing. The camera rolled, a dialogue between the two 
stars was recorded, and we stopped playing on the director’s cue. 
Later in Hollywood, the studio orchestra provided the real music.

That gig was a financial windfall for the Collegians. It paid for 
my then-costly ($184.50) Epiphone guitar, with enough left over 
to buy a six-dollar derby hat de rigueur for hip musicians.

Professor Trovosky now plays a heavenly harp, as do all the 
Collegians, except for me. I strum guitar rather poorly and still 
yearn to play the trombone,
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“SOMETHING 
EXTRAORDINARY 
HAPPENS HERE”

Santa Fe Welcomes a President

M
ore than 700 students, alumni, and friends of 
St. John’s College filled the gymnasium of the 
Student Activities Center for the October 28 
Inauguration ceremony for Michael Peters, the 
sixth president of the Santa Fe campus.Creative decorating turned the gym into a venue fitting for an 

occasion of such importance, with faculty in academic robes 
joining military officers (friends and former colleagues of Mr. 
Peters, a West Point graduate and retired Army colonel) in their 
dress uniforms. With music performed by faculty and students, 
the ceremony was short on pomp and rich with substance
reflecting the nature of the individual chosen to lead the college.

New Mexico Gov. Bill Richardson set the tone for the evening 
with his enthusiastic pledge to support St. John’s College. In a 
state where “tradition rests right next to high-paced modernity,” 
the governor said, “... it is only fitting that such a place is also 
home to a unique institution of higher learning like St. John’s.”

Gov. Richardson expressed admiration for St. John’s College 
and particular admiration for Mr. Peters, a retired Army officer 
who served in the Vietnam War, former chief of staff at West 
Point, and most recently, executive vice president of the Council 
on Foreign Relations. Mr. Peters, he said, is a “forward-looking, 
visionary. . . committed to developing and strengthening the 
bonds that make St. John’s such a special place.”

“Mike Peters is a man who has served his state, his country, and 
his community with honor and courage-from soldier, to 
diplomat, to statesman. And he has spent the better part of his 
career working with young people as an educator-helping to 
bring positive influence to the next generation of soldiers, 
scholars, innovators, and leaders.”

In just a short few months, the governor said, Mr. Peters has 
come to know “the unique nature of New Mexico, as well as the 
critical importance of higher education here in this state.” As a 
college that prepares students to take their place in “an increas
ingly dynamic world,” St. John’s is important to the future of New 
Mexico. And under Mr. Peter’s leadership, Gov. Richardson 
predicted, the college will thrive.

“The intellectual heft, the diplomatic savvy, and the disci
plined personality he brings to the table will only lead to bigger 
and better things for both St. John’s College and New Mexico,” 
Gov. Richardson said. “His thirst for learning and his appetite for 
aiming higher is contagious-and sure to help motivate and 
inspire the students, the faculty, and the family of St. John’s 
College to do great things, well into the future.”

Santa Fe Dean David Levine recalled the beginning of the New 
Program in Annapolis in 1937 as he considered the future of 
St. John’s with Mr. Peters at the helm. The St. John’s Program was 
founded at a time when the world was in crisis, he said, when “we 
were all to be tested, not only our physical strength, but our moral 
fiber.”

A second beginning came in 1964 with the founding of a second 
campus, when “a great experiment was undertaken, to see 
whether the same college, the same living curriculum, could exist 
in two different places.” Today, though “the look and esprit are 
quite different” at the two campuses, “what is not different is the 
generous spirit of learning, the openness, originality, profundity, 
and common purpose.”

Formally installing Mr. Peters as the president of St. John’s 
Santa Fe campus another new beginning, one of great promise. 
Dean Levine said. The college took on an extended national
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search for a president and “along came a tall, unassuming, articu
late, generous man of the world, who, too, recognized that some
thing extraordinary happens here.”

“And so it is that today we now call Michael Peters to this great 
venture of liberal education as its guardian and spokes-man,” he 
continued. “We welcome him to our midst and ask him to join us 
in our effort to find a place in our complex world for such a bold 
vision of education, at once enabling, encouraging, and 
ennobling.”

Speaking for the students, senior Shane Gassaway, Polity presi
dent, admired the way Mr. Peters has devoted time to getting to 
know students and the Program by taking part in an international 
affairs study group, attending dormitory meetings, and becoming 
a genuine advocate for students.

“But if there were only one way to win the heart of a Johnnie it 
would be to read the books that we read with the same care and 
reverence that we show them,” noted Mr. Gassaway. “And this 
Mr. Peters has undertaken to accomplish. Beginning with the 
January Freshmen last winter, Mr. Peters has attended seminar 
every Monday and Thursday night. And now he does the same 
with the sophomore class.. . We’ve known him so far as a prospy, 
as a January freshman, and now as a sophomore. It is sometimes 
said of the January freshmen that those who don’t leave right away 
turn out to be the best Johnnies. With such a valuable addition to 
our community. I’m hopeful we can say the same thing about 
January presidents some day.”

Acknowledging each of the guests and speakers at the cere
mony, particularly students and alumni of the college, Mr. Peters 

Passing the torch: President Michael Peters 
AND Former Santa Fe President John Balkcom 
(SFGIoo).

made a point of thanking his family for their 
support and encouragement: his wife, Eleanor, 
and their children, Mike and Rebecca; and his 
parents. Max and Peg Peters, “who have been 
my models since I was a child.” He also 
thanked Moravian College President Ervin 
Rokke, a mentor and friend, and the person 
who encouraged him to consider life as a 
college president-to the good fortune of 
St. John’s College.

Inauguration Address 
BY Michael Peters

Eighteen months ago, as I was comfortably 
ensconced at the Council on Foreign Relations 
in New York, I could not have imagined that I 
would be at the podium in the St. John’s College 
Student Activities Center in Santa Fe addressing 

you as the president. But as a reformed New Yorker, I recall the 
insight of that renowned contemporary Western philosopher, 
someone who is not included in our curriculum: Yogi Berra. Yogi 
is purported to have said, “Prediction is very difficult, especially 
about the future.” I can certainly attest to the wisdom of Yogi’s 
remark. However, when I walked into a classroom on the 
Annapolis campus in July last year and observed the engagement 
and commitment of the students and faculty to our distinctive 
program, I knew this was the place for me. Everything that has 
happened since then-a quick trip to interview in Santa Fe while 
trying to adjust to mountain time and 7,000 feet; a mid-winter 
move; and getting to know the incredible students, faculty, staff, 
alumni and friends of the college-have reinforced my first impres
sion and love for the college.

St. John’s is a community of learners centered on what we call 
“the Program,” an all-required curriculum in math, science, 
language, social science and philosophy based on study of the 
great works in Western thought. This community is enhanced by 
our Graduate Institute, which offers two master’s programs, 
including one in Eastern Glassies, where students study the key 
texts in the Chinese, Japanese, and Indian traditions.

As I said, the students and faculty are a very talented group who 
share a commitment to the Program. At St. John’s we don’t put 
much credence in reviews and rankings like those of U.S. News 
and World Report, but there is one I’d like to share with you that 
speaks to the excellence of our faculty and their dedication to 
teaching: The Princeton Review. In the most recent edition, the
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Santa Fe faculty was rated number 
one in the country. What is most 
gratifying about this ranking is 
that it is based not on abstract, 
external criteria but on the opin
ions of the students themselves. My congratulations and thanks to 
the faculty for their great work.

The central idea behind the St. John’s program is to help all of us- 
students and faculty-learn not what to think, but how to think and 
think deeply. In other words, we are seeking a truly liberal educa
tion. Why are we so single-mindedly dedicated to studying the 
hberal arts? In part because, as Vartan Gregorian, the president 
of the Carnegie Corporation of New York and former president of 
Brown University, said, “. . . When people do not know how to 
question deeply, to separate fact from fiction, and to give coherence 
and meaning to hfe, they can feel a[n] . . . unsettling emptiness in 
their lives.”

With this clear sense of who we are and what we are about, allow 
me to highlight the three areas I will focus on in the days ahead. 
They are: support for learning, connection with the community, 
and heightened visibility.

First, support for learning. With fundamentals as solid as ours, 
my foremost priority is, as one of my predecessors put it, “to facil
itate the work of the faculty . . . [and] ... to create appropriate 
conditions for learning.” I’m not going to list every aspect this 
might entail, but it includes continuing to attract and retain the 
highest-quality students, faculty and staff; to provide the need
based financial aid necessary to support deserving students; to 
ensure a vibrant campus life, where students can exercise and 
develop their mind, body, and spirit. And, of course, it also entails 
building and main
taining first-class facili
ties and grounds. In this 
regard, I apologize that 
you may have to navigate 
around some construc
tion on your way to the 
reception at the Peterson 
Student Center. This is a 
sign of progress for me.

We are also in the 
initial planning stages 
for a new dorm, so we can 
house a larger 
percentage of our under
graduates on campus, 
and we are looking for 
ways to expand and 

improve our classrooms, create a 
home for the Graduate Institute, 
and build a modern auditorium 
that would benefit both the 
campus and the community.

Second, connection with the community. St. John’s is a vital 
part of Santa Fe and New Mexico. Each year we bring more than 
loo of the best students from around the United States and the 
world to New Mexico. Many of these students remain in the state 
after they leave St. John’s and contribute to New Mexico’s 
economy and welfare.

Of our 8,000 alumni, almost i,ooo are residents of New 
Mexico, and of this number more than 30 percent are involved in 
education. Also, more than 50 New Mexico teachers and adminis
trators have attended our Graduate Institute in the past four 
years, and with programs like Tecolote, we have hosted hundreds 
more New Mexico educators on campus.

Through our lectures, art exhibits, musical performances, 
community seminars, and summer programs we bring the 
community to St. John’s and the St. John’s experience “off the 
hill.” In addition, our students and staff volunteer their time to a 
number of deserving enterprises in Santa Fe.

But we want to do more, and we’ll be looking for ways to 
strengthen the connections between St. John’s and our friends 
and neighbors in Santa Fe and New Mexico. Part of this effort is a 
greater emphasis on attracting qualified New Mexico students to 
the college, especially those from traditionally underrepresented 
groups. Our Opportunity Initiative is designed specifically to 
address this issue. We are also hopeful that with the Governor’s 
strong support we can convince the legislature to extend the lottery 

scholarships to New 
Mexico residents who 
attend private colleges in 
the state, hke St. John’s.

My final priority is to 
heighten the visibility of 
the college and the 
campus. For too long we 
have been content, as 
the New Testament says.

Mr. Peters thanked

MEMBERS OF HIS FAMILY
FORTHEIR SUPPORT (LEFT
TO right): his wife,
Evelyn; son, Mike;
DAUGHTER, ReBECCA;
AND FATHER, MaX. 

liberal education is our purpose. 
A purpose that is important in and of 

itself but abo important f our
Republic b to be up to the challenpps

it will face in the years ahead.
President Michael Peters
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to “keep our light under a bushel basket.” We cannot continue to 
do so. Prospective students, friends, the higher education 
community-and if it is not too presumptuous, the nation-need to 
know about us. Who we are, what we do and how we do it. In part
nership with our sister campus in Annapolis, we need to tell our 
story and to be what some have called “a beacon of liberal educa
tion.” Once again to quote Vartan Gregorian, “[HJigher educa
tion . . . must focus on a revival of the liberal arts. Yet, paradoxi
cally, liberal education is in decline just when we need it most.... 
Liberal education is needed to integrate learning and provide 
balance-otherwise students will graduate into a world in which 
dependence on experts of every kind will be even more common 
than it is today.”

A liberal education is our purpose. A purpose that is important 
in and of itself, but also important if our Republic is to be up 
to the challenges it will face in the years ahead. For example, as 
David Brooks of The New York Times said regarding reform of the 
intelligence community, “I’ll believe the intelligence community 
has really changed when I see analysts being sent to training 
academies where they study Thucydides [and] Tolstoy ... to get a 
broad understanding of the full range of human behavior.” Well, 
at St. John’s we do study Thucydides and Tolstoy. Not because we 
are trying to develop intelligence analysts, but because we believe 
that a responsible citizen needs a number of attributes that come 
from a liberal education including a “broad understanding of 
human behavior.”

To tell the St. John’s story we need the help of everyone here- 
alumni, parents, friends, students, faculty and staff. It deserves to

be told-I’m certainly going to do it and I hope you will join me.
As I conclude, you’ll forgive me, but sometimes I just can’t get 

beyond my old military training. One aspect of that training was in 
a presentation, you should always tell’em what you’re going to tell 
them, tell them and tell’em what you told them.

So again, my priorities are: First and foremost, support for 
learning; second, connection with the community and last, but 
certainly not least, heighten visibihty for the college and the campus.

Blessed with a very sohd foundation, a clear sense of who we are
and what we wish to accomphsh, and the 
talent and commitment of the entire 
college community, I am confident that 
St. John’s best days are ahead. I am 
pleased to play a part in fulfiUing this very 
promising future. Thank you for demon
strating your support for St. John’s by 
being with us today,

Above: Gov. Richardson 
CONGRATULATES PRESIDENT PeTERS.

Left: The after-Inauguration party at 
THE Peterson Student Center was an 
all-inclusive and festive affair that 
FILLED BOTH THE DiNING HaLL AND THE 
Coffee Shop. Tutor Carey Stickney 
(A75) JOINED STUDENTS IN PROVIDING THE 
Coffee Shop music.
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LIVES IN THEIR HANDS
Johnnies Work for Lasting Beauty

wi Caroline Knapp, SF99

T
hese Johnnies make different 
things: timher-frame homes, 
jewelry, wooden boats, furniture. 
What they share is the desire to 
build something enduring and 
beautiful and to improve in their 
craft with each new project they take on. They are 
idealistic and practical, enterprising and imagi

native, and when they finish a day’s work, they 
have the pleasure of standing back and regarding 
the fruits of their labor.

Michael Wiener, SF69
Boatbuilder

Carrying on a conversation with Michael Wiener at the Spaulding 
Center for Wooden Boats isn’t for the easily discouraged.

Although the boatyard in Sausalito, Calif, is just big enough for 
a half dozen wooden boats in various stages of reconstruction, it’s 
humming with activity. Two young men are carting planks from 
one neat stack to another, an older man in a straw hat is cranking 
a hand-operated crane, and from inside the wood-beamed ware
house comes the hiss of welding equipment. In the middle of the 
yard a group of adult students peers up at the partially de
constructed hull of a loo-year-old pleasure boat, Freda. The 
atmosphere is of steady, unhurried industry. As head of the yard, 
Wiener can’t go more than two minutes-even on his lunch hour- 
without being called over to consult on one of the dozens of tasks 
at hand.

Wiener answers each question with the same measured, precise 
attention. Under his soft cloth cap his expression is affable; his 
eyes, while alert to the yard’s activity, are relaxed. When he tells 
the story of his journey to this boatyard, it’s clear how consonant 

Wiener’s character is with his craft. The patience, elegance, and 
deliberation that characterize boatbuilding are just as evident in 
his words as in the boat frames all around him.

He came to the work, Wiener explains, “theoretically.” While 
he attended St. John’s, Wiener’s developing interest in the 
manual arts was encouraged by tutor William Darkey (class of 
194a), who built his own harpsichord. But it wasn’t until gradu
ating that Wiener set himself to training his body “in as rigorous a 
fashion as I had trained my mind at St. John’s.”

The desire for rigor led him to boatbuilding. It was, in his way of 
thinking, the “most uncompromising” of the woodcrafts, the one 
with the lowest margin for error. “Furniture,” he says, “has to 
hold up to the demands of the human body, but ships have to hold 
up to the full force of nature out on the water.”

However, learning to build wooden boats in the United States in 
the early 1970s was no easy task. After an unsuccessful search for 
a boatyard in Maine, Wiener returned for a time to his native San 
Francisco Bay. There he found one yard whose boatbuilders were 
“taken aback and flattered” that he would request an apprentice
ship in a dying art. But after he’d put in a year learning the 
rudiments of the trade, he recalls the yard’s Irish foreman taking 
him aside and asking, “Do you know what you’re doing?” When 
he answered in the affirmative, the man said, “Well, my lad, 
you’re doing it in the wrong place.”

That recommendation sent Wiener on an international hunt for 
a traditional boatyard willing to take on an American apprentice 
during the height of the Vietnam War. He found it eventually in 
Denmark, where he spent four years as an unpaid apprentice, 
studying from master boat builders.

When he returned to the United States, Wiener was well 
qualified to build wooden boats, but uncertain whether he wanted 
to. Instead, hoping to integrate his academic and practical 
training, he went to work for Charles and Ray Eames in their 
famous San Francisco design office. The Eames brothers, 
intrigued by Wiener’s combination of intellectual and hands-on 
experience, soon put him to work on one of their most ambitious 
projects, the feature-length science movie Powers of Ten. Wiener
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Michael Wiener (SF69) sought rigor in his life and 
FOUND IT IN BOATBUILDING.
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''Given the choice between moreperfect and 
more quick, I always choose moreperfect.

Kait Schott, SF91

designed an innovative camera stand and shot the film, which has 
since become something of a cult classic.

Though his work with the Eames brothers brought him closer 
to the fusion of knowledge he’d envisioned in Mr. Darkey’s 
freshman math class. (“Lining up a 2o-foot animation stand, I 
used plenty of Euclid,” he explains.) Wiener wasn’t quite satisfied 
with that compromise either.

Wiener worked instead as a jack-of-all-trades builder in the tiny 
Tomales Bay town of Marshall, co-founded the first organic dairy 
west of the Mississippi, and taught himself to build furniture. 
Slowly though, the boatyard began to pull him back. “I thought 
that when you learn something rigorous like boatbuilding, you 
can apply it to anything,” he says. “That’s not true.”

Wiener moved back to Sausalito with his wife and two daugh
ters, joined the Spaulding yard in 1978, and took over yard opera
tions in 2000. In 2002, following the death of its founder, the 
yard became a nonprofit, the Spaulding Center for Wooden Boats. 
Wiener is on the board of directors.

It would be a pleasure to talk more, find out what he’s reading, 
if he finds time to sail, and how he thinks St. John’s has changed. 
But the lunch break is over, and Wiener’s eyes are already darting 
back to the corner of the yard, where his expertise is needed.

For more information on wooden boat restoration classes at the 
Spaulding Center for Wooden Boats, call

Kait Schott, SF91___________________________
Jewelry maker, metal and glass worker

Kait Schott may have spent the years since her graduation 
learning fine craftsmanship of the most demanding sort, but for 
Johnnies her most impressive achievement is one seemingly unre
lated to her professional life: Schott completed freshman lab five 
times, once as a freshman and four times as a lab assistant.

After graduation, rather than taking up a career as a profes
sional baros specialist, Schott returned to her native Minnesota. 
There, after spending nearly five years employed as a goldsmith, 
she now crafts her own jewelry out of metal and glass.

But all those years in freshman lab helped lead Schott to her 
work. Her lab experiences contributed to her interest in working 
with actual, not metaphoric, materials. In freshman lab, she 
explains, “there’s a struggle with a physical object, with the 
tension between you and the physical stuff.”

In freshman lab, the stuff in question is likely to be clay 
weights, simple chemical solutions, or cat innards. Eor gold
smiths, the stakes are somewhat higher. But Schott maintains 

that both are expressions of the same contest, “over whether or 
not you are going to achieve the eidos of the thing that’s in your 
head.”

Having grown up in a family where her mother and grand- 
motherwere “always making something,” she was inspired by the 
wealth of materials available in Santa Ee. While still a student at 
St. John’s, she began visiting the bead dealers at the city’s flea 
market. Soon she was making simple jewelry for friends and 
giving it away. Later, she began selling her work “just to support 
the habit.”

Though she had had no professional training at this point, 
Schott had already identified one of the key principles drawing 
her to work with jewelry. “Jewelry is so personal,” she says. “It’s 
expressing a really primitive urge. You find a little trinket that just 
has something about it, and you want to take it with you. So you 
put it on a string.”

She also realized early that she wasn’t interested in making 
jewelry that looked like everyone else’s: “Jewelry is also very 
personal in the sense that it’s expressive. The pieces I make are 
not particularly narrative, but the person who wears them makes 
a decision about what they want to portray.”

Schott’s own decision, after graduating from St. John’s, was to 
continue the experiment she had begun as a student, “to really 
engage the physical stuff of the world.” Her first steps took her to 
the San Francisco area, where she took metalsmithing classes at 
the Richmond Art Center. Armed with new technical skill, she 
moved back to Minneapolis, found a glass workshop, and eventu
ally attended trade school for metalworking.

There, she learned to cast, polish, solder, and set stones in an 
atmosphere that encouraged neither creativity nor discussion. 
Though, she muses, “it was like St. John’s in that everything was 
laid out for you.”

After graduating from trade school, she worked for four-and-a- 
half years as a hired “pair of hands” in a large jewelry shop 
specializing in complex and expensive gold wedding bands. The 
work was challenging, but not creative, and it demanded speed 
and skill. “As a goldsmith, there was a constant battle of will 
between me, the stuff, and the clock,” she says. While the first 
two elements of that equation were familiar, the third posed more 
difficulty: “Given a choice between more perfect and more quick, 
I always chose more perfect. I do have an appreciation of having 
some efficiency and speed. But I also know that there are limits to 
how fast I’m ever going to do something and still enjoy it.”

In 2003, Schott quit work as a goldsmith, moved to an artists’ 
co-operative, and decided to concentrate on her own work. “I 
want to sit back and think for a while again about what I really 
wanted to make,” she explains.
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In her work, Kait Schott (SF91) struggles with materials and 
“the eidos of the thing that’s in your head.”

Lately, that has led her to work extensively with glass; she’s 
fascinated hy the way that glass responds to heat. “I think most 
people can anticipate what metal will he hke when it’s heated. But 
glass becomes really fluid when you work with it. It’s just magic. 
The material itself is a seduction.”

The new work pattern has also given her time to return to her 
roots. With a local alumni chapter, she recently revisited Goethe’s 
“On the Metamorphosis of Plants.” At this distance from 
freshman year, she sees in the essay a meditation on the artist’s 
struggle. “It’s a great metaphor for feeding yourself creatively, 
for developing into something new and different,” she says. 
“The sense of striving that Goethe seems to ascribe to the plant is 
hke the struggle to take the world and try to making something 
out of it.”

Kait Schott’s work, including a recent series of plantforms in glass 
inspired by Goethe, can be viewed at www. kaitschott. com.

Ben Shook, SFoo

Carpenter

Ben Shook explains his decision to become a craftsman as though 
it were composed, like a wooden joint from one of the chairs he 
builds, of two separate pieces which fit together perfectly; 
“St. John’s left me with student loans and some inextricable 
idealism. I probably already had the idealism. So I had to make 
a living.”

Shook’s tone is self-mocking, but he’s perfectly serious about 

the idealism. It kept him up nights as he was beginning his 
apprenticeship, practicing in his own shop the skills he’d 
observed during the day. And today it’s the driving force behind 
the thriving small business he runs out of his Portland home.

Shook felt the first stirrings of interest in fine woodworking 
while visiting a museum. He spent the year after his graduation 
traveling and working in France. One day, he visited the Musee 
des Arts et Metiers, the Paris museum devoted to the finest prod
ucts of French craftsmanship and engineering from the Middle 
Ages to the present. The masterworks in wood, stone, and metal 
that he saw there convinced him that “the depths to which one 
could take this craft are unfathomable.”

Shook returned to Dayton, Wash., found a job as a bartender, 
and bought some tools. Working from books and studying furni
ture, he began to build what he now calls “rustic things,” rough- 
hewn desks and bookcases made using wood salvaged from old 
barns. He still had no formal training, but the results were 
compelling. “One day, this woman who owned a gallery came by,” 
he recalls. “And she bought everything, about ao pieces. She just 
said, T’ll take all of it for my shop.’”

Encouraged by the sudden success. Shook decided to get 
serious. In aooa he apprenticed with a French master carpenter 
in Washington, working for low wages and “asking him questions 
every second there wasn’t a machine on.” By the end of the year. 
Shook had learned the basics of timber-frame construction and 
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felt ready to strike out 
on his own.

Today, Shook em
ploys two assistant 
woodworkers in a 
large shop attached to 
his Portland home. 
His business has 
grown rapidly in the 
last few years, mostly 
through word of 
mouth. Working by 
hand and with power 
tools, he and his assis
tants spend at least 
one month on each 
major furniture piece. 
The shop spent nearly 

Ben Shook(SFoo)
WORKS ON A CHAIR, 
“the most human 
KIND OF FURNITURE,” 
IN HIS Portland shop.

Jordan Finch
(SFoo)
Builder

Jordan Finch’s career 
as a builder of beau
tiful homes has its 
roots in his junior 
year at St. John’s, 
when he experienced 

half of last year furnishing a whole house for just one client.
Slowness is one of the qualities Shook appreciates in his work, 

one of the principles he’s distilled from his beginnings in the 
craft. “Working with wood requires a different orientation to 
time,” he says. “The time is so great with some projects. You just 
have to let go of the male perception of working at something from 
beginning to end. You have to think in days and weeks. You have 
to have a real patience for letting glues set up, for just learning to 
let something sit.”

Shook’s latest passion is building chairs. “I’m getting really 
into them,” he confesses. “Chairs are the most human kind of 
furniture, the thing that you put your body in rather than on.” The 
chair design he’s working on now has no metal parts; the seat is 
hand-shaped. Its secret. Shook says, is a special central joint orig
inally designed by master builder Sam Malouf: “It’s such a beau
tiful and simple joint, and it’s so strong.”

Joints are, of course, the heart of the furniture maker’s craft, and 
Shook has spent some time considering them. At the moment, it 
seems to him to be a question of creating union. “The marriage of 
two pieces of wood in a joint is such a delicate and precise thing,” 
he says. “And when it’s done right, it’s a forever marriage.”

If Shook sounds as though he’s been considering words closely 
as well, that’s no accident either. When he isn’t working in the 
shop, one of his interests is writing poetry, which he says is “sort 
of like making furniture.”

Visit WWW. benshook. com.

a revelation. Having enjoyed woodworking as a hobby, he knew he 
wanted to build things-big things, beautiful things-after gradu
ating from the college.

“I had this idea that I wanted to build cathedrals,” he says. “I 
went on this long search to learn about them, but it never quite 
panned out-there just weren’t many cathedrals being built.”

However, Finch has found something nearly as satisfying in 
building timber-frame homes, characterized by soaring ceilings, 
heavy exposed beams, craftsmanship, and durability. He is 
rapidly becoming a master of the same post-and-beam construc
tion methods that contributed to the majesty of Europe’s great 
cathedrals.

Timber framing has been practiced for centuries, but in modern 
times, stick-built construction-faster and cheaper-has prevailed, 
“until the 1960s, when hippies began reviving the craft,” says 
Finch.

Picture an old-fashioned Amish barn raising and you’ll get a 
sense of the work Finch does. Without a few dozen men to raise 
the frame that serves as the skeleton of the house. Finch relies on 
the modern crane. But in every other way-the precise fitting of 
tenon into mortise, securing joined timbers with pegs of solid 
wood-Finch uses time-honored and traditional methods to build 
homes. “There’s a great geometry to it all. When you’re building 
these homes, you have to hold this visual image in your head. It’s 
like doing Euclid in 3-D,” he says.

Finch took up carpentry as a teenager, and he has been 
perfecting his craft since graduating from St. John’s in 2000. 
While spending junior year in Annapolis, he stole time from his 
studies to build a boat. That summer, the college’s Placement 
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office (now Career Services) helped Finch find a job with Steve 
Whalen (SF83), who had a carpentry business in Southwest 
Harbor, Maine. “I told him I was attending St. John’s and knew 
how to use a hammer and he said, ‘come on up.’ ” After gradua
tion, Finch served a two-year apprenticeship with Vicco von Voss, 
a custom furniture maker in Chestertown, Md. “It’s probably 
been the highpoint of life in craftsmanship so far,” he says.

Von Voss began designing his own timber-frame home, and 
Finch contributed his construction expertise to the project. Along 
the way, he recognized that he had found a solid substitute for 
cathedrals. When his apprenticeship ended. Finch found a job 
with Lancaster County Timber Frames in Pennsylvania. “I had the 
basic skills, but I wanted to get faster,” he explains. “There are 
shops like these throughout the country and a lot of them do 
beautiful work, but it really is high tempo.”

Finch’s “meditative” methods weren’t a good fit with high- 
pressure shops, so he took his tools and went out on his own as an 
itinerant joiner, subcontracting for other timber framers on proj
ects in Georgia, Florida, Virginia, and Massachusetts. After a year 
and a half of honing his craft on the road. Finch moved to Virginia 
to marry Quinby Owen (Aoa) and settle down in the Shenandoah 
Valley town of Mount Jackson.

When Quinby’s parents needed to find a builder for their home, 
their new son-in-law talked them into hiring him. It was his first 
opportunity to design a home and to build it from start to finish. 
Never mind the r6-hour days; it’s been well worth it, he says.

“We raised the frame on Oct. 33, 2004. I’ve been involved in 
quite a few raisings, and there’s always a sense of expectation and 
eagerness in the air, but this time, it was really satisfying,” he says.

There is a wholeness to the work that appeals to Finch each time 
he takes up his tools. “I’ve gone from milling the tree to sanding 
something to a mirror polish. Sometimes you smell like a 
chainsaw, other days you need a surgeon’s touch just to take a 
sliver of wood away,” he says. “That really gives me a sense of 
fulfillment-it feels natural and complete.”

People are surprised to hear that timber framing is a green 
building method, he says. “Timber framing does take larger, 
mature trees,” he acknowledges. “But if a building will stand for 
300 years or more, that’s a responsible use of materials.”

Happy to create anything out of a beautiful piece of wood. Finch 
still makes furniture and recently accepted a commission for a 
dining room table. With Quinby expecting a baby when he 
started his business. Finch named his shop Finch and Sons Fine 
Woodworking. Since the arrival of daughter Aurelia, now almost

one, he’s had to reconsider the name. 
“How does Finch Family Woodworkers 
sound?”

For questions on timber-frame construc
tion, contact Finch at Jordanafinch® 
yahoo.com or at 540-333-0034.

—Rosemary Harty

Quinby (Aoa), Jordan (Aoo), and Aurelia 
Finch, in the home Jordan is building in 
Virginia.
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SMALL WAVES IN
A TRANQUIL SEA”

Melville, Literature, and the St. Johns Reading List

wi Rosemary Harty

ow many Johnnies have read-or even 
heard oi-The History of Henry 
Esmond?. Thackeray’s novel, the 
story of Henry and his love for 
Beatrix, was on the list of hooks that 
Stringfellow Barr and Scott Buchanan 
assembled for the New Program, first 
published in The Bulletin of St. John’s 
College. It was the Bulletin that in

1937 set out the specifics of the Program for prospective students 
and the rest of the world, and here, the college’s criteria for 
choosing a classic was defined. The first two involve magnitude: 
“A great book must have been read by the largest number of 
persons”; for clarity, works by Plato and the Bible are mentioned 
in this regard. The work also must offer the possibility of many 
different interpretations. It must “raise the persistent unanswer
able questions about the great themes in European thought.” And 
the final two criteria: it must be “a work of fine art” and a 
“masterpiece of the liberal arts.”

These criteria have guided choices for the college’s reading list 
for nearly 70 years. A self-study conducted by Annapolis faculty 
for reaccredidation two years ago acknowledged that, “although 
there is broad agreement about our reading list, certain authors, 
texts, and text selections regularly come up for discussion. The 
Senior Seminar list, which contains the most recently written 
books, is always the most controversial. Even here, however, 
upon annual review of the Program by the Instruction 

Committee, there is far more stability than change, and our 
concerns amount to small waves in a largely tranquil sea.”

Changes-major and minor-to the list come slowly and with 
careful deliberation. This is not done to preserve a canon, but 
rather, a continuum, as the self-study report states: “Year after 
year, for at least two hours on Monday and Thursday nights, 
students and tutors discuss the same books in the same way with 
the sense that here, in the thinking, speaking, and listening that 
go on in the Seminar, the College is most alive and most itself.”

A number of books read for seminar have dropped off that first 
list included in the Bulletin, including Goethe’s Faust, Fielding’s 
Tom Jones, and Corneille’s Le Cid. Moby-Dick-'wXdCti many 
faculty and alumni would consider a perfect match with that 1937 
definition of a great book-has been out of the list for some time. 
It hasn’t been read in seminar in Annapolis for 3r years and has 
made sporadic appearances on the Santa Fe seminar list. In recent 
years Flannery O’Conner and William Faulkner have joined the 
senior seminar list at the urging of some tutors and over the 
objections of others.

Considering suggestions and objections from tutors and 
students is the work of the Instruction Committee, comprising 
13 tutors (six from each campus), the deans of both campuses, 
and the two presidents as ex-officio members. The IC is respon
sible for the program of instruction, and with it, has the power 
to add or remove a book from the reading list. Changes are 
made by consensus, not by majority rule, and also are governed 
by transferability.
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''Chief among these motives was the 
overwhelming idea of the great whale hitnself 

Such a portentous and mysterious monster 
roused all my curiosity ”

Ishmael

Annapolis tutor Anita Kronsberg (A79) says the committee 
considers factors such as “whether a book has the kind of weight 
and substance” worthy of study and discussion, and whether it 
connects in interesting ways to other books on the reading list. 
Each year, the committee reviews reports submitted by the tutors 
who served as the recorders for their seminars. These reports help 
the committee decide if a certain reading is working well in 
seminar, and along with specific requests, factor in decisions to 
change the list.

When a book comes off the reading list, it’s usually to make 
room for another. There are sacrifices and sometimes compro
mises, because in the harsh light of reality, “we can’t read all great 
books,” Kronsberg says. The nature of the college’s Program 
(roughly chronological) means that fewer changes will be made 
when Ancient Greek and medieval works are concerned.

A few years ago, the committee made an earnest attempt to find 
room for The Sound and the Fury, “but we couldn’t put it any
where in the seminar where the students could read it,” she says.

“It’s a very beautiful book, some of Faulkner’s finest writing,” 
Kronsberg says, almost wistfully. “The approach he takes is not 
like anything else we read.”

Don Quixote is one of a handful of very long novels Johnnies are 
asked to read in the Program, most timed for summer or winter 
breaks to allow time to read and ponder before seminar meets. But 
discussion is still condensed to two meetings on books like War 
and Peace and Middlemarch.

It’s not entirely satisfying, but that’s another reality of the 
Program: “We acknowledge that St. John’s is a place where some 
books get a first reading,” says Kronsberg. Whether it’s a long 
novel, a complex poem, or a passage from Kant, returning to the 
work provides a fuller view.

Santa Fe tutor Frank Pagano says the IC on his campus usually 
concentrates on two years of the Program at a time: freshman and 
junior years, or sophomore and senior. When the committee 
makes changes to the list, it’s often in the interest of choosing 
books that “work well in seminar.”

“We want books to be great,” says Pagano, a tutor of aa years. 
“That’s easy to experience, but hard to nail down.” To illustrate 
his point, Pagano points to difficulties in reading Supreme Court 
decisions for seminar. While important, they don’t quite work as 
Program books, in his opinion. “Inevitably they require historical 
background-that’s a sign that something isn’t great,” he says.

In Santa Fe about five years ago, the IC decided to add 
Maimonides (Guidefor the Perplexed} to the sophomore reading 

list. “It’s a great book in itself. But the second reason it works in 
seminar is that you have two traditions that the Bible represents, 
and we had no theology that was Jewish.” Maimonides also speaks 
to other Program authors, says Pagano: “He’s picked up on in 
junior year by Spinoza, especially.”

Although changes to the reading list have not been monu
mental ones, the Instruction Committee could vote by consensus 
to remove Plato’s Republic-Mt^My unlikely, but by the rules 
governing the committee, not impossible. “The thought is we 
could change anything,” Pagano notes.

However, substantial changes to philosophy are pretty rare. 
“They’re all part of a tradition, and it’s very hard to take one out 
and put one in,” he says. “If you’re going to do Hegel and not 
do Kant, you’re not going to be able to see who Hegel is 
responding to.”

Pagano would like to see Johnnies read Absalom, Absalom—“a 
book that encapsulates the American tradition better, as well as 
the Southern problem.” He’d choose Faulkner over Moby-Dick, 
which he finds interesting, but not as compelling.

“I delivered a speech on Moby-Dick in high school,” he adds as 
a side-note, “and that speech was a bit of a bomb.”

Moby-Dick first appeared on the college reading list for seniors 
in 1952-53. It was read for many years in the 1950s and made brief 
reappearances in Annapolis and Santa Fe, most recently in 2003. 
It lives on in preceptorials, yet some tutors think it’s a shame not 
all students read the work because it is the type of work-like so 
many books that remain on the Program-that needs to be 
discussed to be understood.

How did Melville’s novel first get the boot? The prevailing 
legend in Annapolis is that too many students were writing essays 
on the book. With only a list of prize-winning essays available to 
check, the memory of veteran tutors was consulted.

“Oh, it’s absolutely not apocryphal,” says Eva Brann (HA89). 
“I distinctly remember one year there were at least 10 essays 
written on the book.”

Tutor Malcolm Wyatt (HA03), who joined the college in 1958, 
recalls that too many bad essays were being written about Moby- 
Dick. “The temptation of allegory was too much for students-the 
white whale, why is he white, the peg leg-itwas away to grind out 
a senior essay without much serious thought,” he says.

In Santa Fe, the book was last read in senior seminar in the 
spring of 2003, but it wasn’t a success in the eyes of tutor Howard 
Fisher. That may be because it was read while seniors were writing 
their senior essay. (In Annapolis, seminar is suspended with all
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“ .. ril chase him round Good  Hope, and 
round the horn, and round the norway 

maelstrom, and round perditions 
flames before I give him up.

Ahab

Other classes for the writing period, while Santa Fe students meet 
for seminar for part of the time.) “As wonderful as the book is, the 
seminars were not a success,” Fisher says. “I had been in a senior 
seminar or two in Annapohs where we read it as part of the 
Program, and it seemed to me that we had as good a discussion as 
any other book. It is episodic, and that makes it difficult to sustain 
a unified conversation, but I wouldn’t say it’s impossible.”

Most years, on one campus or the other, Moby-Dick is offered in 
preceptorial, and it’s a popular offering. Annapolis tutor 
Jonathan Tuck tried to lead a precept on the novel a few times, 
only to find other tutors got there first. “In some ways, having 
frequent preceptorials honors Moby-Dick more, because it gets 
the reading it needs,” Tuck offers.

Santa Fe Thtor Claudia Honeywell loved the preceptorial she 
led on the book. “Oh, would that it could be on the Program,” she 
says. “At the time I chose it for precept, I was really interested in 
it. I felt like it was my discovery-T’ve found this great book, let’s 
read it together.’ ”

For Honeywell, Moby-Dick more than meets the college’s 
criteria for a great book: “It’s endlessly fascinating. You’re never 
done reading it, and there’s no way to be done reading it. Even as 
you’re formulating the line of interpretation, you’re left in an 
uncomfortable place-just as Ishmael is. The book has no 
apparent resolutions.”

It was “a bummer” that the novel came off the reading list, 
Honeywell says, because “we don’t have it as an element of our 
common discourse. It’s a book that can really accompany us 
through the moral uncertainty of life. There’s the famous passage 
where Ahab talks about how human life is lived, that men hide 
behind a pasteboard mask if they’re there at all. I think about that 
now and then, I see situations that trigger memories of it.”

As one of their rewards for finishing the novel, Annapolis tutor 
Nathan Dugan invited his students a few years ago to a party, 
complete with clam chowder. Dugan had read it for the first time 
just a year before and was eager to read Moby-Dick with students. 
The preceptorial was productive, but it took hard work to make 
such a vast book the subject of coherent discussions, he notes. 
“The good thing is that you can go through very slowly and spend 
a lot more time on the parts,” he says. “The difficult thing is 
that you can’t require everyone to read 1,000 pages before you 
start. But with the right of questions, a glimpse of the whole can 
come out.”

What the novel would add to the program as a whole is a 
portrait of human beings as seekers and interpreters of symbols 

and meaning, Dugan adds, something that relates well to Platonic 
dialogues Johnnies read as freshmen. “In the end it’s telling us 
something about why we need to be self-aware,” he says.

Dugan sees no compelling reason Melville’s tale must be on the 
reading list. And yet, he allows, “fife would be more full” if he 
could teach Moby-Dick and Joyce’s Ulysses.

Having taught two preceptorials on the book, Annapolis tutor 
David Townsend acknowledges the impracticality of Moby-Dick 
as a seminar reading. Yet in his view, the novel is “one of the dozen 
great novels ever written.” The book confronts themes of man and 
nature, hierarchy and obedience, freedom and equality.

“It addresses the struggle to build a community and how 
essential that is,” he says. “It points out that you don’t have an 
individual self outside of the community. It’s eclectic and diverse 
in the cultures that it depicts. And it’s also contemporary in that 
it’s one of the first books to address a global economy and the 
psychological and moral effects of commerce.”

In addition to the length, one problematic issue in Melville’s 
tale is an absence of women, something that can’t be said 
about Middlemarch. Townsend would not want to see Eliot’s 
novel sacrificed for another fictional work. “It’s a very rich and 
coherent story, more manageable in two seminar discussions” 
than Moby-Dick.

St. John’s is not trying to establish a canon, even if it seems that 
way to outsiders, says Townsend. And yet the college gets letters 
and e-mails from those who look to “the great books college” to 
decide what “great” books they should read. A few years ago, a 
group of Canadian doctors asked for the reading list. Most 
recently, an Iowa man wrote to ask for a copy of the list; he 
planned to ask his local library to post it for patrons.

“Because we don’t have time to read everything, it often seems 
that if someone’s not on our reading list, it’s because we’ve found 
that the work is not as important,” says Townsend. That’s not the 
case, he adds. “These books at this moment in time are the ones 
that work well in conversation for our community.”

Honeywell expresses a similar sentiment. “There are so many 
friends out there, and we can only invite so many to the party, yet 
you still think about your friends. We form our own relationships 
with books, and they are like friends.”

To find out what Johnnies are reading today, visit the St. John's 
Website: www.stjohnscollege.edu.
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PLATO, ARISTOTLE, 
BALDWIN?

The College magazine asked readers to suggest books they would 
like to see on the St. John’s reading list. The question drew an 
interesting variety of responses, with essays, novels, and works of 
philosophy suggested. Here are some of the offerings:

Notes of a Native Son
The playwright August Strindberg once wrote about his experience 
of reading the complete works of Balzac, something over 50 
volumes. When he had finished he felt, as he tells us, that he had 
lived an entire life condensed into the space of a couple of seasons. 
And that his own life now, whatever remained of it, took on the 
quality of a kind of second life, a strange addition to the life he had 
lived vicariously through the great author.

There are other kinds of works, however, not oeuvres but single 
volumes, that leave their readers with a much different impression. 
They do not make us feel that we have passed through the entirety of 
a life but rather, and this is their particular strength, convey to us a 
sense, both tortuous and exhilarating, of the essential incomplete
ness of life, of time fraught with interruptions, cut into so many 
fragments of unclear and mutilated histories, and interwoven with a 
dizzying variety of fictions and hes.

The book 1 have in mind is James Baldwin’s Notes of a Native Son, 
a collection of essays first published in 1955. These essays, brilliantly 
incorporating original insights into the works of Shakespeare, 
Dante, Milton, Faulkner, Kafka, and so many others, deal primarily 
with two themes, both literary and philosophical in scope: the 
encounter between human beings with different cultures, different 
ways of thinking and different superficial appearances; and the 
experience, individual as well as collective, of being an exile, 
geographically as well as psychologically. Notes of a Native Son is, 
but is also much more than, a book about the experience of black 
Americans in the aoth century. Speaking of this experience, 
Baldwin writes that “the depthless alienation from oneself and one’s 
people is, in sum, the American experience.” But it is also, one 
comes to realize while reading these essays, an essentially philo
sophical experience. For there is a certain kind of understanding 
that arises only from the point of view of an exile. St. John’s students 
and tutors will immediately call to mind the cases of Socrates, 
Christ, Dante, Spinoza, and Frederick Douglass, to name a few. It is 
the moment when all that is familiar becomes violently and threat
eningly unfamihar, and one is compelled, if one has a penchant for 
intellectual honesty, to re-evaluate those most fundamental notions 
of self and other, truth and lies.

As I believe St. John’s is at bottom an attempt to cultivate these 
moments of understanding by passionate discussion of ideas, I think 

Notes of a Native Son would be a happy addition to the senior 
seminar list, perhaps following close upon the Lincoln and Faulkner 
readings.

—Kevin Schnadig, SF98

Death in Venice
I first encountered this book during my freshman year at Kenyon 
College, an experience which instantly changed my life. I have 
re-read it several times since... and after each reading, as in all the 
works on the reading fist, I understand more, both about the book 
and about the experience of being human, particularly that of falling 
in love. It would be wonderful if all St. John’s students had the oppor
tunity to read and discuss Death in Venice.

I suggest this book for three reasons. First, the reading list 
contains very little 20th-century fiction, and Mann’s tale is certainly 
one of the best examples, written before the First World War and the 
emergence of Modernism, yet the style and tone appear to signal the 
approach of the movement. Second, Death in Venice is short enough 
to be discussed in one seminar class, while containing enough chal
lenging material to provoke a thoughtful, lively conversation.

Third, and most importantly, the subject matter, the elderly 
von Aschenbach’s erotic longing for the teenaged Tadzio, is 
guaranteed to spark debate, especially in light of current events. At 
the same time, however, it will require students to revisit their discus
sions of ancient Greek notions of eros, especially as expressed in 
Plato’s Lysis, Symposium, and Phaedrus. Indeed, Death in Venice 
maybe viewed as a 20th-century commentary on the Platonic idea of 
love, even incorporating sections of the relevant dialogues into the 
novella. This work serves as a transition of sorts, from the values and 
beliefs of ancient Greece to those of the modern world, and for all 
these reasons, it would make an excellent addition to the reading fist.

—Charles Green, AGIoa

The Decameron
It’s absolutely imperative that we add Giovanni Boccaccio’s 
14th-century masterpiece. The Decameron, to the sophomore 
curriculum. Boccaccio’s tales of true love and high adventure (and 
depraved monks, which are what everyone who reads The 
Decameron seems to remember best) will provide a wonderful relief 
to sophomores recently completing their study of St. Anselm and 
Aquinas. Rather than depicting how people ought to behave in an 
ideal world-a “city of God” so to speak- The Decameron depicts 
how they behave in the real world, wherein people are more apt to 
pursue love, and sex, and wealth than divine absolution. As such we 
shall be reassured that not everyone in the Middle Ages spent all
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their time woefully 
recounting their sins 
and attempting to 
understand God’s 
power and majesty. 
But of course, 
perhaps the greatest 
case for adding 
The Decameron to 
the curriculum is 
Brother B,obert, who 
has long feared the 
deduction of his 
beloved Rabelais 
from the Program 
list. Obviously, as 
The Decameron is 
about IO times dirtier 
than anything that can be found in Pantagruel and Gargantua it 
would be wholly illogical to deduct Rabelais from the curriculum 
and leave Boccacio on. Thus, the fears of one of our oldest and 
most respected tutors will at long last be assuaged, and sophomores 
will have gotten a delectable new read which provides a different, 
lighthearted, and secular perspective on the Middle Ages.

—Jennifer Wright, ao8

The Rule of St. Benedict, The Philosophy of Freedom

I have always thought that the jump from Augustine to Aquinas is 
too large, a thousand years, and that The Rule of Saint Benedict 
would fit nicely, as it was much read and often observed in between, 
so preserving literature from one era for the next.

The aoth century is the serious question.. . Which Western 
writers of the aoth century will be studied through the aist? 
How many thinkers have given new direction to painting, sculpture, 
dance, speech, music, drama, agriculture, finance, medicine, 
religion, and education? There is only one whose insights into 
embryology, physiology, astronomy, geology, botany, and zoology 
wfil guide fruitful research for generations.

Rudolf Steiner has put before us in a new light so many subjects- 
epistemology, moral technique, meditative practice, evolution of 
consciousness, social life-that the prospect of rethinking every 
thought we hold may keep us from approaching his books.

Yet the faculty of St. John’s is under pressure to study anthropos- 
ophy from at least two directions. Advances in physics are rapidly 
overwhelming Cartesian dualism. Philosophy cannot disregard 
science. New generations of students will expect their college 
professors to understand the foundations of their experience...

Die Philosophic der Freiheit (1894) is the best introduction. 
There are at least three English translations... Rudolf Steiner’s 
contribution to Western thought is placed in the same rank as the 
work of Aristotle and Thomas Aquinas. In The Philosophy of

Author James 
Baldwin belongs on 
THE READING LIST, 
SAYS AN ALUMNUS.

Freedom, Steiner 
leads the reader, by 
means of pure 
thinking, to the 
source of his 
knowledge. Having 
made that effort, one 
is competent to eval
uate his statements, 
which the faculty of 
St. John’s will shortly 
be obliged to do.
—Lisa S. Turner, parent 
(Douglas Turner, A04)

Atlas Shrugged____________________________________________

While scorned by many academic philosophers, the book has had a 
tremendous impact on popular perceptions of philosophy, 
including among many highly educated people. In addition, the 
book has gained at least some ground in academia. There are a 
handful of colleges where some philosophers embrace Ayn Rand, 
and many others where at least short selections from her books are 
included in survey courses on ethics and political philosophy.

I recently re-read the book after more than ao years. My 
perceptions have evolved and changed, and I was dismayed to 
discover how flawed much of the writing is. In particular, Rand’s 
“bad guys” are drawn as comic-book characters. Even so, there is 
much that is compelling in her writing, and the philosophical 
heroes of the novel give some very thought-provoking speeches.

The ideas in the novel span the entire range of philosophical 
issues, from metaphysics and epistemology to ethics, politics, art, 
and even the role of sexuality in human relations.

Possibly the best reason: With the lone exception of Aristotle, 
whose metaphysics and logic she embraces, Rand attacks virtually 
the entire canon of Western philosophical thought, from Plato to 
Descartes to Hume and Kant, right up to the present day post
structuralists and post-modernists. One of the best lines in the 
whole novel, found in the long Galt speech, is: “The choice is still 
open to be a human being, but the price is to start from scratch, to 
stand naked in the face of reality and, reversing a costly historical 
error, to declare: T am; therefore I will think.’”

The purpose of reading a book at St. John’s is to provoke lively 
discussion. And particularly for seniors in the undergraduate 
program, I can’t imagine a better book to challenge the entire 
body of work they have read in earlier years of the Program. . .

—Steve Oppenheimer, AGIoa
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O, PIONEERS!
The Class ofigss Returns

They encountered many challenges, but Joyce Wilson and Jane 
Gerber Denison ( both class of 1955) share fond memories of 
BEING the first WOMEN TO ATTEND St. JoHn’s CoLLEGE.

BY Rosemary Harty

J
 oyce Kittel Wilson (class of 1955) 
had a lot to learn from men like 
Jacob Klein, J. Winfree Smith, and 
Curtis Wilson. She also remem
bers some of the things she learned 
from women-the first to attend

St. John’s-particularly her classmate, 
Anita (Jane) Gerber Denison.

“Jane taught me how to smoke,” Wilson 
recalls.

“I just don’t remember that,” Denison 
says.

Cigarettes were an ever-present prop for 
students and tutors alike. “We could 
smoke in class, and most of the students 
and tutors did,” Wilson recalls,

Denison and Wilson were catching up in 
the home of Sam (class of 1954) and Emily 
(class of 1955) Kutler, who hosted a 
Saturday-afternoon luncheon at their 
home during Homecoming Weekend. As 
with most of the conversations around the 
room, the subjects alternated between 
“what are you doing now?” and “do you 
remember this?”

Homecoming is always festive, lively, 
and full of memories, but this year it was 
especially nostalgic, as members of the
Class of 1955-the first to include women-returned for their 50th 
anniversary. The class had 48 members, nine of whom have 
passed away. Sixteen members of the class attended their reunion, 
traveling from far and wide. They smiled at imitations of Jacob 
Klein’s accent or memories of President Richard Weigle’s 
attempts to keep the female citizens of St. John’s safe from bad 
influences. They were pioneers, and they had pioneers’ stories, 
such as the “open door” rule required for men and women to be in 
the same dorm room at the same time. They also talked about 
getting their tutors and male classmates used to having women in 
class and on campus.

As Wilson puts it, the men of St. John’s did not accept the inva
sion of women quietly. “They went kicking and screaming into the 
fray,” she says.

Denison graduated from Towson High School, north of Balti-

more, and she won a scholarship to attend St. John’s. She made it 
through three years at the college and found it rigorous, chal
lenging, and sometimes overwhelming. “The college was so much 
smaller then. You had 15 in a seminar, and there was no way you 
could hide. If you weren’t prepared, everyone knew it,” she says. 
“The oral exams, and the don rags-I dreaded those like poison.”

She left close to the end of junior year and returned to 
Baltimore to find work. But she was summoned back to Annapolis 
by Jacob Klein, then dean of the college. “I went to his house. 
He was a very persuasive man. He wanted me to come back, and I 
did, but I was very confused, and I left again.”
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A Toast to Toasts
It’s a fine tradition: at the end of the Saturday-night 
Homecoming banquet, alumni raise a glass in honor of their 
classmates and in gratitude to the college. More recent classes 
go first, paving the way for the Johnnies who studied in the 
old program. Here are a few of the sentiments offered this year 
in Annapolis:

Class of 1995, Zena Hitz : “At reunions, we tend to think a lot 
about the past, partly because we’re St. John’s alumni, and 
we’re sentimental. . . . What I’ve enjoyed about Homecoming is 
seeing what people are doing now, what their lives are like, 
meeting the people they love, hearing about their work, 
finding out what they’re thinking about-so I would like to raise 
a toast to the class of 1995: Our lives, our love, our work.”

Class of 1980, Ken Ross: “I know some of my classmates 
knew me as a very shy person in r98o and so they elected me 
anyway. I really enjoyed meeting my old friends and making 
new friends here. And to this very special college-here’s to the 
class of 1980!”

Class of 1975, Jim Jarvis: “One of the most delightful things 
about being at a 30th reunion is to realize that we’re now the 
reunion where most of the people have gray hair-which is 
great. And to see that so many of these people are so amazingly 
accomplished, and have not lost their love for books and ideas. 
All of us I think would say about St. John’s College, what 
[Domitius Enobarbus] says in Antony and Cleopatra'. ‘Age 
cannot wither her, nor custom stale/Her infinite variety: other 

Denison went on to a marriage, a rich family fife that included 
five step-children, and a satisfying career as a professional editor. 
But she can still see Klein, who died in 1978, as if it were yesterday. 
“He always had this little twinkle in his eye.”

Yet Denison left St. John’s feeling well prepared for the future, 
and she treasures the memories she took with her.

“At that time, it was a very small community, and all of us 
women were new to it. We were close, and that was nice,” she says.

If Denison left because she was young and unsure of her path in 
fife, Wilson left for another reason many college-age women 
encountered: marriage. She married Gerald Wilson (class of 
1956) and became pregnant with her first child in her third year. 
“There was a saying at St. John’s, ‘ifyou’re unable to enable, have 
a baby,”’ she recalls,

Wilson enabled, but left when classwork became too much for 
her. “I remember I had trouble keeping up with my fruit fly exper
iment-! had let some get loose,” she recalls.

She went on to have four children, and was one of the first 
women on the East Coast trained in the computer language 
COBOL. “I liked the logic in programming, and I was good at it,” 
she says. Later, after moving to California for her husband’s 
career, she earned a paralegal certificate and worked for law firms.

women cloy/ The appetites they feed: but she-this college
makes hungry/ where most she satisfies.’”

Graduate Institute, all years, Linda Stabler-Talty 
(SFGI76): “We’ve always heard it said that the Graduate Insti
tute is a refined version of the program. And we do admit that 
we are an amorphous group, we don’t have [typical] reunions. 
We dare say our wise perspective has helped us understand 
what St. John’s means to all of us together.. .. We raise our 
glasses to this collective enterprise of St. John’s College.”

Class of 1970, Steve Forman: “When people ask me if I went 
to St. John’s for the books I say no, I actually came here for the 
sports. Upon reflection I realized who I studied Euclid with, I 
know who I studied the Bible, Plato, and Aristotle with. I also 
remember who played for the Druids and how we hated the 
Hustlers. Because of what I realize is important about that 
other side of the Program that provided the balance in our fives 
with the studying and the thinking and the conversations, I 
think I’d like to [toast the late] Bryce Jacobsen [class of 1942, 
former athletic director].”

Class of 1935, Roland Bailey: “. .. A toast to all of us who 
have lived in accordance with the philosophy of Rabelais: ‘To 
five: in general and tolerant fellowship with man and nature; in 
grateful appreciation of the good things of fife; and in cheerful 
expectation of all of fife’s inescapable vicissitudes.’ ”

(A poetic toastfrom Priscilla Husted Gris com, class ofiggs, can 
be found on the inside back cover q/The College./

The women who entered St. John’s in r95r paved the way for 
those who would come later; several women from later classes-all 
the way up to 2004-joined the Kutler luncheon to hear the 
stories and help the pioneers celebrate. Steered to St. John’s by a 
teacher in her Cleveland High School who spotted her engrossed 
in Moby-Dick, Josephine Jaster Poe (class of 1957) thought 
St. John’s was still for men only when she first heard about it. 
“Then I learned they had opened it up to women, but my father 
said I couldn’t go,” she recalls. “I did anyway. And when I got 
here, I had no sense that women were ever a problem. I was just 
one of the boys.”

Her husband, Harvey Poe (class of 1952), later a tutor and dean 
of St. John’s, recalls that the college embraced the idea that 
“women could do anything the men could do.”

The college’s history also was a focal point of the weekend. 
Tylden Streett (class of 1950) unveiled two plaster busts of New 
Program founders Stringfellow Barr and Scott Buchanan (see 
page 5r). Class of T955 member Priscilla Bender-Shore brought 
her series of oil paintings inspired by the Muses to share with the 
college community and alumni during the weekend.

Charles Nelson (class of r945) set the tone for the weekend with 
the Friday-night Homecoming lecture, “In the Beginning... The
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''The freedom to choose the St. John spath 
is essential to its success. ”

Charles Nelson (class of 1945)

Genesis of the St. John’s Program, 1937.” Nelson, who worked 
closely with hoth men while he was a student, talked about Barr 
and Buchanan separately-what type of childhoods and early 
education they had-and what brought them together to launch 
the New Program in 1937. He also talked about the decisions they 
made, such as requiring faculty to teach across the curriculum, 
and explained the rationale for such choices. He talked about 
their struggles, such as a draining battle to ward off annexation by 
the Naval Academy, and their triumphs.

Even as the college gained international attention for its 
“radical” methods, Barr and Buchanan did not want the St. John’s 
Program “universally copied,” Nelson said. “That would have left 
the entering freshman without a significant choice, and the 

freedom to choose the St. John’s path is essential to its success,” 
Nelson said. “The discipline and commitment required in order to 
gain the rewards of the Program presupposes that the path is 
freely chosen. In fact, I believe that most alumni would assert that 
it must be not only freely chosen, but also pleasurable; otherwise, 
it isn’t worth the pain.”

—Rosemary Harty

Them USES to Homecoming
Seminars, book-signings, and parties are standard fare for 
Homecoming in Annapolis. This year, thanks to artist Priscilla 
Bender-Shore, class of 1955, there were The Muses, gracing the 
Hodson Atrium (home to the Pendulum Pit) in Mellon Hall for 
the full weekend. It was an appropriate visual tribute to the 
women who in 1951 arrived in Annapolis to end the college’s 
days as an all-male institution.

During a Saturday afternoon reception, Bender-Shore 
provided insight into The Muses: Dancing at the Edge of the 
World, which she graciously shared with the Annapolis campus 
community. The series comprises several large paintings 
depicting classically robed women engaged in graceful dances. 
In her presentation, Bender-Shore said she was pleased that 
this, her first visit back to St. John’s since graduation, gave her 
a chance to share her work.

For Bender-Shore, the human figure, especially the female 
form, is a muse. She studied at the Yale School of Art and 
Cooper Union before attending St. John’s and earned her 
M.F. A. from the University of California-Santa Barbara. She 
currently lives and teaches in Santa Barbara.

“Priscilla won the Reader’s Digest award to study in Giverny, 
France, and that was when she began to develop the ideas for 
the Muse drawings,” notes Emily Kutler, class of 1955, also an 
artist. “At a time when everyone was going modern, she stayed 
with what she was doing: human figures. Everyone was glad to 
hear her speak; she is so articulate and thoughtful.”

Bender-Shore showed through slides of her work how her 
time as an artist-in-residence at Monet’s home in Giverny laid a 
foundation for the series. 4-

For just a weekend, the Hodson Atrium became an art gallery. C 
On display was a series of paintings by Priscilla Bender-Shore 
(class of Z955).
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Clockwise: At the afternoon picnic. Class 
OF 1965 MEMBERS GeRALD ZoLLARS, MiKE 
Woolsey, and Vivian Ronay trade stories; 
Henry Shyrock (class of 193a) and Roland 
Bailey (class of 1935) represented the 
“old” program at the Saturday banquet; 
Members of the class of 1955 and friends 
AT the Kutler home; Two future Johnnies 
enjoy Homecoming.
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New Books from 
Santa Fe Faculty

Sky in a Bottle___________________
by Peter Pesic
MIT Press 2005

Z
t starts with the simplest question- 
one every parent has heard, and few 
have answered satisfactorily: why is 
the sky blue? For Santa Fe tutor 
Peter Pesic, the question is the first 
step in a scientific journey that 
starts with Plato and Aristotle and ends, if 
it does in fact end, with Pesic. Sky in a 

Bottle, the latest in Pesic’s remarkable list 
of scientific and philosophic books, chroni
cles the search for an answer to a question 
confronted by scientists and philosophers 
for centuries. Plato, Leonardo, and Newton 
all wrestled with the problem, as did the 
ancient Chinese and Middle Eastern scien
tists. The color of the sky is intimately 
connected with one’s view of the structure 
of the heavens, the properties of fight, the 
functioning of the eye, the composition of 
elements, the nature of air, and man’s rela
tionship to the cosmos. As late as i86a. Sir 
John Herschel claimed that the color and 
polarization of skylight was one of “the two 
great standing enigmas of meteorology.” 

The book begins by dissecting the 
central question into three related ques
tions. The first question is “Why does the 
sky have color?” The second is “If the sky 
does have color, why is it blue rather than 
some other color?” Once we think we

skv,/in a bottle

understand the first two questions, the 
third question becomes “Can we recreate 
the color of the sky here on Earth? Can we, 
in effect, put the sky in a bottle?” Pesic 
traces the various attempts to answer the 
first two questions, taking the reader on a 
tour through the central ideas of chem
istry, optics, and atomic physics.

In true seminar fashion, rather than 
show how each thinker improved upon 
previous work, the book attempts to eval
uate each of the proposed solutions on its 
own merits, uncovering the scientific and 
cultural assumptions behind each thinker’s 
work. “One of the things that struck me 
was how long the question remained totally 
unresolved. Until almost 1900 people 
really didn’t know why the sky was blue. 
Many great physicists really barked up the 
wrong trees trying to answer the question,” 
said Pesic.

Pesic first encountered the question in 
another scientist’s work. “I read a few years 
ago about a physicist named Smoluchowski 
who was working on the problem of trying 
to duplicate the color of the sky in a bottle. 
The more I learned of his work, the more I 
began to wonder if it was possible. Could it 
be done?”

Although the inspiration for the book 
started with Smoluchowski, Pesic says the 
question at the heart of the book has its 
roots in his experience at the college.

A SCIENCE EXPERIMENT LED SaNTA Fe TUTOR 
Peter Pesic to ponder blue skies. 

“When I first came to St. John’s the first 
class I taught was freshman lab. We were 
studying the atomic theory and the question 
“Do atoms exist?” Here I was a physicist 
and I had never really asked myself this. 
How could you prove atoms exist? I had a 
Ph.D. in physics, but the question never 
came alive for me until freshman lab. It 
occurred to me that many of the things we 
take for granted, like the color of the sky, 
are, in fact, deep and interesting questions 
worthy of reconsidering,” he says.

Sky in a Bottle explores Rayleigh’s scat
tering law and the connections between the 
appearance of the sky and Avogodro’s 
number. Pesic also discusses the depictions 
of the sky in art, the secrets of matter and 
light, and even what the sky’s brightness 
might tell us about the size and density of 
the universe.

For those who prefer to take a more active 
role in tracing the conversation about the 
sky, the book contains an appendix of 11 
important experiments related to light and 
color. “Some of the experiments in the book 
are simplified versions of the experiments 
we do in junior and senior lab. I included 
them to see if it was possible to demonstrate 
that light is a wave without using elaborate 
equipment,” says Pesic.

—John Hartnett, SF83

Excerpt:
Giotto was among the earhest artists to 
paint the sky blue, as in his fresco of 
the raising of Lazarus in the Arena 
Chapel in Padua (1305-1306). Blue 
pigments became much more available 
through the use of the mineral azurite. 
Yet even in the early part of the 
fifteenth century, the secret of mixing 
blue pigment was still closely guarded. 
Ultramarine was the preferred hue, 
made by grinding up lapis lazuli into a 
powder, which then could be used as 
pigment. It was ruinously expensive, so 
rare that it was said to come “from 
beyond the seas,” the literal meaning of 
ultramarine. This extraordinary blue 
long continued to be used for the most 
special passages in paintings by Giotto 
and later artists, usually reserved for 
the robes of the Savior or the Mother of 
God. Its expense also meant that only 
the master artists would dare use it.

-Peter Pesic, Sky in a Bottle 
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Leaving Us to Wonder: An Essay on 
THE Questions Science Can’t Ask 
by Linda Wiener and Ramsey Eric Ramsey 
SUNY Press, 2005

Z
t might seem strange for a
St. John’s tutor to suggest in the 
title of her new book that there are 
some questions that can’t be asked. 
In Leaving Us to Wonder, Santa Fe 
tutor Linda Wiener and her 

collaborator propose that he who poses a 
question just might have already limited 
the answer. Consequently, many of today’s 
most important questions, when posed by 
scientists, are doomed from the start to 
limited or inadequate answers.

The book is an interesting collaboration 
between a biologist and a philosopher. 
Wiener is the biologist; Ramsey is a 
philosopher and associate dean of the 
Barrett Honors College at Arizona 
University West. The two met at a 
conference 10 years ago and struck up a 
conversation on some of the issues that 
had bothered Wiener in graduate school. 
Their work explores the meaning of the 
scientific worldview and how it plays out in 
our everyday lives. Their book investigates 
alternatives to what they call “scientism,” 
the view that science is the proper and 
exclusive realm for thinking about and 
answering every question.

One might expect that the impetus 
for such a book would come from the 
biologist’s critique of the philosopher’s 
methods and the philosopher’s objections 
to those of the scientist. For Wiener, the 
book really began when she was in 
graduate school as a scientist and began 
to question her own methods. She says, 
“I wanted to be a biologist because I 
wanted to be out with plants and animals 
and living things. But in graduate school, 
we treated animals and plants as if they 
were purely mechanical and mathematical. 
To the extent that science can study them 
they are, but I couldn’t find anyone who 
wanted to question that view. My 
colleagues thought that science was the 
way to understand everything. It seemed 
to me to be too narrow.”

Although the book warns us about the 
dangers of a scientific worldview in 
general, Wiener uses a specific example- 
the conclusions of evolutionary biolo- 
gists-to help illustrate the case. Wiener 
shows how researchers working in 
evolutionary biology have stretched their 

conclusions to cover answers to questions 
about dating and divorce, relationships, 
childrearing, and the complex relations 
between the sexes-questions that cannot 
be answered from a scientific view alone. 
But the blame for this worldview is not 
limited to the scientists. At stake is the 
commonly held idea that a question is not 
properly answered until it has been 
answered by scientists. Our modern

Leaving Us to Wonder

“My colleagues thought 
that science was the 
way to understand 

everything. ”
Linda Weiner

popular worldview includes the erroneous 
assumption that the only real and true 
knowledge is the knowledge gained 
using the scientific method. The book 
challenges this worldview by asking 
probing questions about modern inquiry. 
Do the facts procured by technoscientific 
systems render inconsequential our lived 
experiences, the wisdom of ancient and 
contemporary philosophic insight, and 
the promise offered by time-honored 
religious beliefs?

Drawing on authors from the Program, 
including Socrates, Darwin, Nietzsche, 

Kant, Heidegger, and others, Wiener and 
Ramsey demonstrate how many of the 
claims and conclusions of technoscience 
can and should be challenged. They offer 
ways of thinking about science in a larger 
context that respect scientific practice, 
while taking seriously alternative 
philosophies whose aims are freedom, the 
good life, or living well. For Wiener, many 
of these ways of thinking were first 
suggested by her experience at the college. 
“Being a tutor here allowed me to see how 
others have thought about the facts of 
biology in different ways. In the Program 
we see how Aristotle and Goethe and 
Nietzsche are looking at some of the same 
things as scientists, but with a different 
approach. Those approaches allow you to 
see new things that the modern scientific 
paradigm doesn’t reveal,” she says.

As one might expect from a collabora
tion between a philosopher and a 
biologist, the book is respectful of the 
power of scientific thinking. Wiener is 
not proposing that purely meditative 
thinking, to borrow a term from 
Heidegger, should supplant and replace 
the calculative thinking of the scientific 
method. Instead, she carefully presents 
the idea that both kinds of thinking have a 
role to play in getting at the truth-neither 
has a monopoly on metaphysical reality or 
objective truth. Calculative thinking 
might propose that humans are 
fundamentally collections of DNA and 
should be viewed as such. Meditative 
thinking might propose that humans are 
fundamentally rational creatures who 
exercise their will. Neither answer has a 
monopoly on the truth, but each ignores 
the conclusions of the other at its peril. 
The book concentrates on the limits of 
scientific thinking only because of its 
prevalence in the modern world. Wiener 
points out, “If you seek solutions in a 
strictly scientific way you don’t tend to get 
good solutions. First you have to figure out 
what the problem really is. Once you hnd a 
solution is needed, then you bring in more 
technical knowledge at the end. You don’t 
start with science. You end with it.”

—John Hartnett, SF83
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A Quest to Preserve Ancient Dance
Joseph Houseal, A84

BY Patricia Dempsey

T
raveling off-road in the 
Himalayan Kingdom of 
Bhutan means leaving 
behind modern modes 
of transportation-even 
wheels. “Off-road 
means traveling on yak, horse, or 
foot” through windswept mountain 

passes and isolated valleys, says 
Joseph Houseal (A84). A gifted athlete 
who once held the half-mile track 
record in Michigan and was a profes
sional dancer, Houseal says that even 
he gets weary traveling this rugged 
terrain on his quest to find sacred 
rituals and dance festivals. He travels 
in Bhutan for up to seven months at a 
time as part of a five-year project to 
document Bhutan’s ancient dance 
forms before they are lost to modern 
culture.

When Houseal is in Bhutan-some 
7,600 miles from his home in 
Chicago-he is closer than ever to the 
rural roots of his youth in St. Joseph, 
Michigan, where his father is a blue
berry farmer. The Bhutanese, a majority 
ofwhom practice Tantric Buddhism, 
recognize in Houseal a fellow farmer, a man 
on “a divine mission,” says Houseal. 
“Everything in my life has come together 
into this work of dancers preserving dance,” 
he says. “I am alive because I have this 
purpose.”

Over the decades that he has devoted 
himself to dance, Houseal has attained the 
Eastern ideal of integrating body, mind, and 
spirit. He trained rigorously for his first 
career in professional ballet companies such 
as the Washington Ballet, made his choreo
graphic debut on the Quad at St. John’s with 
Aeschylus’ Choephori. He later moved to 
Kyoto to study the ancient Japanese Noh 
Theater and there formed a dance company 
that attracted critical acclaim. Today, as 
executive director of the Chicago-based 
Core of Culture, Houseal leads a project to 
videotape and preserve the dances of 
Bhutan, In 2008 this ethnographic record.

funded by the Core of Culture and the 
Honolulu Academy of the Arts, will become 
part of a traveling exhibition, “The Arts 
of Bhutan,” which will appear in several 
U.S. cities, and in Europe and Asia before 
finding a permanent home in the New York 
PubUc Library’s Performing Arts Dance 
Collection.

Landlocked in the eastern Himalayas, 
between China and India, the Kingdom of 
Bhutan is an isolated sanctuary of nature 
and ancient culture, where dance is 
integrated into every aspect of life. The 
Bhutanese practice monastic dances, lay 
religious dances, masked dances, and other 
sacred dance rituals. Dance is a form of 
meditation, communication, and informa
tion. “Dance in Bhutan is not the same 
thing as it is here in the states. We have one 
word for dance. In Bhutan, they have over 
20 words for dance,” says Houseal. Dance in 
Bhutan is also endangered, as centuries-old 
forms of feudalism meet the 21st century. 
“Today the Bhutanese are on the brink of

Joseph Houseal, posed for a Nihon 
Buyo portrait. NihonBuyo is an
ANCIENT form of TRADITIONAL 
Japanese dance.

creating a generation that will have 
young people who cannot dance,” 
says Houseal.

In Bhutan, Houseal travels ancient 
mountain paths with his British 
associate, Gerard Houghton, and 
Bhutanese film director Karma 
Tshering, who speaks 14 of the 22 
Bhutanese languages. Last spring, 
for instance, they had three months 
to shoot 125 hours of film, but it took 
up to five days each way trekking off
road to reach each of the six festivals 
they recorded. A festival can last up 
to five days, and dances last all day. 
“It can take a lifetime for a deep spir
itual transformation, linked closely 
to Tantric Buddhism, to take place,” 
says Houseal.

Houseal’s journeys often lead him 
to encounters with the mysterious and 
mystical. In one such encounter he saw 
exactly what is endangered in Bhutan. “We 
met a monk named Lopon Sangay. He has 
been a monk since he was eightyears old. 
When we met him, he had been awake for 
16 days, dancing five-and-a-half hours a day 
in an elaborate three-week ritual. He 
couldn’t understand why we thought that 
was amazing. In his mind he was simply 
acting out the Dharma, his practice as a 
monk-this is a way of life in Bhutan, 
dancing as a practice. And it is these 
internal teachings that are endangered,” 
says Houseal. “Movement can be preserved 
and taped, but the internal teachings
training the body and the mind, the organs, 
using visualization, projectory movement, 
and energy awareness-cannot. When 
Lopon dances, his body, mind, and spirit 
are transformed.”

The audience or observer is also trans
formed. “It is a fusion of mind, body, and 
spirit that leaves a karmic, compassionate 
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imprint on the audience,” says Houseal, 
“In Bhutan, you don’t applaud after a dance 
is performed; you absorb the energy-so you 
can’t help but be transformed and take 
something away from it with you.”

The ambitious scope of Houseal’s work in 
Bhutan is characteristic of someone with his 
perseverance, passion-and, he admits, luck. 
Growing up in rural Michigan, with eight 
siblings, Houseal had little time or money 
for dance. As karma would have it, a 
92-year-old ballet teacher, classically trained 
by Russian immigrants, lived within driving 
distance. “She taught me the total art of 
ballet: character, music, plot, costumes,” 
says Houseal. After high school, he success
fully auditioned for the School of the Wash
ington Ballet and began as a scholarship 
student. Then in the late 1970s, the touring 
New York City Ballet needed performers to 
dance as extras in Coppelia. with Barysh
nikov in the lead; Houseal was chosen from 
among hundreds who auditioned. “I saw 
how Baryshnikov lived and worked-in the 
dressing room, with the press, dancing the 
ballet-but I didn’t see myself living his life.”

Houseal, the valedictorian of his high 
school class, wanted intellectual fulfillment, 
so he left the world of dance for St. John’s- 
where he also learned to take himself seri
ously as a dancer. “I was trained as a 
performer, but my tutors, especially 
Chaninah Maschler, got me to explore the 
profundity of being a dancer,” Houseal 
recalls. “This was my first serious probe for 
four years into the question: ‘What is the 
nature of dance?’ ” Houseal also discovered 
what has become a lifelong love of ancient 
dance. He took 600 lines of ancient Greek 

and choreographed a dance to be performed 
on the Quad. “The Greek plays were meant 
to be spectacles, meant to have a civic 
purpose, a theatrical purpose. Where else 
can you recreate such a spectacle but at 
St. John’s?”

In Annapolis Houseal was also influenced 
by Barry Talley, then musical director at the 
Naval Academy, for whom he worked as a 
choreographer. Houseal learned how to 
reconstruct baroque operas, ballets, 
colonial dances, and ballad operas. And it 
was Houseal’s friend at St. John’s, Grady 
Harris (A84), who introduced Houseal to 
ancient theater forms and gave Houseal 
translated Noh plays to read. Houseal was 
also influenced by Francis Mason, Jr. (A43), 
editor of The Ballet Review, who encour
aged him to “go to the source and find out 
what dancers are teaching.”

Inspired by ancient dance of Greece and 
drawn to an Eastern sensibility, Houseal 
moved to Kyoto after graduation to study 
Noh Theater under Master Matsui Akira. 
Houseal later formed the Parnassus 
Dancetheatre, which showcased dancers 
from all over the world performing 
Houseal’s avante garde choreography. 
During the seven years he lived in Kyoto, 
Houseal watched the city evolve into a 
cultural Mecca. But by the early ’90s, the 
cultural renaissance in Kyoto was devastated 
by the city’s economic downturn and AIDS. 
Houseal, a fortunate survivor of the disease, 
pursued his life’s work with renewed passion 
and studied for a graduate degree at the 
Laban Center for Movement and Dance 
in London.

He returned to Chicago, where he says he

found the “bald eagerness for money off- 
putting,” While meditating one day in his 
lakefront apartment, Houseal spotted a 
monk walking by on the beach and invited 
him in for tea. The monk told him to go to 
Ladakh, a region in the Himalayas. Soon 
Houseal found himself at a monastery in 
Ladakh, where he was “transformed to 
accept Fate’s call and recognized the need to 
preserve ancient dance.”

As Houseal considers the transformations 
in his life-from a farming youth to 
professional dancer, from a college student 
to choreographer, and now as a dance 
preservationist, he observes that it can take 
30 years of meditation and practice in 
Bhutan to become a monk. “I look at myself 
and see how it took only four years at 
St. John’s to cultivate what has become a 
deep part of my being,” he says. “At 
St. John’s I developed my mind after I had 
already trained my body. And look where it 
took me-to the source, the Himalayas- 
where I can reach my life’s purpose.”

For more information on the Core of 
Culture’s dance preservation project in 
Bhutan, visit: www.coreofculture.org.

Top: Houseal in Kumasaka, a Japanese Noh 
PERFORMANCE, AT KlI TeMPLE. HoUSEAL SAYS 
HE WAS THE ONLY FOREIGNER IN 8OO YEARS TO 
BE ALLOWED TO PERFORM NoH AT THE TEMPLE.

Left: Bhutanese farmers, who are also lay 
MONKS, REHEARSE A TRADITIONAL DANCE IN 
THE VILLAGE OF UrA.
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Adventures in the Orient

J
-OAN E. Cole (class of 1957) has been seeing the world 
since her retirement from the New York Public Library 
System and just returned from a trip to Japan and China. 
“Seeing the evidence of their long pasts puts our past 
in greater perspective. The U.S. is just a baby that can 
and should learn from the ‘elders.’ Museum visits, 

temples, and a performance of acrobats made it a most 
memorable trip.”

1942
Ernest J. Heinmuller 
writes, “Having moved from 
St. Michaels, Md., I am now in
Easton, Md., recently 
appointed to the Emergency 
Medical Treatment
Committee.”

Lee Mace is enjoying 
retirement life at Leisure 
World in Silver Spring, Md. 
“Indulging myself with 
travel-mostly cruises! ”

1948
“I became a great-grandfather, 
doubly, with George Klimov 
born October 5, aoo4, and 
Shawn Trimble, born October 
13,2004,” writes George R. 
Trimhle, Jr.

1962
Michael Elias is set to direct 
his adaptation of the Anthony 
Burgess novel A Dead Man 
in Deptford on the life of 
Christopher Marlowe. Michael 
is living in West Los Angeles 
with his 13-year-old son, Fred,

1964
Attention, any Johnnies living 
in England: Patricia Carney 
would be glad to organize a 
seminar for college alumni 
living in the U.K. “I am in 
Cambridge. Suggested 
reading: Omerus by Derek 
Walcott.”

1969
Andrew Garrison (A) writes: 
“Our son Jesse is in his third 
year at Oberlin, studying 
metaphysics and documentary 
filmmaking.”

1970
Les Margulies (A) has been 
living in Kiev, Ukraine, for 
almost a year. “I am Chief 
Operating Officer of a group of 
companies in the advertising 
area (The Atlantic Group- 
www.agl-media.com).

“Kiev is nothing like you 
would think. It is not grey, 
Soviet, and depressing. It looks 

like a combination of Vienna, 
Paris, and Prague. There are 
not too many ex-patriots over 
here (excluding government, 
probably less than 1,000, so 
that makes me a bit of a big fish 
in a small pond). I love living in 
Europe and can’t imagine why I 
had not moved years before 
when various opportunities 
presented themselves. I do miss 
certain foods, such as peanut 
butter. Wheat Thins, and corn 
muffins. But on the other hand, 
excellent vodka is $3.5o/liter 
and that more than makes up 
for the other bits lacking.

“Living is much more expen
sive than you would think. 
With the exception of vice 
products (local beer, wine, 
vodka, and cigarettes (50 cents 
a pack), everything is the same 
price or more as in the States. 
Decent wine at a bar is 
$io/glass.

“Intellectually the work is 
very challenging and fun. Even 
though most of my friends and 
I am sure my fellow classmates 
are retired to warm climates 
somewhere, I am still going 
strong. I may not remember the 
details of Plato’s Republic, but I 
sure remember my first mixer 
at Chase Hall.”

1972
Ilene Lee (A) celebrated her 
birthday this year with an 
early-morning ascent to the 
top of Mount Tam in Marin 
County, Calif. She writes: 
“Wow-what a view!”

1973
Sheila Bobbs Armstrong 
(SF, SFGI95, EC93), had an 
intellectually stimulating 
summer. “I just did the 
Summer Classics: Nietzsche, 
three comedies, and Sri 
Aurobindo. I needed to kick
start my brain. My eldest son, 
Ian, is a junior at St. John’s, 
and my son Gamon is a senior 
at Occidental College in L.A. 
My third son, Quinn, is a high 
school senior at Idyllwild Arts 
Academy in L.A. Mike and I 
are still in Santa Fe, Perth, 
and traveling. I still teach 
occasionally.”

Dr. Mary Batteen (A) was 
made a full professor at the 
Naval Postgraduate School in 
July. She is the chair of the 
Oceanography Department 
there and regularly teaches 
graduate courses in physical 
oceanography and advises M.S. 
and Ph.D. students. She was 
recently interviewed for a 
book. Careers in Focus, which 
was published in 2004. She has 
two children: Matthew, 13, and 
Elizabeth, 8. Her husband, 
Tim Stanton, is a field 
oceanographer who has 
traveled to the North Pole, 
Antarctica, and Brazil, all 
this year.
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Bursting with parental pride, 
Jon T. Ferrier (A) writes, 
“Our daughter, Valerie, is 
halfway through law school at 
St. John’s University in New 
York, and Kayne and I are on 
the L.S.D.-the Law School 
Diet-for the next couple of 
years-just in time for our 35th 
class reunion! Pride abounds, 
and our hearts soar, like the 
eagle.”

1976
Richard Bradley Bonds (SF) 
is a nursing student.

“Things have heen a little quiet 
since St. John’s and law 
school,” writes William W. 
Campbell (A). “In 3004,1 got 
the Honorary Young Farmer 
Award from Pennsylvania 
Young Farmers for ‘support of 
adult farmer education in 
Pennsylvania.’ Now that is 
excitement!”

1977
David Pex (SF) got married 
August 14, 3005. “Complete 
with instant family! Ages 4, 6, 
and 8!”

Carla Schick (A) is still 
writing. “I will he published in 
a small independent journal 
called Defect Cult. Other 
poems have been published in 
the Peralta Press and Word is 
Bond.^"

1979
Susan Herder (SF) loves 
living in San Francisco and 
working as a self-employed 
neuro-muscular therapist: “I 
have more free time now, as I 
completed a pre-med program 
at San Francisco State 
University last year. (What a 
trip, to have come t8o degrees 
from shunning the sciences!) 
I do a lot of sports-I’ll run my 
first marathon (in the wine 
country in France!) in 
September, and regularly swim 
in the bay. I think about my 
classmates often and send you 
all the best.”

1981
Marilynn Smith (SFGI) 
reports that her move from 
California to Texas went 
smoothly last summer. “Living 
near my daughter and her 
family (including three 
grandchildren) is priceless,” 
she adds.

1983
Jonathan ANroNio Edelman 
(A) returned to graduate 
school after 30 years in the film 
industry. “I am working 
towards a master’s degree at 
Stanford University in the 
Joint Program in Design 
(mechanical engineering and 
art). My wife, Annie, and I are 
very happy parents of a new 
baby boy, Liam Elijah Talbot

Edelman, born on May 36.
I can be contacted at 
edelman3@stanf0rd.edu.”

Margaret Graham (SF) is still 
living in Boulder, Go., with her 
husband, three kids, one dog, 
two budgies, and ii chickens. 
She recently began taking 
prerequisites for nursing 
school, but notes there is a 
three-year waiting list to get in.

1984
Peter Green (A) just started a 
new job as deputy business 
editor at The New York Post. 
He often runs into Robert 
George (A85), who writes 
editorials for the Post. Catch 
up with him on his work 
e-mail: pgreen@nypost.com

News from Barry and Cynthia 
Hellman (A): Thia Keppel 
Hellman is one of the Hampton 
University leaders organizing 
the effort to build a state-of- 
the-art proton radiation 
therapy center in Hampton, 

Va. The project will cost 
approximately $180 million 
and take several years to 
complete. The certificate of 
public need (COPN) was 
awarded recently.

Fr. Robert Nicoletti (SF) 
was apologetic about not 
sending in his Alumni 
Association dues this year, but 
he has good reason, he notes: 
“As a missionary with two 
orphanages and a soup kitchen 
(300 people a day), I need to 
find funds.” He asked 
St. John’s alumni to consider 
supporting “these very human
itarian activities in the 
Ukraine. Many thanks and 
prayers.”

1987
John Sellers (A) is “married 
to Becky Woods, teaching 
grades 8-r3 math and science, 
including chemistry and 
physics. Challenging!”

continued onp.

Honoring Excellence

J
 “IM Sawatzki (AGI91) a teacher at Bethel High School in 

Spanaway, Wash., has been named Washington History 
Teacher of the Year by the Gilder Lehrman Institute of 
American History and Preserve America. He received a 
$1,000 honorarium, and a core archive of history books 
and materials was donated to his school library.

The History Teacher of the Year Award honors one excep
tional K-13 teacher of American history from each state and U.S. 
territory; selection is based on criteria including experience in 
teaching American history for at least three years; a deep career 
commitment to teaching American history; evidence of 
creativity and imagination in the classroom; and close attention 
to documents, artifacts, historic sites, and the other primary 
materials of history.
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Logos in Action
David Veazey, Ayr

BY Rosemary Harty

A
man who uses the power 
of rational speech 
unjustly can do great 
harm, Aristotle writes in 
Rhetoric. David Veazey 
(A97) does just the 
opposite; he employs carefully chosen 
words, solid evidence, and a well-crafted 

argument to save lives by helping to fight 
the spread of HIV/AIDS in Russia, where 
the government has downplayed the risk

HIV hysteria must first be eradicated.”
The writing he does now is much 

different from the approach he took when 
he sat down to pen his senior essay on 
Plato’s Sophist. “St. John’s requires a 
different sort of writing that I never use in 
the outside world-that is, asking a lot of 
questions and not necessarily coming to 
any conclusion compared to thesis
argument-conclusion that the rest of the 
world is used to,” he explains.

Veazey’s route to Russia began at 
Fordham University in New York, where 
he was attending graduate school in 
economics and working part time and 
during summer breaks for Doctors 
Without Borders. He worked as a 
grant writer, then as a researcher for the 
international humanitarian organization’s 
access-to-medicines campaign. Ulti
mately, the work steered him away from 
economics.

while new cases rise at an alarming rate.
Veazey lives in Moscow, where he works 

as a grant proposal writer for AIDS 
Foundation East-West (AFEW), a Dutch 
non-governmental humanitarian public 
health organization that seeks to reduce 
the impact of HIV/AIDS in Eastern 
Europe and Central Asia. The job taps two 
of his best attributes: he’s passionate 
about making a difference in the world 
and skilled at drawing together informa
tion from many sources and assembling a 
persuasive argument.

Consider Veazey’s 
editorial in the Kiev 
Post, which sought to 
meet the “rising 
hysteria” about 
HIV/AIDS in the 
Ukraine tvith clear and 
dispassionate logic. 
He pointed out that 
the stigma associated 
with the disease 
discourages people 
from being tested, 
tackled prevailing 
myths about how HIV 
is spread, and asked 
ordinary citizens to 
educate themselves 
and get involved in the 
fight against the 
disease. “In order to 
seriously address the 
HIV/AIDS epidemic 
in Ukraine,” he 
concluded, “the 
epidemic of fear and

Veazey developed persuasive writing 
skills on his own, noting that four years 
of the Socratic method prepared him well 
for the work he does today. “When I am 
working on grant proposals I try to act as 
sort of a Socratic midwife. I’m not an 
expert on any particular AIDS issue, 
but I try to ask the experts questions that 
will help them come up with a good 
project that will be interesting to a donor. 
This approach has St. John’s written all 
over it.”

“I became very interested in how the 
pharmaceutical industry worked and how 
it affected drug development for tropical 
diseases,” Veazey says. “I wanted to tie it 
to my economics studies in industrial 
organization somehow. I came up with 
several good thesis topics but the problem 
was finding the data to work with. All of 
my classmates were working on very 
esoteric topics with little relevance to 
people’s lives. This was mainly because 
the availability of data largely determines 

the topic. So I 
became more 
convinced that 
economics is 
inherently unable 
to answer any 
meaningful ques
tions. . . I couldn’t 
see myself doing it 
as a career because 
of that.”

When the 
September ii 
terrorist attacks 
sent the city of

continued onp. gr

Life in Russia is 
ALWAYS INTER
ESTING, SAYS David 
Veazey, here with 
HIS WIFE, Elena 
Rudych, in Voloko
lamsk, A SMALL 
TOWN TWO hours 
from Moscow.
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continued

New York into an economic downturn, 
Veazey’s position at Doctors Without 
Borders came to an end, and he couldn’t 
find work anywhere-even part time. 
Veazey decided that the time was right to 
visit a friend in Moscow, where he could 
explore the job market.

It was a risky move, primarily because 
English is not widely spoken in the city, 
and Veazey spoke no Russian. At first he 
patched together freelance work writing 
for magazines and newspapers for the 
U.S. expatriate community. That led to a 
job working for the Russian news agency 
Prime-Tass. Veazey’s language skills 
improved and he learned to edit “really, 
really fast,” but the job paid very little. 
Then he spotted an advertisement for a 
position with Aids Foundation East-West, 
“jumped on it, and got it.” His title is 
senior adviser on proposal development; 
in other words, bringing in money. He’s 
been at it for three years now, and his 
work is driven by urgency.

The AIDS epidemic is still new to the 
former Soviet Union, he says. According 
to UNAIDS, 860,000 people in Russia 
have HIV/AIDS, the majority of whom 
are drug users who contracted the virus 
from contaminated needles. The outbreak 
may be much higher than reported by the 
government, says Veazey. Many more 
people may not be aware they have HIV.

“The estimates vary widely because 
there isn’t any good data available. Some 
estimates are higher than a million. In the 
highest HIV-prevalence areas like Irkutsk 
and Samara, more than i percent of the 
population is estimated to be HIV
positive. Once it goes beyond i percent, 
the epidemic can easily become self- 
sustaining,” he says.

East-West sponsors projects supporting 
local organizations that work with 
injecting drug users, a method called 
“harm reduction,” says Veazey. “The 
ultimate goal is to get them not to use 
drugs, but in the meantime, they can use 
clean needles.”

Another foundation project seeks to 
prevent the spread of HIV in prisons; 
inmates have been trained as outreach 
workers, medical professionals and 
psychologists were trained on pre- 
and post-HIV test counseling, and 
disciplinary and custodial staff received 

training on reducing risk in the work 
place.

Until about five years ago, the Russian 
government was not aggressively involved 
with the spread of AIDS, Veazey says. 
“Politicians had been talking about 
increasing border security because they 
think the disease comes from abroad,” 
Veazey says.

The government became more active 
after Veazey’s organization and four 
others attracted grant funding from the 
Global Fund to Fight AIDS, Tuberculosis, 
and Malaria, an international fund with 
$7.a billion in pledges to fight three 
deadly epidemics. The Russian govern
ment donated $20 million to the fund,

''When lam working 
on grantproposals

I try to act as sort of a 
Socratic midwife. ”

David Veazey, A97

but did not apply for any grants itself. 
“In 2003 AFEW and the four other 
organizations applied for and won 
$89 million in grants over five year for 
HIV prevention,” says Veazey, who was 
the lead writer. “This caused some 
embarrassment among proud Russian 
officials. There were a lot of behind-the- 
scenes discussions about whether they 
were going to allow us to go forward or 
not. One faction of the government even 
put together its own proposal at the last 
minute to try to sabotage ours. But in the 
end, we prevailed.”

The following year, the government 
submitted its own successful proposal to 
the Global Fund for a similar amount, but 
focusing on HIV treatment, Veazey adds.

“Now things are starting to change. 
President Putin announced in a speech 
recently that he was ordering the 
government to increase its budget for 
AIDS by 20 times. Of course, we have to 
see what they actually do with this money, 
but the environment is sharply different 
from a few years ago,” he says.

A favorite aspect of his job is writing 
editorials and getting them published in 

newspapers such as the Kiev Post. Once, 
he criticized the European Union for not 
taking a big enough role in prevention; 
another time he admonished the 
U.S. government for advocating 
abstinence-only programs. The U.S. 
“essentially enforces abstinence because 
they offer a lot of money and people 
normally don’t refuse.”

Life in Moscow can be hectic. A native 
of Chattanooga, Tenn., Veazey has never 
grown used to living among so many 
people: “At 12 million people, Moscow is 
much bigger than New York. There are a 
lot of high rises, and the city has a kind of 
a grim exterior. There are a lot of reasons 
to be grim, because there’s so much 
poverty here.

Then there are the challenges of 
everyday life in a city where some modern 
conveniences have not quite caught on. 
Says Veazey, “the most annoying thing for 
a Westerner are small food shops called 
producty. You walk in and there are about 
four different counters for different kinds 
of goods and you have to ask each person 
for what you want, they weigh it and tell 
you how much it costs, you go back to the 
cashier and pay for it, you bring your 
receipt back, and you can get whatever 
you bought. Then, you have to do it over 
again at the other counters.”

Life in Moscow improved dramatically 
for Veazey in 2003, when he married 
Elena Rudykh, who works as an assistant 
network administrator. Elena’s family 
lives in Novosibirsk, in Siberia, and 
Veazey loves visiting the region. “Once 
you get outside the city, the countryside is 
beautiful, especially in winter, with birch 
trees and snow,” he says.

His favorite thing about Russia is the 
character of the people: good-natured in 
spite of a hard life, resilient, friendly-and 
devoted readers of great literature. 
“Everyone here has read Tolstoy and 
Dostoevsky. It’s pretty amazing,” he says.

Veazey and his wife are starting to think 
about moving back to the U.S., where 
Veazey would like to attend law school. 
He’s still interested in advocacy. “I think 
I’ve come to the conclusion that I’m not 
going to save the world,” Veazey says. “It 
just feels good doing this kind of work, 
and I want to continue doing it.”
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Senegal Bound

A
llison Anne Arnold (SFoi) has been busy: 
“After leaving Santa Fe, I went back to school at 
the University of Maryland, where I completed a 
B.S. in Soil Science. I then worked for two years 
as a carpenter’s apprentice/site manager for 
Blakketter Craftsmen (whose newest employee is 
Anne Neadham, Aoi.) I also took time off to volunteer with Red 
Feather Development Group, building strawbale homes on 

Indian Reservations (Hopi and Chippewa). I’m now on my way 
to Senegal as a Sustainable Agriculture Extension Agent with 
the Peace Corps. If anyone will be traveling through, they 
should see me (for the next two years).”

1988
Laurie Cooper (A) and Don 
Kugelmass were waiting the 
arrival of their third child, 
expected this January. Laurie 
continues to practice 
psychotherapy in a community 
mental health clinic.

1989
Beverly J. Angel (SFGI) is 
now practicing intellectual 
property law with the firm 
D. McDaniel LLP.

Lee Carpenter (A) is busy 
completing a law degree at the 
University of Maryland School 
of Law; he expects to graduate 
in May aoo6.

1990
Graham Harman (A) reports 
that his book Guerilla 
Metaphysics was published in 
August by Open Court. He is 
still teaching at the American 
University in Cairo, Egypt.

Clinton Pittner (SF) “got 
divorced, but took a cross
country motorcycle trip from 
Alabama to California (6,500 
miles round trip), which was 
nice. Found out there’s a K-ia 
school that has a program 
[similar to St. John’s], and even 
has two Johnnies as teachers!”

Ken Turnbull (A) writes, 
“My wife, Leslie, and I 
continue to be astounded and 
delighted by our i6-month-old 
daughter, Fiona.”

1991
Teddi Ann Galligan and 
David Alan Diggs (both AGI) 
“announce with great joy the 
birth of their second daughter.

Josephine Lucia Diggs- 
Galligan on July 20, 2005, in 
Washington, D.C. Big sister 
Sophia Emmanuelle is enjoying 
her new status immensely.”

Anne Schuchman (A) and Jim 
Berrettini (AGI93) joyfully 
announce the birth of Augus
tine James, August 22, 2005. 
Gus joins Samuel (6) and Stella 
(3). Jim is a manager at Time, 
Inc. Anne received her Ph.D. in 
Italian Studies from New York 
University in 2004 and is an 
adjunct professor at NYU and a 
research affiliate with the 
University of Michigan. “We’re 
living in Rutherford, N.J., have 
started homeschooling, and 
would love to get in touch with 
other Johnny homeschoolers 
(ams8050@nyu.edu or 
jpb@alum.mit.edu).”

1992
Elyette Block Kirby (SF) 
writes, “I am living half an 
hour south of Paris with my 
husband and three children, 
Benjamin, 4; Bronwyn, 3; and 
Luca, I. I’m always looking to 
meet other Johnnies living in 
the area...or traveling 
through.”

1993
Valerie Dufe-Strautmann 
(SF) gave birth last August 
to Northanna Mildred 
Strautmann. She and her 
husband, Jake Strautmann, live 
in Watertown, Mass. You can 

drop her a note by e-mail: 
vsd_str@yahoo. com

1994
Bill Kowalski (SF) and his 
wife, Alexandra Nedergaard, 
are proud to announce the 
birth of their second child, 
Chloe Sophia Kowalski, on 
December 6. “On the very 
same day, the paperhack 
edition of my fourth novel. 
The Good-Neighbor (Harper
Collins), arrived on my 
doorstep, reminding me that 
December i was the official 
release date. This edition 
includes a P.S. section, 
comprised of an essay, an inter
view, and a recommended 
reading list, all by yours truly. 
The essay is about St. John’s. 
It’s written for people who 
have never heard of us, and it 
gives a very general overview of 
the Program, so it won’t 
contain anything particularly 
new or enlightening for John
nies. But I hope it helps bring 
SJC some more of the national 
exposure it so richly deserves 
(and international as well-the 
hook will be translated into 
German and Swedish).”

Colin and Emily Ray (both A) 
have big news: “Our daughter, 
Marina Claire, was horn on 
December 2, 2004. We just 
moved into our new house in 
Tokyo. We’d enjoy having a 
Johnnie visit us!”
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Fair Play
Shana Hack (Ag^) Loves Toys

wi Rosemary Harty

S
ince graduating from St.
John’s College, Shana 
Hack (A95) has heen 
selling toys for a living, 
primarily in various stores 
around Santa Fe. When 

the time came to make some deci
sions about her future. Hack decided 
that she was happy selling toys. “I just 
realized I wanted my own toys,” she 
says.

Hack was sorry to miss what would 
have been her loth reunion last 
September, but she had just opened 
Moon Rabbit Toys, a block from the 
Plaza on Guadalupe Street in Santa 
Fe. It’s a family enterprise. Hack’s 
husband, Scott Cox, a carpenter, built 
shelves for the store. Her mother, 
Karen, became her first employee. 
From the beginning. Hack was out to 
create an extraordinary toy store, one 
that reflected her own values. Only 
two toys in her store require batteries. 
Most toys are made from natural 
wood, and Hack scours catalogs and Web 
sites to find toys produced under fair labor 
conditions.

“I found some amazing companies in 
Thailand that make toys of renewable wood 
and that follow European Union labor stan
dards. I buy a lot of toys made in the U.S., 
and some wonderful board games made in 
Germany. If I buy something from China, 
it’s because it’s a really decent toy. Where 
else are you going to get rubber chickens 
and Ruble’s Cubes?”

Don’t look for an Xbox or Game Boy in 
Hack’s store. “I love simple toys,” she says. 
“Take out a yo-yo and learn a trick. Who 
doesn’t love a Slinky? And Frisbees- 
they’re just brilliantly designed.”

Parents who remember how much fun it 
was to play with a Jiberwheel-a hand-held 
toy with a gyroscope-are buying them for 
their kids, but playing with them instead. 
Another popular toy is the goofy drinking 
bird, which provides a physics lesson every 
time he leans over to drink.

Shana Hack, with friends, at Moon 
Rabbit Toys.

Hack’s stock of board games has 
already attracted Johnnies who enjoy 
strategic games. “There’s the ‘Settlers 
of Catan,’ all about trading and 
developing cities; ‘Carcasonne,’ 
which involves building a map; and 
‘Hector and Achilles’-how could I 
resist that?”

When she’s a little better estab
lished, Hack would like to start a 
game night for Johnnies. Bringing 
students into the store would give her 
someone with whom she can discuss 
her favorite books: Herodotus’ Histo- 
rfcA-which she keeps in her store to 
peruse at leisure-and Moby-Dick.

With just a little advertising and a 
good location. Moon Rabbit Toys has 
already attracted a good base of 
parents, tourists, and children of all 
ages. The downside is that she’s been 

known to work a month without a day off- 
a small price to pay for the rewards of 
running her own show and being able to 
play with toys. “I’ve been dreaming about 
this for four years, planning it for two, 
and now I get to wake up every day and 
say, ‘I own my own toy shop-how cool is 
that?’ ” ♦

1995
M. Louise Heydt (SFGI) 
writes that her first book. 
Divine Rainbow, Nature as a 
Spiritual Teacher, was 
published in July 3005. It is for 
sale at the St. John’s bookstore 
in Santa Fe.

Tracy Christine Whitcomh 
(A) writes, “One more year of 
nursing coursework and I’ll be 
an RN-BSN! I spent a semester 
in Perth, Australia, and 
enjoyed riding camels as well 
as removing staple stitches. 
I’m still in Vermont. Anyone 
coming up to Burlington, 
feel free to look me up at tracy- 
whitcomb1973@hotmail.com. 
Cheers!”

1996
“Hello Johnnies,” writes 
Gwendolynne Barr (SFGI). 
“What do you think-evolution 
and/or intelligent design? 
Experiment today by stirring 
up the gene pool of the 
Northern California Alumni 
Association: www.teamrioja.org/ 
sjcaanc/index.html. We hold 

seminars throughout the year, 
as well as an annual symposium 
at Stag’s Leap winery in Napa. 
Good times, great (and other
wise) books.”
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1997
Jenn Coonce (A) works for 
WcightWatchers.com and is 
getting an M.A. in modern 
psychoanalysis at the Boston 
Graduate School for 
Psychoanalysis in New York.

Casey McFaden (AGI) recently 
accepted a position at Akin, 
Gump, Strauss, Haver, and 
Feld, LLP in Washington D.C., 
with a focus on the federal 
regulation of electric utilities.

Paul E. Tanner (AGI) recently 
accepted the Erickson 
Research Fellowship in 
Educational Policy at Michigan 
State University.

1998
Stephen Conn (SF) is happy to 
announce that one of his 
comic-strip series, “The 
Radioactive Rahbi,” has heen 
picked up hy the Newport, R.L, 
free weekly, the Mercury 
(WWW. newportmercury. com). 
He would also like to 
shamelessly plug his Sgt. 
Pepper/Great Books Authors 
T-shirt, available in both 
campus bookstores. He writes, 
“Best to all the ’97/’98ers!”

Glen Scott Cooper (AGI) is 
involved with an exciting new 
endeavor. “We are opening a 
new public charter school Aug. 
I, aoo6-Downtown Institute of 
Arts and Letters, a great books 
high school that is part of the 
small schools initiative of 
Milwaukee Public Schools,”

he writes. “I have asked David 
Reber (AGI) to be a consultant 
with our math curriculum, and 
if possible, to teach part time. 
The other six members of our 
development team are not 
Johnnies; however, they are 
aware of and support our great 
books approach. Most of them 
have attended at least one 
Touchstones workshop, and we 
expect to be asking for 
additional help from the 
Touchstones program as well 
as the great books program 
once we have a contract and 
start hiring additional 
personnel. We are constantly 
running into problems with 

our Milwaukee Public Schools 
administrators who don’t 
understand why we don’t want 
to operate the same as all the 
other schools.”

1999
John Cowherd (A) writes, 
“I took a month off and now 
I’m back working at the same 
place and waiting to get my 
Virginia bar exam results in a 
few weeks.”

Mike and Arby Soejoto (both 
A) are proud to announce the 
birth of their son, John 
Anthony, on July 10. Their 
daughter, Lucy, turned 2 last 
fall. The Soejotos live in 
Los Angeles, where Mike is an 
attorney, and Abby is a stay-at- 
home mom. They’d love to 
hear from any friends at 
msoejoto@pircher.com or 
asoejoto@sbcglobaLnet.

2000
William Conway (A) is living 
in Philadelphia, working at 
Saint Joseph’s University in 
administration. “I’m studying 
towards an MBA and am 
available to talk to students 
and alums about business 
school and working in higher 
ed administration: 
wconway@sju.edu.”

Chris Jones (SF) writes that 
all is “well in Tennessee. I’m 
practicing pastoral counseling, 
art, and Isha yoga. I miss 
St. John’s and friends there, so 
I hope to hear from some at 
kierkegaardvark@yahoo.com.”

“For the next eight months, I 
will be sailing as the director of 
Resource Development on the 
Voyage of Makulu,” writes 
Todd Wilson (SFGI). “We will 
sail from Australia to Italy, 
teaching New York City public 
school students world 
geography along the way. 
You can track the voyage at the 
organization’s Web site: 
www.reachtheworld.org.”

continued on pg. 42

Out of the Loop?

Catch up on all the latest news. Join the St. John’s College 
Alumni Online Community. Here, you can let friends know where 
TO find you, discover what former classmates are up to, share 
PHOTO galleries AND BLOGS, KEEP UP WITH ALUMNI EVENTS AND 
COLLEGE NEWS, AND CONNECT WITH OTHER ALUMNI WORKING IN YOUR 
FIELD. From the St. John’s home page (www.stjohnscollege.edu), 
CLICK ON ‘‘For Alumni” and follow the directions from there.

{The College- St. John's College ■ Winter 2006 }

WcightWatchers.com
mailto:msoejoto@pircher.com
http://www.stjohnscollege.edu


{Alumni Profile}

A Sweet Deal
PaulLaur (SFGIg^) Pursues a Values-CenteredEnterprise

BY Erica Naone (A05)

W
" hen he drove up 

to Denver 
recently to pour 
cider samples at 
a new chain 
grocery story, 

Paul Laur (SFGI95) took his 7-year-old 
son Gavin along. As president of Santa 

Fe Cider Company, Laur manages his 
business with Gavin and Nathaniel (4) 
in mind-involving them in the world 
of work while enjoying the time he 
spends with them.

“My sons go with me to pick the 
apples or to drive the truck to the 
press,” he says, “and that’s part of 
what makes the job fun.”

The manager of the grocery store 
had other ideas and told Laur it was 
unprofessional to have his son 
with him on the job. True to the 
philosophical tendencies that brought him 
to St. John’s, Laur went home and thought 
it over. What emerged was a clear view on 
the role of business in a person’s life, 
particularly his own.

“The manager was talking about 
corporate ethics-not professionalism at 
all,” Laur says. “I have a family-run 
business. It makes total sense to me to bring 
my family along for the ride. It’s a shame 
that corporations have to be so faceless.”

Laur has worked hard to bring the 
personal into the professional. When he 
started his business in Santa Fe, he looked 
for a way to fit himself into his chosen 
community. He wanted to attach his 
business to an existing story, and he found 
that story in the orchards of New Mexico. 
Planted by Spanish settlers 400 years ago 
with rootstock from Asturias in northwest 
Spain, the orchards risked losing their 
water rights to fast-growing urban 
communities nearby. Laur wanted to help 
keep water in rural communities and began 
working to create a market for apples from 
local orchards.

The way he approached being an 
entrepreneur came out of his liberal arts 
sensibilities. “My background has not been 
a business degree from Harvard,” he says. 
“It’s been about creating synergies with the

marketplace and with the community in 
which we live.”

Laur’s background, in fact, is 
adventurous and far ranging. He began 
his college career as a physics major at the 
University of California-Irvine, hoping to 
become a theoretical physicist. Sidetracked 
into a sailor’s life, he found himself, in the 
late 197OS, sailing a boat to Australia with 
three undergraduates from St. John’s in 
Annapolis: Steve Scott (A78), Preston Kelly 
(A8a), and John Fleming (A78). Laur had 
already heard about the college and had 
considered applying to St. John’s. Another 
old friend, Nick Kennedy (A81), had gone to 
St. John’s and introduced Laur to the three 
men in his Annapolis crew. The experience 
on the boat, Laur says, “elevated St. John’s 
to the short list of things I wanted to do in 
my life.”

“I suppose the main point about sailing 
with these guys,” Laur adds, “was that 
during the 10 weeks or so that it took us 
to reach Australia, we had one or two 
conversations about life and our condition. 
We didn’t spend much time in port-three 
days in Panama and three days in Tahiti-so 
most of the time we were logging miles at 
sea and under sail, only running the engine 
an hour a day to charge the batteries.”

After finishing his undergraduate degree 
at the California Maritime Academy, Laur

Paul Laur went from sailing the seas
IN A MERCHANT MARINE CAREER TO 
SELLING CIDER MADE FROM NeW MeXICO 
APPLES.

found a career in the Merchant Marine 
that allowed him to attend the graduate 
program at St. John’s in Santa Fe 
between trips to sea. He met his wife, 
Ruth, just as he was finishing up at 
St. John’s. It was then that Martin 
Crowley, who had hired Laur years 
before to deliver a sailboat, invited 
Laur to manage a rum factory for him 
in the Caribbean. This experience with 
Pyrat Rum introduced Laur to the art 
and science of taste.

“I became really good at picking up 
subtle differences and could identify 
which component was causing what, 

yet I still had a lot of stuff that fed my 
scientific geekism,” Laur says. “I love the 
scientific process, but without the tasting 
that goes along with it, it makes you a 
plumber at best, rather than a composer.” 

When Laur and his wife had their first 
son, they returned to Santa Fe rather 
than raise him in the Caribbean, “where it 
would be a battle to get him to wear shoes.” 
They founded the Santa Fe Cider Company 
in 1999-

Being in Santa Fe allowed Laur to 
participate in community seminars at 
St. John’s that have fed his intellectual and 
entrepreneurial interests. At a community 
seminar on Flannery O’Connor, Laur met 
Owen Lopez, executive director of the 
McCune Foundation, which supports small 
business and community development in 
Santa Fe. Lopez became a great supporter 
of Laur’s company. Laur also enjoyed a 
seminar led by tutor Krishnan Venkatesh, 
Graduate Institute director, on food, taste, 
and the culture of connoisseurs.

Laur aims constantly for connection: 
education to business, science to art, 
living to livelihood. “Having a liberal arts 
education,” he says, “means thatyou’re 
liberated from being ultra-conservative and 
having to have all the hghts green before 
you go forward.”
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2001
Matthew Lippart (SF) writes, 
“After four years of crashing 
up against the system, my 
school is getting its own 
building! Yay! In addition, I 
would like to teach overseas 
next year (China or India, 
preferably) so any advice, 
suggestions, or connections 
would be appreciated. (Online 
at mlippart@hotmaiLcom.)”

Talley Scroggs (A) and 
Louis Kovacs (Aoa) are 
living in Baltimore, Md. Lots 
in the works, Talley writes: 
Lou’s in medical school, Talley 
is working three jobs and 
applying to JD/MB A 
programs, and they’re getting 
“hitched” next June. They’d 
be happy to hear from anyone 
in town.

2002
Evan Draper (A) is “doing 
nothing special.” He lives in 
Philadelphia and is studying to 
be a counseling psychologist. 
Please contact him at 
woollyrubric@yahoo.com if 
you have any leads regarding 
the whereabouts of a video 
copy of Philoctetes: the 
Musical, the class of 2002’s 
notorious RealPlay. Also, he 
writes, please contact him if 
you can offer him a job in the 
Philadelphia area.

Amanda Kennedy Finney (SF) 
will begin her first year in the 
evening law program at

Southern Methodist University 
in Dallas, Texas, this August. 
She will be joining her 
husband, George Finney 
(SF99), who is starting his 
second year in the same 
program.

Erin Krasniewicz and Randy 
Pennell (both A) are living in 
Philadelphia and would love to 
hear from other Johnnies in 
the area. Randy works for the 
Associated Press, and Erin 
works for the Pew Charitable 
Trusts. “If you are going to 
visit Philadelphia and want to 
know where to find the best 
cheesesteaks, drop us a line 
first! (Hint: It’s not Pat’s or 
Gino’s.)”

Lauren Shofer (A) graduates 
from chiropractic school this 
April and will be spending the 
summer in Brussels, Belgium, 
learning French. She writes: 
“I would love to hear from 
anyone from St. John’s: 
Drlauren@gmail.com.”

2003
In June, Ann Carruthers (SF) 
finished her master’s degree in 
philosophy at the University of 
California, Irvine. She is now 
living in Austin, Texas, with 
Steven Orsinger (SF03) and 
beginning a Ph.D. program in 
political philosophy in the 
Government department at 
the University of Texas.

Rebecca Anne Dwyer (SF) 
has been accepted to study at 
the University of Edinburgh’s 
Master of Science program in

Applied Linguistics beginning 
in fall 3006: “I am very 
excited about this, having 
spent the last two years 
teaching English as a second 
language in Taiwan and China 
(which, according to the 
Chinese, are the same),” she 
writes. “I am glad that the 
St. John’s education has 
prepared me for graduate 
study and that the good people 
in Scotland realize it. The 
program is 13 months long. 
Edinburgh was my first choice 
because of the vast linguistic 
resources they have.”

2004
Mary Duffy (A) has signed on 
for a lo-month stint with 
AmeriCorps at the South 
Whidbey Community 
Engagement Center in 
Washington State. “Whidbey 
Island is in the Puget Sound, 
about an hour north of Seattle, 
including the ferry ride,” 
writes Mary. “I’ll be living on 
the island, sharing a house 
with two other volunteers on a 
stretch of Sunlight Beach, 
which sits on Useless Bay. 
I am still writing poetry and I 
hope to finish a novel in verse 
by next summer. I would love 
to hear from Johnnies in the 
Pacific Northwest, and can 
be e-mailed at 
hisgirlfriday@gmail.com.”

2005
John C. Gorczynski (SF) 
writes: “I have enjoyed 
working for the mayor’s Office 
of Public Safety and Homeland 
Security in Houston, Texas. I 
am very excited to be moving 
to the San Francisco Bay area 
this fall with Katie de Mahy 
(SF03). See all you alumni out 
there.”

Mark Ingham (SF) is living 
the contemplative life: “I drive 
a vacuum in the North 
Canadian Oilfield while 
listening to my own audio 
recordings of Nietzsche.”

What’s Up?
The College wants to hear from 
you. Call us, write us, e-mail us. 
Let your classmates know what 
you’re doing. The next issue 
will be published in May; dead
line for the alumni notes 
section is March 15.

Alumni notes posted to the 
college’s online community will 
also be included in The College. 
Visit www.stjohnscollege.edu; 
click on Alumni.

In Annapolis:
The College Magazine
St. John’s College, P.O. Box 3800 
Annapolis, MD 31404;
rosemary.harty@sjca.edu

In Santa Fe:

The College Magazine 
St. John’s College 
1160 Camino Cruz Blanca 
Santa Fe, NM 87505-4599; 
alumni@sjcsf.edu
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Remembering Ralph Swentzell

Santa Fe tutor Ralph Swentzell, a faculty 
member from 1966 until his retirement in 
2003, died of cancer last summer. At a 
memorial service September 25, he was 
remembered as a lifelong learner, as a man 
with many diverse interests, and as a 
devoted husband and father. In the words 
of Dean David Levine, Mr. Swentzell 
represented for many of his colleagues 
“the paradigm of the St. John’s tutor: 
An insatiable desire for learning joined to a 
generous spirit, he mentored and inspired 
generations of students and tutors alike.”

Similarly, Mr. Swentzell’s ability to 
balance the demands of being a St. John’s 
tutor, while raising a family and pursuing 
many diverse interests, inspired colleagues 
such as Tim Miller, who joined the faculty 
shortly after Mr. Swentzell. “Because of 
the hours of study needed by a tutor 
teaching parts of the Program for the first 
time, the strain on the tutor’s home life is 
enormous. . . I think Ralph found a 
balance between the two 
obligations as well as any tutor 
I have known. The collaboration 
of Rina and Ralph in designing 
and building their beautiful solar 
home remains an inspiration for 
me and I’m sure for many 
others.”

The following are some 
additional remembrances from 
Mr. Swentzell’s colleagues and 
friends:

Jorge AiGLA,Tutor

Ralph Swentzell was born in East 
Patterson, N.J., on July 13,1938, 
attended the local public high 
school, and joined the U.S. Air 
Force Band at the age of 17 in 
1956, where he remained for four 
years playing clarinet. In his free 
time he read widely and was 
much affected by the writings of 
Freud. He went to study 
psychology at Highlands 
University in Las Vegas, N.M., 
where he came under the 
tutelage of Robert Bunker and 
Stuart Boyd, and where he also

"'He liked to play 
with ideas, not because 
he took them lightly, 
but because he found 
them so beautiful and 

fascinating.
Tom Simpson

met his wife and life companion, Rina. 
After Mr. Bunker and Mr. Boyd were 
recruited to St. John’s College, 
Mr. Swentzell followed, and he joined 
our faculty in 1966, retiring in 2003 after 
37 years of active and exceptional teaching 
(and learning).

Ralph Swentzell made significant 
contributions to our Program: he was 
instrumental in introducing original papers 
to our music and junior mathematics 
tutorials, and his helpful handwritten notes 
for the junior and senior laboratories and 
senior mathematics are legendary in their 
clarity and true liberal approach. Ralph was 
an early incentive in the planning and 
formulation of the Eastern Classics 
program, and was responsible for the first- 
ever computer-based Chinese lexicon. 
Several of us had the privilege to be in his 
“Computers and the Mind” Schmidt 
Study Group the first year this fellowship 
was awarded.

If there ever was a man who learned from 
learning, it was Ralph Swentzell. For him, 
teaching was an excuse for touching
students and colleagues. To co-lead a 
seminar with him or to be in a tutors’ 
meeting with him, were transforming 
experiences. Every conversation (about 

anything) was a conversion. One 
could feel oneself learning from 
him and being changed by his 
authentic human presence.

Ralph illuminated the texts, 
never disposing of them; he opened 
the books while he allowed himself 
to be intimately and personally 
opened by them. One could often 
hear him in the hallway or Quad. .. 
saying to his interlocutor: “Yeah, 
yeah that sounds right, and from 
what you are saying it is as if.. .” 
and then he went on clarifying and 
amplifying whatever was centrally 
at stake in the conversation.

His personal interests were deep 
and broad: neural networks, 
consciousness, quantum 
mechanics, computer modeling, 
relativity, emergence, Chu Hsi 
and Neo-Confucianism, Bodhid
harma, thermodynamics, 
biochemistry. Ralph was an 
intrepid wind surfer, a house

A MAN WITH MANY INTERESTS, TUTOR 
Ralph Swentzell left his mark on 
St. John’s College. 
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builder (he and his family 
built their lovely home in 
Santa Fe and their weekend 
home in Madrid), a jogger, 
and a lover of sweets and 
used bookstores, and since 
his retirement, he was 
engaged in learning how to 
play the guitar.

As an individual he was 
kind, gentle, acute, compas
sionate, without a tinge of 
pride in his polymathy or 
intelligence. Through him 
many of us were granted a 
glimpse into the mystery of 
friendship.

Ralph was a devoted 
husband for 45 years and a 
loving father of three 
wonderful daughters, 
grandfather of twelve, and 
great-grandfather of three 
children. He made time to be 
with his family, and to make 
a family.

Tom Simpson 
Tutor Emeritus

In thinking about Ralph Swentzell, the 
word that comes first to my mind is 
“hearty.” I think of his hearty laugh, his 
zest for ideas, his love for people and for 
the world-his total dedication to the 
pursuit of truth, and an almost diffident 
modesty about any claim to having arrived 
at it! For many years, Ralph and I have 
been good companions in adventures of all 
sorts, including, most of all, adventures of 
the mind. Whatever crazy idea I came up 
with, I could always count on him to give a 
hearing to, and find some possibilities in it, 
but when I came up with a seemingly safe 
and innocuous idea, he would say gently 
that he’d been wondering about that-and I 
would find that the idea I had thought so 
simple and secure in fact had a very 
different side, and opened up in ways I had 
never imagined.

He liked to play with ideas, not because 
he took them lightly, but because he found 
them so beautiful and fascinating. The 
more seriously he took them, the more he 
delighted in that play. I think it’s fair to say 
that however far afield his personal inter
ests took him, the college was always in 
some way close to the center of his life-not

in its institutional aspect, certainly, but 
because those books and those questions 
were always so vivid and vital to him. They 
were part of his lifeblood, and that is why it 
was always so exciting to share them with 
him. He suffered immensely-more than 
most of us, I suspect-when institutional 
constraints seemed to cramp and distort 
that open chase for truth.

He did indeed voyage far from the known 
shores of our Western learning! Armed with 
that computer program he had devised to 
open Chinese works to our tutorial way of 
starting out by reading fascinating texts -he 
took off for the far shores of Eastern thought. 
He went to the core of the question of what 
language is, and how it serves thought. He 
knows, as Scott Buchanan had before him, 
that it is only by getting far outside the 
confines of our presuppositions, that we 
might be able to see ourselves in our true 
proportions-not as Western, or Eastern, but 
as fully human. With the Eastern Studies, he 
threw a challenge to the college, one which I 
always felt we had really failed to hear. It is 
not too late for that!

When Ralph got hold of a good idea, he 
would not let go of it. Many years ago, 
when he and I were thinking about possible 
spaces and other worlds, we began 
wondering about the strange structure of 
the Lobachevskian geometry. What would 

it mean, we wondered, to be 
living in a world like that? 
We tended to conclude, as 
everyone does, I guess, that 
depending on the scale, 
things might not seem so 
different. The closer you got, 
the less you would know 
where you were! There 
seemed to be a moral in that. 
We had that conversation 
long ago. But just a few 
weeks ago I had a chance to 
visit with Ralph one more 
time, catching him, as it 
happened, at a moment when 
he was briefly filled again 
with his old exuberance. He 
went up the little stairs to his 
computer room to make me a 
copy of the latest version of 
the Chinese dictionary-and 
then called down, “Hey! 
Come on up! I want to show 
you something! ” Thinking 

back to that old conversation, he had 
worked up a computer program which was 
ready to take you anywhere you wanted to 
go in the Lobachevskian world. You could 
go to any farthest corner, and there look 
around to see what the cosmos looked like. 
Sure enough-our old speculation was 
verified: the deeper you got into that 
cosmos, the more it looked like home!

Ralph had achieved a special stance, at 
some far corner of the cosmos best known to 
him-from which he could see all his worlds 
at once-the Western one, with the music, 
the mathematics, the quantum perplexities 
he loved so much-the Pueblo one, in its deep 
peace with the cosmos-and the Chinese one, 
with its special power to see truth as at once 
aesthetic and whole. He hasn’t solved every
thing, or maybe anything, but he had seen so 
much! He was ready to take it all on, with 
that hearty laugh and an undying sense of 
wonder and amazement.

It was very typical of Ralph that at the 
end of our last few minutes together, he 
said he wanted to lend me a book. It was 
the philosophy of Hua-Yen, and he thought 
it might be just what I was looking for. I 
don’t yet know just what he meant, but I 
still have the book. I have my assignment, 
and I’ll see what I can do with it! ♦

(Read by Hans von Briesen)
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A Homecoming Tribute to Bill O’Grady
William O 'Grady was a tutor at St. John's 
College from nj7o until his death in tgS6. 
In a relatively short time at the college, 
Mr. O 'Grady made a lasting impression on 
many students and tutors, and his absence 
is stillfelt.

Mr. O’Grady now has a permanent 
memorial: a framed collage of pictures 
taken on his wedding day, unveiled during 
Homecoming in the Coffee Shop. Several 
former tutors, friends, and colleagues of 
Mr. O ’Grady gathered to share their memo
ries. Santa Fe tutor Cary Stickney, A’25, 
offered this tribute:

When we call to mind the dead that we love 
we sometimes make them better than they 
were. Especially if they diedyonng or 
untimely we try to balance our sense of 
what was taken from them with the most 
generous account of what they took: unahle 
to see why they should he gone while we 
remain, we conclude that it should he vice 
versa. So a certain kind of eulogizing is 
distantly akin to what Priam does when he 
calls his remaining sons worthless after the 
death of Hector, or even heaping dirt and 
ashes on his own head. There may also he a 
kind of suspicious ease in praising the 
dead: let their virtues he what they will, we 
feel we cannot he properly compared to 
them until our lives, too, are over.

I mention these dangers not supposing 
that hy naming them I can be sure of 
entirely escaping them, hut as an 
invocation of the spirit of truth. It should 
he possible to praise someone, even 
extravagantly, while speaking truly. I 
hope you will take what I say with less 
than a grain of salt.

I knew Bill O’Grady first as my 
sophomore math tutor, then through his 
Friday night lectures, then as a colleague 
when I became a tutor in Santa Fe and he 
spent several years on that campus.

I do not remember much of that math 
tutorial 33 years later; I was not working 
at it with real devotion or deep interest. 
I may not have been atypical: what I 
remember is Bill reading aloud to us 
sometimes-an essay or maybe a story
in what I now recognize were attempts to 
kindle a fire in our unseasoned, soggy 
souls. He did not try to blame or 

intimidate the class into more serious 
learning, nor did he lecture on what he 
himself had learned or was learning. He 
kept presenting us with opportunities.

Of the things he read, I remember only 
one. It was about a Mexican bullfighter 
whose nickname was “El Loco,” perhaps 
because on his bad days an unprejudiced 
observer might decide that he had just as 
good of a reason to be in the bullring as a 
lunatic escaped from an asylum. On those 
days it seemed a miracle he was not killed. 
But on his good days every move he made 
seemed a miracle of grace and skill. You 
left the stadium proud of the whole human 
race. El Loco had an enormous following, 
whether in spite of or because of one’s 
never knowing if a particular performance 
would be his best or his last. What, asked 
the writer, would it be like for us to judge 
one another and ourselves not on the basis 
of our everyday fumblings but according to 
what we are at our very best? That question 
continues to resonate for me, occasioned 
not only by my students or colleagues but 
also by my own mysterious inertia and 
capacity to disappoint myself.

But it was as an interpreter of texts in 
Friday night lectures and question periods 
that Bill O’Grady seemed to me to fully 
manifest his own gifts. He was the most 
penetrating reader I have ever known. 
He read not only with his mind but also 

with his heart. Under the light of his 
attention books revealed themselves to be 
more beautifully put together than I could 
have imagined possible, and to be more 
directly addressing my own heart and soul 
than I could have dared to hope, and these 
were not separate. . . He never talked down 
to students. I think this was because he had 
read and thought, to paraphrase Pascal, not 
like a professional scholar, but like a 
human being.

He once proposed as an example of what 
Socrates meant by finding his corroborating 
witness within the very one he sought to 
persuade the story of Nathan the prophet 
rebuking King David for his murder of 
Bathsheba’s husband, Uriah. Nathan tells 
David of a rich man who has taken his poor 
neighbor’s one ewe lamb, his beloved pet, 
and slaughtered it to feast a visitor, though 
he had many flocks of his own. David 
exclaims, “That man deserves to die!” and 
Nathan replies, “Thou art the man.” It is 
the vividness of David’s realization that the 
story is about him that I find in all of Bill’s 
encounters with texts. He is not present as a 
specialist, an impartial expert who has built 
an airtight case that will be most interesting 
only to fellow experts, but as a fellow doer 
and sufferer with the author, with the 
characters, whose own fate is tied to the 
questions of issue.

We are all prone to imagine that it might 
after all be best and most admirable to 
be some kind of expert about some
thing. Even El Loco on his good days 
looked as if he knew everything about 
bullfighting. And whether best or not, 
all kinds of expertise are necessary, if 
life is to be more than just survival. But 
whether all things in the world are as 
they are merely by necessity or because 
it is somehow for the best is not a 
question to be decided by expertise. 
And those for whom that question can 
be a matter of their own happiness or 
misery, of life or death, could do worse 
than to take Bill O’Grady as an 
exemplar, to read what he wrote and 
remember what he said and did, and to 
find his spirit alive in all that is best 
about St. John’s College.

Tutor William O’Grady
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Thomas McDonald, Class of 1948 
Former Tutor
Thomas McDonald, a tutor for three 
decades on both the Annapolis and Santa 
Fe campuses, died after a long illness from 
complications of Parkinson’s Disease on 
December 27, 2005, in Baltimore, Md. 
Mr. McDonald was born in Atwood, 
Kansas, and lived in Kentucky, Missouri, 
Iowa and Illinois before arriving in 
Alexandria, Virginia, in 1941 at the age of 
13. He enrolled in St. John’s at the age of 
16. The following summer at age 17, when 
informed that at 6'5" he was too tall to be a 
Marine, he requested and received a Senate 
Naval Affairs Committee waiver to enlist in 
July 1945-

Discharged in late 1946, Mr. McDonald 
attended the University of Virginia briefly 
and then entered the New School for Social 
Research in New York. There he studied 
philosophy under Karl Lowith and Hans 
Jonas. In 1958, after serving as a lecturer at 
the New School, he taught for three years 
in the University of Chicago’s Basic 
Program of Liberal Education. Following a 
year in Europe, he joined the St. John’s 
faculty in 1963. He taught for several years 
in the 1970s and 1980s at the college’s 
campus in Santa Fe, NM. He also served as 
a visiting professor at East Texas State 
University and as a visiting fellow at the 
Kennedy Center for Bioethics at 
Georgetown University. An authority on 
Kant, he spent his 1976-1977 sabbatical 
year in Germany. He retired in 1991, 
but continued to teach part-time.

Santa Fe tutor Jim Carey (class of 1967) 
had Mr. McDonald for his freshman 
math tutorial in 1963, and felt very 
fortunate to have known him as a tutor 
and a colleague. “He was in, my opinion, 
the finest tutor who ever taught at 
St. John’s,” Mr. Carey said.

Howell Cobb, Class of 1944 
FederalJudge
Howell Cobb, class of 1944, who had a 
distinguished career as a jurist, died 
Sept. 16. 2005. Judge Cobb was born in 
1922 to lawyer and state circuit Judge 
Howell Cobb and his wife, Dorothy Hart 
Cobb, in Atlanta, GA. He was reared in 
Georgia and Washington, D.C. From 1940 
to 1943, he attended St. John’s, but World 
War H interrupted his studies. He served 
as a second lieutenant in the Marine 
Corps, where he saw action as a

John Mack, class of 1945

fighter/bomber pilot in 
the South Pacific.

After the war. Judge 
Cobb earned an LL.B, 
from the University of 
Virginia 1948. He 
attended the University 
of Texas Law School to 
prepare for the Texas Bar 
Examination and in 1954 
was hired by the firm of 
Orgain, Bell, & Tucker in 
Beaumont. He became a 
partner in 1956. In 1985, 
President Ronald Reagan 
appointed Cobb a U.S. 
District Judge. He served 
for 20 years, assuming 
senior status as a sitting 
judge in March 2001.

Judge Cobb is survived 
by his wife, Amelie; six 
children; and 21 grandchildren.

John Mack, Class of 1945 
Former BVG Member
John Duncan Mack, class of 1945, of 
Concord and Chatham, Mass., died 
Sept. 27, 2005.

Mr. Mack was born in Brooklyn, N.Y., in 
1924 to Josephine and John George Mack. 
He served two tours as a sergeant in the 
U.S. Army Infantry in World War II in the 
South Pacific and was awarded a Silver Star 
and a Purple Heart.

Mr. Mack’s studies at Annapolis were 
interrupted by the war. He began at 
St. John’s as part of the class of 1945, but 
received his diploma in 1948. He became a 
very active supporter of the college, serving 
as a member of the Board of Visitors and 
Governors and as national fund-raising 
chairman. He graduated from Harvard 
Business School in 1950.

Mr. Mack began a long career as a 
marketing executive at Welch’s Grape Juice, 
followed by Procter & Gamble, Clairol, 
Bristol-Myers, and Gillette. From 1976-1992 
he was president of Carter-Products, Carter- 
Wallace, in New York City.

During his career, he was president of the 
Wave Hill Environmental Center in 
Riverdale, N.Y., and was elected to the 
Township Committee of East Amwell, N.J.,

where he served as Deputy Mayor. While 
living in Concord, he was a trustee of the 
Thoreau Society, trustee of the Thoreau 
Farm Trust, and a member of the Historic 
District Commission.

Mr. Mack is survived by his wife, Lorna 
Carey Mack; by his sisters, Anne Dean and 
Mary Hurst; by his four daughters, Pamela 
Mack, Sheila Mack, Carey Weber, and Lorna 
Sheridan; and by seven grandchildren.

Theodore X. Barber, class of 1947 
Psychologist
Theodore X. Barber, 78, whose pioneering 
research and writings explored hypnosis 
and the nature of consciousness, died of a 
ruptured aorta Sept. 10, 2005, in Boston. 
Hailed as one of the most prolific and 
revolutionary authors on hypnotism. 
Dr. Barber, a psychologist, developed the 
Barber Suggestibility Scale to examine 
scientifically the experience of individuals 
under hypnosis. He conducted his work 
for more than 35 years at the Medfield 
Foundation and Cushing State Hospital in 
Massachusetts.

Doing post-graduate work at Harvard, 
Dr. Barber read a paper in a British 
medical journal describing how hypnosis 
had improved an “incurable” skin 
condition of a teenage boy. The case, he 
later wrote, “indicated that the royal road 

{The College St John’s College ■ IVinter 2006 }



{Obituaries} 47

to solving the mind-body problem” was 
hypnosis.

Dr. Barber served as president of the 
Massachusetts Psychological Association 
and of the Hypnosis Division of the 
American Psychological Association. 
He received numerous awards, including 
the Presidential Award for Lifetime 
Contributions to the Field of Hypnosis, by 
the Society for Clinical and Experimental 
Hypnosis (aooa).

Two of his most widely read books are 
still in print; Hypnosis: A Scientific 
Approach (1969), and Advances in Altered 
States of Consciousness and Human 
Potentialities (1976).

In his work The Human Nature of Birds: 
A Scientific Discovery with Startling 
Implications (1993), he showed how birds 
have intelligence equal and sometimes 
superior to that of humans.

Born in 1927 to Greek immigrant parents 
in Martins Ferry, Ohio, Barber graduated 
from high school at age 15 then enrolled at 
St. John’s. He earned his doctorate in 
psychology at American University in 
Washington, D.C., and then moved to 
Boston to do post-graduate work at Harvard.

Henry Clay Smith, Class of 1934 
Psychology Professor
Henry Clay Smith, a member of the class of 
r934, died in West Tisbury, Mass., at the age 
of 92. Dr. Smith was born in T913 in 
Catonsville, Md., was raised by maiden aunts 
after the death of his mother, and attended 
St. John’s on a scholarship. After graduation, 
he went on to earn a doctorate of psychology 
at Johns Hopkins University.

For 38 years, he was a professor of 
psychology at Michigan State University. 
He taught, conducted research, and 
puhhshed books on industrial psychology, 
personality development, and sensitivity to 
people. His early work on the effects of 
music on productivity of assembly line 
workers helped make music part of the 
background of daily work hfe. Among his 
publications were three major textbooks and 
numerous articles.

Dr. Smith strove to achieve a rich, balanced 
life in the manner of his idol, Thomas 
Jefferson. He designed and built a house 
based around a three-story tower, which was 
his home for the past 30 years. His self
improvement projects ranged from yoga to 
developing a legacy blueberry patch and 
reading rpth-century novels. He was an avid 

player of tennis, golf, and croquet. The last 
of his writing projects, a biography of 
Thomas Jefferson, was in progress as his 
illness progressed.

Dr. Smith is survived by his wife, Nancy, 
three children, eight grandchildren, and six 
great-grandchildren.

Tania Forte, Anthropologist 
by Michael N. Fried (A8a)

Tania Forte (A85) died from a cerebral 
aneurysm on November 17, 2005. She was 
46. At the time of her death she was a visiting 
scholar at Hamline University in St. Paul, 
Minn., on leave from the anthropology 
department at Ben Gurion University of the

The goodness of her 
friendship was in its 
being both pleasing 

and elevating
Michael N. Fried (A82), on Tania Forte

Negev in Israel. She was highly regarded by 
her professional colleagues and she was 
loved by all those who had the good fortune 
of knowing her.

After leaving St. John’s, Tania studied 
anthropology at the University of Chicago 
and completed a Ph.D. there in aooo. Her 
doctoral work concerned transactions, land, 
and histories in a small Arab village in the 
Galilee. Her research during the last few 
years centered on the production and use of 
images of the Palestinian-Israeli conllict-the 
conflict through the lens of the television 
camera, one might say. She was also working 
on a book on the everyday practices of three 
generations of Palestinian women in the 
Galilee. In all this work, she saw people 
producing stories and images, and she was 
fascinated with how these verbal and visual 
accounts served both to represent the world 
and to define the identities of those 
producing them, in short, how people create 
themselves by the histories they teU.

Tania’s own history was itself an extraordi
nary tale. Her grandparents came from Gaza, 
Turkey, Iraq, and Italy; her parents. Clement 
and Daisy, were born in Egypt, were exiled 
by Nasser after the 1956 Suez war, and even

tually immigrated to France. Tania grew up 
in France, but she was born in London and 
kept a British passport-her only passport- 
all of her life. Tania would probably have 
allowed her British passport to quietly 
expire, were it not necessary to have some 
passport: such things were of little impor
tance to her. Thus she wrote in a little piece 
called “Weedlings”: “Since I’m not very 
good at nationalities I have not changed it 
[her passport] through years of living in 
four other countries, where the last thing 
anyone would suspect about me is that I 
am a subject of Her Majesty.” She was one of 
those people who seem to belong nowhere 
and everywhere.

Tania entered St. John’s in Annapolis as a 
Febbie in 1982.1 graduated that year and 
hardly knew Tania in the few months we were 
both at the college. But when she came to 
Ben Gurion University, we spoke about the 
college constantly. Like most of us, she felt a 
great sense of loyalty and debt towards 
St. John’s and believed it to be a central 
locus for her intellectual formation. Indeed, 
I can remember a conversation shortly 
before she left for Minnesota in which she 
said that it was becoming increasingly clear 
to her how genuinely different we are from 
our respective colleagues because of those 
four years in Annapolis.

I hope I will be forgiven for speaking just 
now in the first person, but Tania was a very 
good friend. And here I must say that Tania’s 
intellectual gifts were equaled by her 
capacity for friendship. As a friend she was 
warm and generous, she knew how to laugh- 
she had a wonderful laugh-but she also knew 
how to demand. She would not allow her 
friends to fall into easy self-pity, moral or 
intellectual laziness. The goodness of her 
friendship was in its being both pleasing 
and elevating.

Also Noted:

Winston Gilbert Gott, class of 1931, 
May 3005
W. Morris Shannon, Class of 1937, 
July 39,3005
Thomas Spence Smith, class of 1938, 
February 3005
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GOING HOME
Life in Katrinas Wake

BY Sara Roahen, SF94

O
n the last Tuesday in 
October, I flew home to 
New Orleans for the 
second time since 
Hurricanes Katrina and 
Rita lashed and inundated 
the city. On the approach, the plane sailed 
above Lake Pontchartrain, whose calm 

waters appeared impossibly untouched 
by the storms, and it cut across the 
Mississippi River’s bends, around which 
barges pushed and containers waited in 
tidy rows to he emptied or filled, just like 
they always had. The pilot took a wide 
right turn and noted over the intercom, 
“Ladies and gentlemen: there’s downtovwi 
New Orleans to your left.” It didn’t occur 
to me until later that he would have said 
the same thing to a cabin of tourists; at the 
time it made sense for him to point out a 
hopeful, unflooded area to those of us 
whose stomachs wrenched at the thought 
of returning to our devastated city. But as 
my seat was on the right side of the plane, 
I saw what he didn’t mention; thousands of 
downed cypress trees turning fragile 
swampland into a game of pick-up sticks; 
aqua-blue FEMA tarps reflecting like 
swimming pools in the sun from nearly 
every rooftop of suburban Kenner; dump 
upon dump of maggot-clogged refrigerators, 
some hurled willy-nilly into heaps, others in 
formation. This didn’t look like our city. 
We were a cabin of tourists after all.

My husband, Mathieu de Schutter 
{SF94), and I took our first post-Katrina 
trip home exactly a month earlier, before 
we technically were allowed back into the 
city. Matt is a resident at Children’s 
Hospital, and a flash of his ID was 
convincing enough for the two peach- 
fuzzed National Guardsmen securing 
Earhart Boulevard. Before heading toward 
our house, which we had heard was dry and 
standing, we drove to one of my favorite 
blocks, in an area called Mid-City, to check 

. though our house 
is intact, our lives, 

and those of ourfellow 
New Orleanians,

are not.
Sara Roahen, SF94

on a triumvirate of New Orleans institu
tions: Angelo Brocato’s, an Italian ice 
cream parlor and bakery founded in 1905; 
Venezia, an Italian restaurant where 
almost nothing comes without red sauce; 
and Pho Tau Bay, a local Vietnamese chain 
that marked a refugee community’s 
breakthrough into New Orleans’ popular 
food culture when it opened along the 
high-profile strip last year. The flood’s 
unforgiving waters had marked the three 
businesses with brown, waist-high stripes. 
Brocato’s and Venezia’s vintage neon signs 
had smashed to the ground; we found Pho 
Tau Bay’s two blocks away. It was a full 
month after Katrina, but no one had begun 
cleaning yet. I have never heard a sound so 
startling as the silence that crashed down 
when we shut off the car motor. No kids, 
no streetcar, no electrical buzz, no birds. 
We couldn’t even hear the flies that dark
ened the ice cream parlor’s windows from 
the inside.

When people ask us about New Orleans, 
which happens less and less, the first 
question is always about our house. We’ve 
lived in New Orleans since 1999, when 
Matt entered medical school at Tulane 
University, and we committed to the city 
last April by purchasing a house two blocks 
from where we had rented for six years. We 
wanted to stay in the neighborhood, 
mostly because it’s at the start of the Mardi 

Gras parade route. The area turns into one 
big, feel-good, family-oriented block party 
for the two weeks preceding Mardi Gras; 
even when we don’t feel like watching the 
parades, we enjoy hearing the marching 
bands warm up, feeling the bass drums 
boom, watching families tromp along with 
empty bags they hope to fill with beads, 
doubloons, and penny toys. Our new 
house, by the way, endured the storms like 
a champ. We’ve had to replace some 
roofing tiles, and a whole wall of siding, 
and the ceiling in the living room, which 
sagged precariously when the house 
settled weeks afterward. A pecan tree fell 
in the backyard, crushing our fence (but 
thankfully not Matt’s skateboarding ramp), 
and the house’s foundation cracked in 
several places. All that can be fixed, 
though, especially given that we have a 
multi-talented neighbor whose six-pack 
lunches we abide when no professional 
bosses will.

Hearing the positive news about our 
house, most people stop asking questions 
and move onto the news of the day-that 
sickening earthquake in Pakistan, White 
House indictments, winter-which means 
we rarely get to mention anymore that, 
though our house is intact, our lives, and 
those of our fellow New Orleanians, are 
not. To begin with, we are moving to 
Philadelphia. Matt got a second residency 
position in anesthesia at the University of 
Pennsylvania once it looked certain that 
the program we had been banking on, at 
Tulane, had lost its appeal (the program, in 
fact, moved to Houston). We are the best
case scenario: we are alive, we have 
insurance and savings, and we had our cat 
with us when Katrina bore down. But that 
doesn’t help our friends, who are damaged, 
or the city we’re leaving behind, which 
needs us.

You see old people, as old as my grand
parents, at The Home Depot buying new 
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toilets and carrying 
two-by-fours. You 
talk to a co-worker 
who didn’t have 
insurance, and you 
know that no one 
will ever buy her 
another house. You 
read obituaries-too 
many of them-for 
people who died of 
heart attacks and 
strokes during their 
evacuations, deaths 
that don’t factor 
into the official 
hurricane death 
toll. You see homes 
that used to contain 
lives gone silent, 
smudged from the 
black waters, and 
spray-painted by 
inspectors warning 
“NO ENTRY.” The 
owners of one of 
them wrote back: 
“Mom Is Okay. 
We’ll Miss 
Everyone. God 
Bless.”

Four other 
Johnnies took a

Sara Roahen and 
Mathieu de 
SCHUTTER, IN FRONT 
OF THE HOME THEY 
BOUGHT LAST APRIL. 
Even though the 
HOME WEATHERED THE 
storm, the couple 
HAD TO MOVE TO 
Philadelphia.

our water is potable 
even if it smells like 
a Jacuzzi, and 
restaurants in our 
neighborhood are 
busier than ever 
with people who 
would have killed 
for a proper bowl of 
gumbo during their 
evacuations. The 
other day, my friend 
Cynthia and I took 
the walk we used to 
take once a week 
before the storms: 
through Uptown, 
across the levee, 
down the streetcar 
line, past Audubon 
Park, and back 
home. Neither of us 

bigger hit than we 
did and are staying. Sarah Todd and David 
Olivier (both A94), and their two girls, 
Louise, 4, and June, a, are renting a 
friend’s guest house while their own home 
is gutted and rebuilt. Billy Sothern and 
Nikki Page (both A98) are soggy but 
surviving. Billy’s father, a specialist in 
mold remediation, has become a local 
celebrity.

Fortunately there are light moments, 
every day. When I finally got in touch with 
our exterminator, we had a love-in over the

phone, exchanging evacuation stories and 
well-wishes. Natural disasters remind you 
that people matter more than anything, 
and that’s entirely good. We have room
mates now, friends whose apartment is too 
moldy to inhabit, and another friend stops 
by to take warm showers because his 
neighborhood doesn’t have natural gas yet. 
Our busy little household embraces us 
with the sweet illusion that the city is 
bustling again rather than barren. On top 
of that, they say the oysters are safe to eat. 

mentioned the 
bundles of branches 

we had to hurdle, the smelly refrigerators 
we passed, how empty the park seemed, or 
how quiet it was on the streetcar tracks. 
Like in our past lives in New Orleans, we 
just felt lucky to be there.
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From the Alumni 
Association 
President

Dear Alumni,

I’ve been thinking 
about Montaigne 
lately.

He seemed 
mundane and irrele
vant to me in sopho
more year, but he 
has informed my life 
in ways that other teachers have not. I’m 
not sure why, but I think it has something 
to do with practicality.

Every day I bump into challenges-some 
more mundane than others. Each one asks 
me to think carefully about myself and 
others, about thought and action, about 
perception and possibility. These situations 
also demand that I act, hopefully in accord 
with my insights and commitments. In the 
Essays, Montaigne does the same thing, 
but he does it better. He thinks about the 
dilemmas of a normal life, makes sense of 
them in ways that are moving and 
profound, and takes courageous action.

A practical integration of the true and 
the useful did not come easily to me. Even 
with a pragmatic bent and the push of 
economic necessity, it took me several 
years to begin to braid thought and action 

into a graceful whole. In midlife, the task is 
still far from complete.

I think of this as my personal version of a 
community-wide challenge. How do we 
commit ourselves to the highest values 
while living in a demanding and mundane 
world? Montaigne can be a guide, but we 
must work to live up to the challenge as 
individuals and as the college.

These days, St. John’s is doing much 
more to help alumni bridge this gap 
between real and ideal than the college did 
in earlier decades. For example:

Both campuses offer internships (the 
Hodson Internship in Annapolis and the 
Ariel Internship in Santa Fe) to help 
students and recent alumni experience 
professional lives that may interest them.

The Career Services offices on both 
campuses are well stocked with informa
tion, and the directors and staff are quite 
knowledgeable about options for work or 
further education.

The Virgil Initiative matches alumni 
with current students to help them under
stand the issues of transition and find 
resources to help them thrive.

Association chapters welcome current 
students and alumni into their seminars 
and social events to help smooth the way.

As an institution, the college is also 
making strides to integrate practicalities, 
performance, and accountability into the 
life of the mind. For example;

Our new president in Santa Fe, Michael 
Peters, is attending to the practical issues 
of the aging physical plant and other 
matters that shape the health of the

college.
A new college-wide chief information 

officer, Cathy Smith, has joined the 
community to build and implement infor
mation management solutions.

Christopher Nelson (SF70) continues to 
shape a productive community in 
Annapolis.

Under the leadership of Jeff 
BishopfHAqb), the college-wide advance
ment effort continues to thrive, and alumni 
support those efforts in a variety of ways.

Friends and foundations recognize the 
quality of management and administration 
for the college as well as the excellence of 
the Program.

Both campuses reach out to prospective 
students who represent the diversity of the 
larger community.

The growing strength of the college 
paves the way for new and ambitious goals 
for tutor salaries, new facilities, and excel
lent services to support students and 
alumni.

The college is healthy, and alumni are 
thriving because we all recognize that the 
practical and the theoretical are mutually 
dependent, not mutually exclusive. Even if 
I didn’t understand that as a sophomore, I 
certainly understand it now. And 
Montaigne showed me the way.

For the past, present, and the future,

Glenda H. Eoyang (SF76) 
President
St. John’s College Alumni Association

CHAPTER CONTACTS
Call the alumni listed below for information 
about chapter, reading group, or other alumni 
activities in each area.

ALBUQUERQUE 
Bob & Vicki Morgan 
505-375-901!^

ANNAPOLIS
Beth Martin Gammon 
410-280-0958

AUSTIN
Charles Claunch 
512-446-0222

BALTIMORE 
Deborah Cohen 
410-472-9158

BOSTON 
Diane Cowan 
617-666-4381
dianecowan@rcn.com

CHICAGO 
Rick Lightburn 
rlightburn@gmaiLnet

DALLAS/FORT 
WORTH 
Paula Fulks 
817-654-2986

DENVER/BOULDER 
Lee Katherine 
Goldstein 
720^46-1496

MINNEAPOLIS/ 
ST. PAUL
Carol Freeman 
612-822-3216

NEWYORK 
Daniel Van Doren 
914-949-6811

NORTHERN CALIF. 
Deborah Farrell 
415-731-8804

PHILADELPHIA 
Helen Zartarian 
215-482-5697

PITTSBURGH 
Joanne Murray 
724-325-415Z

PORTLAND 
Lake Perriguey 
lake ©law-works .com

SAN DIEGO 
Stephanie Rico 
805-684-6793

SALT LAKE CITY 
Erin Hanlon 
801-364-1097

SANTA FE 
Richard Cowles 
505-986-1814

SEATTLE
Jon Bever 
425-778-6372

SOUTH FLORIDA 
Jonathan Sackson 
305-682-4634

SOUTHERN 
CALIFORNIA 
Elizabeth Eastman
562-426-1934

TRIANGLE CIRCLE 
(NC)
Susan Eversole 
919-968-4856

WASHINGTON, D.C. 
Deborah Papier 
202-387-4520 
drpapier@verizon.net

WESTERN NEW 
ENGLAND
Peter Weiss 
413-367-3174
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Barrand 
Buchanan 
IN Bronze
BY Patricia Dempsey

When Tylden Streett, class of 1950, 
unveiled the busts he created of 
Stringfellow Barr and Scott Buchanan at 
Homecoming in Annapolis, there was a 
sigh of delight from alumni gathered in the 
Conversation Room for the All-Alumni 
meeting. Though works-in-progress in 
plaster, the life-size busts capture the spirit 
of the two visionaries.

Streett created the busts as a personal 
tribute to the two men, but also as a way to 
keep Barr and Buchanan’s legacy at the 
forefront. “At St. John’s, we are indebted to 
Barr and Buchanan,” says Streett. “I think 
some of the young students today are not as 
aware of the fact that the college’s program 
exists today because of them. They were, 
to me, the most important thing about 
St. John’s. I was very fond of them and the 
memory of them, because St. John’s 
changed my way of thinking and the 
direction of my life.”

A few years ago during a slow period 
with commissioned works, Streett began to 
work on the busts. “My years at St. John’s 
had an enormous influence on me-so these 
portraits were appropriate,” says Streett, 
who attended St. John’s after a military 
career as a fighter pilot in World War II. 
“I looked into a lot of colleges, but at 
St. John’s I was impressed with how Barr 
and Buchanan were educating students by 
having them read the original works of 
great thinkers.”

Streett worked from memory and photos 
to sculpt the busts. Ideally when he sculpts 
a subject, Streett poses the person once 
and takes photos from many angles. “For 
these portraits I didn’t have this luxury,” 
says Streett, “but I knew them both. 
Buchanan interviewed me before I 
attended St. John’s, but I didn’t remember 
his appearance; I knew Barr when I was a 
student. Also Barr has a memorable kind of 
face, an actor’s face-the features are put 
together in such a way that one easily 
remembers it.”

Streett, who graduated from the 
Maryland Institute College of Art in 1955 
after attending St. John’s for two years, 
was invited to pursue graduate studies at 

ST. JOHN’S COLLEGE 
ALUMNI ASSOCIATION
All alumni have automatic membership in 
the St. John’s College Alumni Association. 
The Alumni Association is an independent 
organization, with a Board of Directors 
elected by and from the alumni body. The 
board meets four times a year, twice on each 
campus, to plan programs and coordinate the 
affairs of the association. This newsletter 
within The College magazine is sponsored by 
the Alumni Association and communicates 
association news and events of interest.

President - Glenda Eoyang, SF76 
Vice President - Jason Walsh, A85 
Secretary - Barbara Lauer, SF76 
Treasurer - Bill Fant, A79 
Getting-the-Word-Out Action Team Chair- 
Linda Stabler-Talty, SFGI76

Mailing address - Alumni Association, 
St. John’s College, P.O Box 3800, Annapolis, 
MD 31404, or 1160 Camino Cruz Blanca, 
Santa Fe, NM 87505-4599.

mica’s Rinehart School of Sculpture, 
where he earned his master’s degree in 
1957. A former director of the Rinehart 
School who still teaches at MICA, Streett 
has received numerous awards and grants. 
In addition to his privately commissioned 
work, he has created public works such as a 
limestone gargoyle for the National 
Cathedral in Washington, D.C.

Streett starts with a life-size head shaped 
in clay, “an ordinary head with no distin
guishing features,” then sculpts it to look 
like the subject.”

When it came to Barr and Buchanan, 
Streett sent those who were familiar with 
Barr and Buchanan photos of the clay 
sculptures and asked for suggestions. 
“Many, such as John Van Doren (class of 
r947), were very helpful. I’m still getting 
comments. Some felt that Buchanan is 
younger-looking in relation to Barr.”

Once Streett feels the clay stage is 
complete, he moves on to the molds and 
castings. “The mold is chipped off and I 
end up with a plaster replica of the clay 
bust.” Then comes a mold over the plaster 
replica and a wax cast of the sculpture is 
ready. Streett shapes and shades the wax 
cast, and when he’s satisfied with it, a 
ceramic mold goes over the wax cast. 
At the foundry, the wax is melted out and 
molten bronze is poured in.

When this mold is broken off it reveals 
the bronze bust, but there is more work to 
be done. “There are certain imperfections 
created by the process and the high- 
temperature furnace which can cause the 
mold to crack, and wax may flood out. So I 
do what’s called a ‘chaste’ and go over the 
whole surface with a hammer and a chisel 
tool. I might polish the nose, a cheek 
bone-surfaces where I want to bring up

light.” In the final stage, Streett creates a 
patina using chemicals to change the 
coloration.

Once the busts are completed-currently 
they are at a Baltimore foundry being cast 
in bronze thanks to the generous donations 
of several alumni-they will be displayed on 
campus, perhaps in the Barr Buchanan 
Center. If their presence inspires future 
and current Johnnies to learn more about 
the two men who brought a “radical” new 
concept of education to a small and 
struggling college, that would be a good 
thing, says Streett. In any case, he feels 

that he has done 
something to honor 
two men who changed 
his life.

“I did it for me,” he 
adds. “They seemed 
awfully important 
to me.”

Tylden Streett

UNVEILED HIS TRIBUTE
IN PROGRESS—TO THE 
New Program

FOUNDERS DURING THE 
All-Alumni meeting.
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A Changing 
Campus

A comparison of these two aerial shots (top, 
1939; bottom, 2004) shows the changes 
that have come to the Annapolis campus 
and its environs over the past sts decades. 
Still to be built, as the historic photo shows, 
were Campbell Hall, a dormitory, and 
Mellon Hall, also home to the Francis Scott 
Key Auditorium. The Carroll Barrister 
House had not yet been moved from down
town to the campus. The turrets still graced 
Pinkney Hall. The ungraceful stack 
looming high above the trees was part 
of the college’s heating plant, torn down 
in 1950-

Shortly after the older photograph was 
taken, major changes were made along 
College Creek; trees were cut down and the 
shoreline was filled in. The college’s 
neighbors have also changed. State office 
buildings and housing now flank the 
campus on the west, and the rail lines are 
long gone, replaced by Rowe Boulevard. 
And of course, the Liberty Tree-aligned 
with the south face of Pinkney in the older 
photo-is missing from the contemporary 
shot.

Yet even this more contemporary aerial 
photograph is now outdated: Spector Hall, 
nearly identical to Gilliam Hall (shown here 
on back campus) and just south of the 
building, is now complete and occupied.

5a {St. John’s Forever}
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we studied for power 
we studied for pride 
no study for grades 
were then ever made 
we studied for Wi n free 
and Curtis and Bart 
we studied our life 
to live fuller and smart 

we studied for pleasure 
we studied for fun 
we studied to talk 
our ideas to let run 
we studied to hear 

we studied to show 
those unwelcoming men 
how women could do it 
better than them 

Priscilla Husted Griscom , class of 1955, 
DELIVERS HER TOAST DURING THE 
Homecoming banquet; Alumni Association 
President Glenda Eoyang looks on.

by Priscilla Hustei
Class of 1955

Fifty years later 
the names have all fled 
Aristophanes, Euclid 
old white men are dead 
what did we study? 
why did we so? 
to all be forgotten 
from a half century ago 

we studied to arguewhat others did say
of nature, of gods, 
of death, in their way

and studied to laugh 
and studied to see 
what women we’d be 

we studied for love 
for St. Johnnies we were 
true to ourselves
we studied for HER

—Ki

Alumni Calendar

Homecoming, Santa Fe: July 28-30

Summer Alumni Seminars 
in Santa Fe, July 24-28, 2006

Homecoming, Annapolis: 
Sept. 29-Oct. I, 2006

Homecoming in Annapolis, 3005 
Left: Rachel Bartgis (A09) and beau 
Joseph Pereira enjoy the Waltz Party; 
Annapolis Dean Michael Dink (class of 
1975) ENJOYING HIS 30TH REUNION. 
Above: Admiring a future Johnnie.

Opening Celebration, “With a Clear 
and Single Purpose,” 7 p.m. Friday, 
April 21,2006  ;

Croquet
Sunday, April 23,2006 - i p.m.

gathering. The evening begins with coffee 5 
and desserts, moves into FSK auditorium 
for a program which features an overview 
of plans for the college’s future, and end^^ , 
with a champagne reception.

PHOTOS BY ALEX LORMAN
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