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Travel Tip:  Medomak Family Camp and 
Retreat Center in Washington, ME.  Not 
only  a great family vacation, the Retreat 
Center is summer camp for adults who 
are allowed to break the rules.  I have 
been to the Fiber Arts Retreat 3 times 
–once combining it with Family Camp 
– and  have connected with Dartmouth 
alums on both sides of the camp, includ-
ing one who is running  her own sheep 
farm in Maryland.

Laura Abrahamsen ‘85 and a triangle 
loom at Medomak Family Camp

Hank Aldrich ‘85 writes:
I have been working in the outdoor in-
dustry for about 15 years here in Europe.  
I helped to start KEEN footwear in Eu-
rope and did some consulting work for 
an Italian sandal brand called Lizard and 
the Vibram Fivefingers. I am currently 
working for the German outdoor manu-
facturer of backpacks called TATONKA.

News from Our Classmates...

We  asked you to share any recent milestones, 
and in honor of the season, to give us some 

travel tips.  Here is what we heard back.

Laura Abrahamsen ‘85 writes:
Major milestones--on this, the morning of my 
49th birthday.  I am but 6 weeks away from the 
25th anniversary of my wedding to Stergios Lazos 
‘84.  Among our peers in this town, we sometimes 
feel like the Last Married Couple on Earth.  Hap-
pily, amongst our Dartmouth friends, marriages 
are enduring more often than not.  Aren’t there 
studies showing that educational attainment cor-
relates with stable marriage patterns?

The kid, Grace Nelson Lazos, is entering her 
senior year of  high school.   She is an extraordi-
nary mezzo-soprano aiming for a career in vocal 
performance.  Thus, she cares nothing for going to 
Dartmouth.  We are about to tour 4 conservatory 
programs on the East Coast (well, Eastman is in 
Rochester, NY), but at this moment Northwest-
ern University and Carnegie Mellon are the top 
choices.  If anyone in the class is working in the 
business, tips gratefully accepted.  We don’t have a 
clue how to prepare a vocalist for college, which is 
ironic considering how much advice to the col-
lege-bound students we’ve given over the years.

On that note, I have left secondary education to 
pursue my passion working/creating in fiber arts.  
For income, I teach at a local yarn store, but I am 
also creating my own line of art batts for spinners 
and beginning to design knitting patterns.    The 
entrepreneurial piece of this is quite new, so we 
will see what happens.  I am having fun, there’s a 
roof over our heads and the rest will follow.



I will be climbing Mt. Washington this summer for 
the first time, but most of my outdoor adventures 
take place in the Dolomite Mountains in Italy. I just 
did a bike ride around Mount Fuji in Japan.

Karen Anderson ‘85 writes:
My daughter, Subria, graduated from high school in 
May.  She will attend the University of Alabama at 
Birmingham and major in Psychology. And  I gradu-
ated with my PhD in Educational Leadership in May.
This is a happy time for my family!

Bria and Karen Anderson ‘85

Gregor Bailar ‘85 writes:
Ever since she read Christopher McDougall’s Born to 
Run, my wife, Terry Hong had the bug of completing 
a 100-mile non-stop race.  Christopher writes inspir-
ingly about the Leadville 100, an annual 100-mile 
run through the Colorado Rockies, on trails and 
back roads, up and down elevations from 9,200 feet 
to 12,600 feet. There can be snow at higher eleva-
tions, and it rains a lot.  Usually less than half the 
runners finish in the required 30 hours. 

Terry’s entry in the Leadville 100 is challenge-driven, 
I’ll admit.  But her much larger reason is to raise 
money for an organization we totally believe in — 
10x10: Educate Girls, Change the World.  10x10 is 
a global campaign promoting the education of girls 
as the enabler of prosperity and social change.  It’s 
a fact: educating girls DRAMATICALLY improves 
the conditions of families and communities.  Join in.  
Let’s do it together, one mile at a time, one girl at a 
time.

KICK IN NOW and GO FOR DOUBLE.
Terry’s goal is to raise $100,000.  Philanthropist Paul 
Allen has thoughtfully promised to match, dollar for 
dollar, the money she raises.  So donate $100, and 
you’ve really given $200 (and a ‘go-girl!’ that will lift 
her higher).  Your $500 equals $1,000 (and an-
other 1,000 feet of ascension).  You get the picture, 
$50,000 and she’s reached her goal.  To donate go to:
www.razoo.com/story/Terryruns100-For-Girls-Edu-
cation or email: terryruns100@hongbailar.com

[Editor’s note: We received this update.]

After over two years and 1600 miles of training, 
Terry’s run for the Leadville 100 ended at the 50 
mile station, missing the station cut-off time and 
being pulled from race.  On the last leg, she helped 
a distressed runner for about 30 minutes (nearly the 
same time by which she missed the cut off) and then 
had terrible stomach issues on the downhill leg of 
the highest peak of the race. She gave it her all and 
never quit, completing the 50-mile half of the round 
trip race in 14:47 hours.   She gave water, tablets and 
time to a fellow runner and passed out herself at the 
final aid station from dehydration. We are all very 
proud of her.  At race time she had raised $43,700 
in contributions ($87,400 including the match)  and 
we know some checks are still on their way.  She is 
rested and rehydrated and doing well now and we 
thank you all for your incredible support and love.  
Terry also wants to extend a special thanks to her 
crew, pacers and family who endured unbelievable 
trials and challenges supporting her journey.  
PS. This morning she humbled us all again by 
touching her  toes…

Terry Hong
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Chris Bean ‘85 writes:
My wife, Jennifer, with our three kids, surprised me 
with an early birthday gathering on the summit of 
Moosilauke on June 30. We were joined by Robert 
and Lisa Nadler, both ‘85s and their son Andrew. 
Kevin Omland ’85 made the celebration with his 
son Alex and Lucy Patti ’84 with her family. We were 
also joined by fellow skiers Dave Lindahl ’86 and 
Tom Longstreth ’89 with their families. The Lodge 
Crew outdid themselves with green eggs and ham, 
charades, and of course, the Salty Dog Rag. It was a 
weekend full of great memories, old and new.

       Chris Bean ‘85  and family atop Mt.Moosilauke

Eric Beinhocker ‘85 writes:
Ever since my Dartmouth days I’ve always enjoyed 
being in an academic environment.  After 18 years at 
McKinsey & Company I decided to make a shift and 
this summer took up a new position at the University 
of Oxford.  I’m heading up a research center called 
the Institute for New Economic Thinking at the 
Oxford Martin School (INET@Oxford) that is dedi-
cated to finding new solutions to the many economic 
related issues the world faces, ranging from restarting 
growth after the crisis, to creating a less crash prone 
financial system, to tackling inequality and climate 
change.  My wife, Tilly, and our two girls and I are 
still living in London, so I’m doing the commute to 
Oxford.  But one benefit of staying in London is we’ve 
been enjoying the Olympics on our doorstep this 
summer.  I just went to watch the rowing where I saw 
Anthony Fahden ‘08 compete for the US in the men’s 
lightweight four.  As a former lightweight rower it 
was exciting to see the Big Green represented in the 
Games!

Kristin Ellis ‘85 writes:
Stationed in Vicenza, Italy (halfway between Venice 
and Verona).  Working at US Army Africa.  Yes ... we 
are fully aware that Italy is not actually part of Africa.  
(Actually, given the fact that US Central Command, 
the headquarters responsible for southeast Asia and 
southwest Asia, is headquartered in Tampa, we’re do-
ing quite well geographically.)  I bike back and forth to 
work every day.  Sure, it’s only three miles ... but, since 
it’s Italy, it’s like dog years ... danger-wise, it is 21 miles.  
When there is snow/ice, which happens about three 
times per year, I run to work.
 
Should be “retired” by our 30th in 2015.  Unless we 
go to war with China.  Or Iran.  Or Canada.  Or the 
extraterrestrial.  (Damn, I probably shouldn’t have 
mentioned that last one ... I think it’s classified.)
 
I’m on Facebook (I worked Strategic Communications/ 
“spin” in my last job), but I only post travel photos to 
taunt all my buddies who are stuck on FOB Armpit in 
Afghanistan.    I’ll be here ‘til summer 2015.  Feel free 
to stay with us.  We have a 7-year-old and a 5-year-
old, and you can babysit.  We have a great guest room, 
and we’re perfectly situated to tour northern Italy or 
to jump off into Slovenia, Croatia, Austria, and Swit-
zerland.  Also, tons of cruises leave Venice ... and they 
can’t all sink.  Plus, my wife knows every vineyard in a 
100-mile radius.

John Glenn ‘85 writes:
Reed Robert Glenn, born October 30, 2011. And his 
own personal milestone is that he is pulling up to 
standing now!  Older brother Max just turned 3. He’s 
very into dinosaurs and trains, big shocker. Good thing 
PBS has Dinosaur Train.

 Reed Glenn
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Sally and Mark Goggin ‘85 write:
Our son Connor graduated from Dartmouth in June 
and will be playing pro-hockey this fall.  Stay tuned for 
the announcement of which team!   Hint...it is an East 
Coast team.
       

The Goggin Kids
Cass (Bucknell ‘14), Connor ‘12 and Mark ‘13

Also spent the day on Cape Cod with with Donna 
Gourdeau ‘85 and her husband Peter and their three 
adorable sons, Jack, Clint and Peter.

Donna Goudreau ‘85, Sally Goggin ‘85 
Goudreau boys and Connor Goggin ‘12

Jon Grussing ‘85 writes:
Greetings from London.  Everyone is getting 
revved up for the Olympics.  Unfortunately we 
didn’t get tickets to rowing but we did for Beach 
Volleyball.  The good thing is that you see the 
men’s and women’s matches on one ticket so my 
wife can’t say I’m on letch.  The Prime Minister 
wants a tree trimmed so he can watch from the 
back window of No. 10 Downing Street.  We’ve got 
tickets for half a dozen things and look forward to 
being spectators even if the commuting will be HE 
double toothpicks.  Will follow Kris’ lead and cycle 
the nine miles to work during the Olympics.  The 
men’s and women’s road race will zip down a main 
artery near our house, giving us a free viewing 
chance but also more traffic.  We did get to Henley 
this year, twice in fact.  My daughter and her quad 
of 15 year olds rowed at women’s Henley.  Two 
weeks later we were spectators at the men’s event.  
The Dartmouth LWTs were over but had been 
eliminated by Saturday so didn’t see them race. 
 
Let me know if any of you are coming to London 
-- the warm beer’s on me. 

David and Margaret Marder ‘85s write:
Our son, Tommy, graduated from Dartmouth in 
June. He started working at the Joslin Diabetes 
Center and moved into an apartment in Brookline 
Village within weeks.  We are slowly coming to 
terms with the fact that we are getting old!  

In August, we spent a wonderful evening in Nor-
wich, Vermont with Sue Spencer Reckford ‘85, 
Bindi Rakhra Moynihan ‘85 and Tim Moynihan 
at a family celebration for the newlyweds, Bindi 
and Tim.

Becky  Marder ‘15 and Tommy Marder ‘12
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Nik Nesbitt ‘85 writes;
My little one, Sophia, just turned 14 months and 
we’re really enjoying all of her energy and curiosity 
as she learns to toddle away exploring her world.  It’s 
such a wonderful experience being a Dad, “Da”, in her 
language..:)  My priorities seem to have all changed as 
I just can’t get enough time with her.  

 Sophie
 Nesbitt

 

Sad News...
We mourn the passing of our classmate, Jim Alex ‘85. 
 
JAMES C. ALEX M.D., F.A.C.S. 50, of Boston, died 
Tuesday, May 29, by accident. Owner of the Weston 
Center for Cosmetic Surgery. Beloved son of Virginia 
Alex of Chestnut Hill and Christos Alex of Boston. 
Dear and treasured brother of George Alex and his 
wife Marlena of Cohasset. Adored uncle and godfa-
ther of Virginia and cherished uncle of Isabel, both of 
Cohasset. Interment Forest Hills Cemetery, Boston. 
In lieu of flowers, donations may be made to the Hel-
lenic College and Holy Cross Seminary, 50 Goddard 
Avenue, Brookline, MA 02445 or to St. Demetrios 
Church Building Fund, 57 Brown Street, Weston, MA 
02493.

    Jim Alex 

       ‘85

 Margaret Marder ‘85, Bindi Rahkra Moynihan ‘85 
and Sue Spencer Reckford ‘85

Margo Buckels Miyashiro ‘85 writes:
Robert and I are celebrating our 20 year anniversary 
this year.   And sending our 1st daughter to college – 
Brandeis University in Waltham, MA.

Bindi Rakhra Moynihan ‘85 writes:
On July 22, 2012,  Timothy Moynihan and I were 
married at Tim’s family home on Crystal Lake, 
Michigan.  We were married in a civil ceremony that 
included elements of Anand Karaj, the Sikh wed-
ding ceremony, in front of 40 family and friends.  My 
parents threw a party in their back garden for us in 
August. 

Tim is a high school math teacher in Northfield, VT, 
and I’ll becommuting this year to DMS  for my work 
in a risk behaviors study, and continuing to write as 
time allows.

Timothy Moynihan and Bindi Rakhra Moynihan ‘85



Articles from our Guest Editors...

We alwasy welcome contributions from our classmates and others 
from the Dartmouth family.  Please consider writing a story or 

article for our next newsletter ...absolutely anything, except a political 
endorsement (sorry, College rule).    It can be funny, serious or even 
educational.  Email Margaret or Tim with your ideas. 
We want to hear from you!

How to Host a College Boyfriend
By Sally Higginson ‘85

There are lots of ways to host a child’s suitor. I’m trying to figure out which of them suits me.

Usually, the Mason-Dixon Line serves as more than an historical marker for me. I think of it as a contemporary 
cultural divide: they like Sweet Tea, we like it straight; they favor rocking chairs, we sit on Adirondacks; they eat 
grits, we grit our teeth. But every now and then, I recognize the Deep South gets a few things right. Take hospi-
tality. No. Let me be more specific. Consider a gentleman caller.

That’s what’s about to happen at our house. In a few days time, we’ll be playing host to our college-aged daugh-
ter’s out-of-town beau. This visit has thrown me into a tizzy.

First of all, there’s the easy stuff, like maniacally getting the house ready so that he sees us in our natural habitat 
of photo-ready decorating merged with surgical standards of cleanliness and order. That’s a given. The other 
first, which was really the first first, is the sleeping arrangements. I’m a thoroughly modern mother, which 
means that Winchester (not his real name, but one I’m rather fond of using when referring to the young suitor) 
will not be literally locked in the turret room. But he will be quartered in the guest room in the attic, which 
means two things in our one-hundred and twenty-five year old house. Simply put, he may perish from the heat, 
and, should he elect to descend from his garret down to the floors reached by the air conditioning, or any other 
source of comfort, he must use the loudly creaking staircase.  Did I mention that I’m a light sleeper?  But who 
really cares about all of these sleeping arrangements when what is really important is setting the right tone for 
welcoming a young suitor to the family? 

“...so that he sees us in our natural habitat of photo-ready decorating
merged with surgical standards of cleanliness and order. “

My brother, who married a girl from the Deep South, tells the story of how welcoming his father-in-law to be 
was when they first met. Steven describes walking up to the house and seeing George sitting on the porch with a 
shotgun across his lap. “Son,” George said, “I’d like to know your intentions with my daughter.” 

George wasn’t one for idle chitchat.

There’s that south-of-the-Mason-Dixon Line approach I like so much. They’ve got porches. They’ve got patri-
archs with deep, Southern drawls that magnify their directness. And then there’s the shotgun.
I don’t have a shotgun. To date I’ve been firmly opposed to any type of firearm in the house. But then again, I’ve 
never hosted a visiting boyfriend. For the first time I think I can appreciate the efficacy of George’s prop.
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I do have the front porch, however, and I can be direct. Instead of greeting Winchester with, well, a Winchester, 
I was thinking of lifting the “Application to Date My Daughter” file from my Dad’s tennis buddy, Dave Martin. 
Martin has five daughters. Before meeting any of their potential suitors, Martin asks the young gentlemen to fill 
out a full-page questionnaire. 

In the spirit of great writers, I refuse to lift Martin’s application completely. Rather, I’m using it as a template, 
making tiny modifications as I see fit. That way, along with this gentle nod to him as my inspiration, I get to 
claim it. Plagiarism be damned.

Sal’s* Application for Permission to Date My Daughter

1. Name__________
2. Date of birth______
3. GPA_________
4. IQ____________
5. Boy Scout Rank_________
6. Do you bike or at least watch The Tour de France?_______
7. Do you own a van? __A truck with oversized tires?__ A waterbed?___
(if YES to any part of number 7, discontinue application and leave immediately)

8. In fifty words or less, what does “LATE” mean to you?_______
9. In fifty words or less, what does “DON’T TOUCH MY DAUGHTER” mean to you?________________
10.  In fifty words or less, what does “NOT IN MY PARENTS’ HOUSE” mean to you?______
11. Who was your mohel?_____

Fill in the blanks:
a) A woman’s place is in the ______
b) The one thing I hope this application does not ask me about is__________
c) My greatest fear is_____________
d) When I initially meet a girl the thing I notice first about her is_______
(Note: If the answer to question “d” begins with “T” or “A”, discontinue and leave. Keeping your head lowered 
and running in a serpentine fashion is recommended.)
e) What do you want to be IF you grow up?________
f) Are you good to your mother?________

Suitor’s Signature:__________
I swear that all information supplied above is true and correct to the best of my knowledge under penalty of 
death or, worse, Sal’s wrath.

“Keeping your head lowered and running in a serpentine 
fashion is recommended.”

Note to applicant: Upon successful review of this questionnaire, it will be my pleasure to offer you a cool bever-
age and invite you to stay at my lovely home. You will still be under complete scrutiny, but that will only last as 
long as there is breath in my body. Welcome to my own brand of Northern hospitality.

*Thanks to Dave Martin for his inspired original application. To date, only one of his four daughters is married. 
His son-in-law’s successful application has been kept on file for verification purposes as well as future review 
options.
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The Fifty: A DOC Challenge
By Gerben P. Scherpbier ‘14

As we hopped down the steps of Robinson Hall and 
walked briskly across the Green, we excitedly said 
goodbye to our friends who we hoped to see a few 
hours later at their support station. As we continued 
down Wheelock Street past Alumni Gym, we anxiously 
discussed our plans for the next 53.7 miles we would 
spend hiking together North on the Appalachian Trail 
on our way to the summit of Mt. Moosilauke and ulti-
mately Moosilauke Ravine Lodge. Matt, Spencer, Sean, 
and I had decided a few weeks earlier that we wanted 
to enter the lottery to participate in a Dartmouth Out-
ing Club tradition known simply as “The Fifty.” The 
hike, which usually occurs twice a year, is organized by 
three members of the Outing Club and is completed in 
one go. You hike through the night, never stopping for 
more than forty-five minutes at one of the five support 
stations located approximately ten miles apart on the 
trail. Believe it or not, there are always far more stu-
dents interested in attempting the hike than the thirty 
spots available. Like all DOC trips, The Fifty is open to 
all undergraduate students who think they are capable 
of completing the challenge. Luckily our team, along 
with seven other teams of four, was selected for this 
summer’s Fifty.
                

“You hike through the night, 
never stopping for more

 than forty-five minutes...”

After getting on the Appalachian Trail at the trailhead 
located behind the CO-OP, we made good time up Vel-
vet Rocks and for the rest of the first ten mile segment. 
The presence of support stations allowed us each to 
carry nothing more than a small pack with a three liter 
Camelbak, some granola bars, an extra pair of socks, a 
headlamp, a fleece, and some duct tape and moleskin 
to prevent blisters. As we came to Three Mile Road, we 
heard music blaring and were greeted by an enthusi-
astic pack of friends who had dressed as superheroes! 
They filled our waters, made us peanut butter, banana, 
and fluff sandwiches, and danced as some of us pulled 
on fresh socks. After a few minutes of rest we set out 
again, headed for the next support station located at 
the Dartmouth Skiway. On our way up Holt’s Ledge I 
listened as Sean and Matt talked over the tricky riddles 
and logic puddles Spencer had 

just challenged them with. I tried coming up with 
solutions, but I quickly decided to shift my focus 
back to the hiking. We passed some South-bound 
through hikers who bid us good luck at what most 
of them considered a ridiculous undertaking. On 
our descent from Holt’s Ledge we were startled by 
Princess Leia and Han Solo who emerged from the 
forest and attacked us with their light-sabers. They 
directed us down the trail to “the mothership,” an 
Outdoor Programs mini bus, that was parked in 
the lot at the bottom of the trail. The Star Wars 
themed support crew fed us a much-appreciated 
dinner of burritos and checked our feet to be sure 
that we were taking care of any emerging blisters. 
At the station we met up with a few other hiker 
groups who seemed to be in high spirits but a bit 
daunted by the night ahead. As we started up our 
first major uphill of the day, Smarts Mountain, it 
was time to pull out the headlamps. We took turns 
telling our “life stories,” which were mostly about 
our childhood memories and families. I quickly 
realized there were a lot of things I hadn’t known 
about three people I considered to be some of my 
best friends. While on campus we are so focused 
with classes and current events and activities going 
on in our social lives that we seldom take the time 
to talk with friends about our families and pre-
Dartmouth experiences. The solitude of the woods 
provided the perfect place to share some meaning-
ful stories with each other. As a clear sky provided 
a beautiful view of the stars I began to realize how 
special and unique this hike would be.
               

“...half-way down the mountain a man
wearing a chain-saw mask and bearing an

 axe jumped out from a bush. “

As we came to the summit of Smarts, we heard 
loud whooping from the tall firetower. We climbed 
the many steps up to the rickety room located at 
the top of the tower where we met up with some 
of our friends who were in another hiking group. 
From the top of the tower we could see the small, 
dimly lit towns that surrounded the mountain as 
well as the milky way cutting across the expansive 
sky. After a brief snack of Snickers bars, we began 
the descent to the next support station. 



Approximately half-way down the mountain a 
man wearing a chain-saw mask and bearing an 
axe jumped out from a bush. I froze in place and 
shouted, but luckily the masked maniac was just my 
friend Lowell. After a good laugh, Lowell offered us 
gummy worms and pretzels and introduced himself 
to Spencer, Matt, and Sean. Before coming to scare 
us, Lowell had been camped nearby as part of the 
DOC Summer Trail Crew that maintains all of the 
trail between Hanover and Moosilauke as well as a 
number of side trails. Not more than an hour with 
our encounter with Lowell we walked into a sec-
tion of trail that had been decorated with hundreds 
of glow sticks. As we came upon a bridge crossing 
Jacob’s Brook, Golum from Lord of the Rings crept 
towards us and whispered “My precious,” into our 
ears. He then pulled us across the bridge where we 
were met by Gandalf the Great among a number of 
other characters who were busy serving hot soup to 
a large group of hikers circled around a small camp 
fire. As it was about 2am at this point, many of us 
were beginning to feel the fatigue of hiking nearly 
30 miles without sleep. Many groups stayed to lin-
ger around the fire for a bit longer, but we decided 
to get going, lest we get too comfortable sitting 
around the fire.

The next challenge facing us was Mount Cube, 
which is taller and steeper than Smarts Mountain, 
and again we would be hiking the entire mountain 
in the dark. Matt’s knees were starting to give him 
trouble, but luckily we had picked up trekking poles 
at the last station that we could use to reduce the 
impact on our knees. Matt told us later that on the 
way up and down Cube, he doubted whether he 
would be able to finish the hike, but his determina-
tion to finish and Sean’s ample distractions in the 
form of logic puzzles helped him push forward. On 
our way up Cube we caught up with the first group 
of hikers. The four girls had been cruising up the 
mountain and were playing some Lady Gaga on 
a very small set of portable speakers as we came 
upon them. Although they were tired, the girls were 
proud that they were making such good progress 
and the pop music was giving them a surge of en-
ergy. I had also packed along a small set of speakers, 
but we wanted to wait until after we had crossed the 
summit of Cube to play music because that was 
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when we expected to need a boost to get us to the 
end of the night. At the top of Cube we startled a 
number of AT through hikers who were sleeping, 
scattered around the top of the mountain. One 
couple called out “happy trails!,” while another 
grumbled because we had disturbed his sleep. The 
trail down Cube dragged on for what seemed like 
an endless distance. Spencer and I tried to energize 
ourselves by singing loudly and mostly out of tune 
to a playlist I had created for the hike. Eventually 
the stars disappeared and slowly the sky became 
brighter. We turned off the music so that we could 
hear the morning chatter of birds and enjoy the 
calm sunrise in the woods. Rarely at school do we 
wake up before sunrise so it was very special to 
experience the full morning.

“As we came upon a bridge crossing
 Jacob’s Brook, Golum from 

Lord of the Rings crept towards us 
and whispered “My precious,” “

Around 5 am we came across a much needed sup-
port station. A few of the supporters were already 
awake, and they quickly assembled the rest of the 
support crew to welcome us with a Spanish rendi-
tion of Happy Birthday. A Spanish fiesta for break-
fast! Chips, Salsa, and breakfast sandwiches tasted 
amazing after a long night hike. We were told that 
the next section would be relatively flat and aside 
from Mount Mist, which is more of a hill than a 
mountain, it was. We hiked surprisingly quickly 
for these 10 miles given that we had already hiked 
almost 40 miles during the previous day and night. 
We got a bit lost at a road crossing, but the owner 
of a hiker hostel steered us back towards the trail. 
At an opening in the trees we caught a glimpse of 
Mount Moosilauke which looked tall and daunt-
ing, but the base of the mountain was very close. 
After a tough stream crossing we arrived at our 
final support station. 

Their theme was Alice in Wonderland but they 
were still finishing breakfast when we arrived and 
were not expecting us for at least another hour. We 
were so thrilled to reach the last support station 
that we didn’t mind the disjointed costumes. Luck-
ily some of my closest friends were at this station, 



and they did a fantastic job getting us ready for the 
final push: 7 miles up and down Moosilauke. We 
practically ran out of the support station with Spen-
cer leading the pack. His excitement was contagious, 
and soon the four of us were charging up the steep 
slope of the Glencliff Trail to the summit. 

At this point there wasn’t much talking—we were all 
so focused on hiking and keeping up with Spencer 
that we didn’t have the breath to carry a full conver-
sation. Eventually we took a short break, and Spen-
cer let me take the lead for a while. I tried holding 
the fast pace for a while but the trail just kept going 
up and up with no sign of reaching a stop. Every 
time I thought we were getting close to the ridge 
line, the trail would angle off in a different direction 
at a seemingly steeper grade than before. Eventually 
my body had had enough, and we practically came 
to a standstill. Our panting group stopped for just a 
short minute to catch our breath, and then we ral-
lied each other to make it to the top. The remaining 
distance to the summit was no longer than half of a 
mile, but it  must have been the most difficult hiking 
I have ever done. In a sense I am glad that Moosi-
lauke was such a challenge for us. Despite the horror 
stories of exhaustion and hallucinations, our group 
had felt strong and confident for the entire trip. 
Moosilauke pushed us to work together and moti-
vate ourselves to make it to the top. After a long day 
and night of hiking together, the final ascent served 
as an extra obstacle to bring us together.

“It was the most fun 
I never want to have again!”

At long last we reached the ridge line and we could 
see that the summit was close. Our legs felt like they 
were made of lead, but at this point we were all so 
giddy at the prospect of standing at the peak in just 
a few moments. Now there was no doubt in our 
mind that we were going to make it to the end. After 
all, once you have reached the summit, the only 
option is to hike down. After we climbed over the 
last few boulders to reach the sign that reads “Mt. 
Moosilauke, 4802ft,” we traded hugs and high-fives. 
Other day hikers who were relaxing at the summit 
looked at us wondering what we were so proud of. 

One of our friends, Peter, was hiking Moosilauke with 
his family, and he arrived at the top just moments after 
us. He congratulated all of us, and then teased his dad, 
“Hey dad, these guys hiked 50 miles and still made it up 
here before you,” but his dad joked back, “Well they got 
a 20 hour head start.” After a few pictures at the summit 
we started the final segment of the hike.

 The 3.7 miles down the Gorge Brook trail are decep-
tively long and our sore feet and knees ached under 
our weight. We were all looking forward to a dip in 
the Baker River and then a long nap before dinner. I 
was personally thrilled at the prospect of getting to eat 
something other than Power Bars. Around noon, right 
before we crossed the bridge and up the small slope to 
the lodge, we huddled up and congratulated each other 
on an incredible hike. We thanked each other for being 
supportive and encouraging and taking on the chal-
lenge together. The Fifty was an incredible experience 
for me because I was able to conquer a long, fun hike 
with my friends. I was really proud of Matt, Spencer, 
Sean and myself too.

After 23.5 hours, we entered the Ravine Lodge. The 
lodge support crew, whose theme was indeterminable 
with one person wearing a camouflage suit and another 
dressed as Super Mario, welcomed us and helped us fi-
nally take off our shoes. We compared blisters and then 
walked over to cool off in the icy Baker River. On our 
way, Dartmouth’s Sustainability Coordinator, Rosi Kerr, 
who was at the lodge for the day yelled out to us, “Hey 
guys, way to go! I’m about to head up to the summit. 
Want to join?”

   “The 50”
    crew at 
 the summit
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The Dartmouth Outing Club
Robinson Hall

While most Dartmouth Outing Club trips are no-
where near as extreme as The Fifty, they all provide 
opportunities for students to work together in an en-
vironment away from the distractions of cell phones 
and computers. Organizing and participating in trips 
provide students with skills in leadership, communi-
cation, resourcefulness, responsibility, and teamwork 
that complement the academic lessons at Dartmouth. 

For information on how to support or become 
involved with the Dartmouth Outing Club, stop by 
Robinson Hall or check out:

http://www.dartmouth.edu/~doc/ 
or 

email Dartmouth.Outing.Club@Dartmouth.edu.
 

 
        Mt. Moosilauke Support Station Crew

We napped on the field in front of the lodge un-
til dinner time. The rest of the groups trickled in 
throughout the afternoon and into the evening. A 
few people had to drop out at earlier support sta-
tions due to exhaustion and injuries. The last group 
was faced by the incredible difficulty of hiking into 
a second night, but we saw their head lamps bob-
bing down the mountain soon after dark. At dinner 
all of the hikers inhaled plates full of salad, mac 
and cheese, and chocolate cake while  sharing sto-
ries of the hike. It was incredible to hear each group 
proudly recount their experiences. One hiker pro-
claimed that, “It was the most fun I never want to 
have again!” While I too think I will stick to shorter 
hikes for a while, someday I think I will be ready to 
challenge myself like that again. Just yesterday Rosi 
said, “Hey Gerben have you heard of ‘The Moose?’ 
You have to hike all 49 miles of trail on Moosilauke 
in 24 hours. The elevation change is killer.”

Here are some fun activities for alumni:

• Have dinner and spend the night at the Moosi-
lauke Ravine Lodge.

• Rent one of the DOC or Outdoor Programs 
cabins.

• Volunteer for trailwork with Cabin and Trail.
• Rent a canoe for the afternoon at Ledyard Ca-

noe Club.
• Participate in reunion activities hosted by the 

Dartmouth Outing Club and Outdoor Pro-
grams Office.



1985 Class Officers
   * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 
President
Valerie Hartman-Levy
vhartmanlevy@gmail.com

Treasurer
David McIlwain
dmc-1@hotmail.com

Secretaries
Leslie Davis Dahl
dahlleslie@yahoo.com
John MacManus
slampong@aol.com

Head Agents
Gabrielle Guise
gabrielle.guise@yale.edu
Joe McGee
joseph.mcgee@roxburypartners.com

Newsletter Editors
Margaret Marder
mmarder0269@comcast.net
Tim Reynolds
tjr@tywckenham.net

Webmaster
Jeff Weitzman
jeff@weitzman.net

Class Project Chair
Linda Blockus
blockusl@gmail.com

Memorial Chair
Claudia Broeker Egger
cegger6925@sbcglobal.net

Alumni Council Rep
Joe Riley
jriley851@gmail.com

News from our Officers...
Greetings Fellow ‘85’s –
As I write this note, I have just learned the wonderful news 
that our very own Todd Cranford ‘85 (Mr. TLC) has just been 
awarded The Distinguished Alumni Award.  What a wonder-
ful and well deserved honor-and following on the heels of Sue 
Finegan’s ‘85 recent receipt of the same award just a year ago, 
the ‘85’s are on quite a roll. Congratulations and thank you for 
your continued dedication to Dartmouth.....you’ve done the 
‘85’s proud.

I have just returned from a magical three day mini-reunion up 
in Hanover/Norwich with some of my former roommates (Al-
lison Shutz Moskow ‘85, Jenny Archibald Williams ‘85, Les-
lie Davis Dahl ‘85 and Alison Cooper Phillips ‘85).  It was a 
glorious sun drenched weekend filled with dear friends and the 
campus and surroundings were as spectacular as ever.  It was 
also the launch weekend of Freshmen Trips (yes, the Class of 
2016!).  As I sat on the Green with my ‘85 friends and watched 
the Outing Club Seniors teach the newest entering class the 
Salty Dog Rag in preparation for their stint at Mousilake 
Lodge, I was filled with such a sense of gratitude – gratitude for 
the incredible, enduring friendships made and for the remark-
able education that I received from dear old Dartmouth.  No 
matter how far I wander away from that place, I am struck by 
the intense and unique bond that I still feel with so many who 
I met while there and just how good it feels to be back there....
very powerful stuff!

As the warm days of summer begin to morph into the lovely, 
crisp days of fall, I once again feel that pull of years ago when 
this time meant the beginning of a new year of school.  While 
my children still take me to that place at this time, I have come 
to realize that at this juncture, it’s more a state of mind than 
anything else.  I find myself excited to start fresh, rekindle rela-
tionships and to recommit myself to achieve goals set earlier in 
the year.  I also realize that in a bit less than six months, many 
of us will be starting the year that we turn the big 50 – a some-
what daunting proposition but also a true cause for celebration. 
To that end, our ‘85 Class Executive Committee is busy plan-
ning some fun mini-reunions to help mark our collective 50th 
birthdays throughout the year (culminating with an ‘85 mini-
reunion gathering up at Homecoming Weekend 2013).  Please 
stay tuned for more details to come and let us know if you want 
to be involved with the planning and execution of this collec-
tive birthday celebration – we would LOVE your input and 
help.

Wishing you all good things and peace,
Valerie Hartman ‘85
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News from the College...
Todd Cranford ‘85 recieves 
Dartmouth Alumni Award

Todd Cranford ’85 was a government ma-
jor during his time at Dartmouth, in addi-

tion to being chairman of the Afro-American 
Society, a member of Palaeopitus, a former DJ 
for WDCR, a member of the Gospel Choir, 
and a finalist for the Dean’s Prize. He attended 
Columbia Law School and has enjoyed a suc-
cessful legal career that has taken him from 
clerking for a U.S. District Court judge to the 
U.S. Securities and Exchange Commission 
to his current position as counsel for Patton 
Boggs in Washington, D.C. Even with such 
a busy life, Cranford finds time for his alma 
mater. He has served on the board of direc-
tors for both the New York and Washington, 
D.C., clubs, as cochair for two class reunions, 
and as president of the Black Alumni of 
Dartmouth Association. Cranford is a Young 
Alumni Distinguished Service Award winner 
and currently serves on the Rockefeller Center 
Board of Visitors and the Alumni Council’s 
Ad Hoc Committee on Diversity and Inclu-
sion. “I’ve loved Dartmouth ever since the day 
I received my acceptance, and I’m very happy 
and privileged to be able to serve here,” says 
Cranford. “Fortunately, I have known a num-
ber of alumni who have set great examples for 
me when it comes to being involved with the 
College.”

Todd Cranford ‘85

Year of the Arts begins in September

This September, Dartmouth will inaugurate its new Arts 
District, comprising of the Black Family Visual Arts 

Center, as well as the Hood Museum of Art, and the Hopkins 
Center for the Arts (the Hop), both of which are planning 
expansions and renovations.

The year will also be distinguished by an unprecedented 
development of arts-related programming by campus orga-
nizations and departments not normally affiliated with the 
arts, underscoring the importance of the arts to our everyday 
lives.

The next year will include notable arts programming, includ-
ing:

• The Hop’s 50th Anniversary Season, with performances 
by Yo-Yo Ma, Wynton Marsalis, John Lithgow, and a 
number of other acclaimed artists

• A major exhibition of Aboriginal Australian art at the 
Hood, spanning more than five decades of creativity

• Installations of major new works of art around campus, 
including site-specific commissions by Ellsworth Kelly 
and Ross Ashton, and a temporary installation of one of 
Louise Bourgeois’ iconic spider sculptures

• Numerous academic programs uniting the arts with 
other disciplines, including more than a dozen interdis-
ciplinary courses and a groundbreaking collaboration 
between the music and neuroscience departments

• The premiere of a work by Alvin Ailey American Dance 
Theater, supported by commissioning funds from the 
Hop, which will debut in New York City before arriving 
in Hanover in March

• Campus residencies with notable artists, including the 
Tony-winning Handspring Puppet Company

• Festival of Film Festivals, an unprecedented yearlong 
screening series of recent highlights from some of the 
world’s leading film festivals

• The in-progress presentation of a new Hop-commis-
sioned opera by filmmaker Jim Jarmusch and composer 
Phil Kline

If you are on campus, make sure to visit the new Black Fam-
ily Visual Arts Center and view the Ellsworth sculpture  in-
stalled on the outside wall of the Hop, facing the new Visual 
Arts Center.  At just the right time, the reflection creates an 
entirely new piece of art.  



           

The Hopkins Center and the Black Family Visual Arts Center
 
A view of the  Dartmouth Panels, by Ellsworth Kelly, installed on the outside wall of the Hopkins Center facing the 
new Black Family Visual Arts Center.  The panels are each a different color – yellow, green blue, red and orange and 
when the light is right, the reflections in the glass wall of the Arts Center create a whole new piece of art. 

If you are on campue, look out for pianos in unusual places.  To kick off its 50th Anniversary season, 
the Hopkins Center for the Arts temporarily installed pianos at bus stops, parks, farm stands, general 
stores and other unexpected places throughout July in the Upper Valley. Known as Hands On Pianos, 
each installation was colorfully and creatively transformed by Upper Valley artists of all ages.
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Calendar of Events

September 10, 2012 Fall semester begins - Welcome to the Class of 2016

October  26 - 28, 2012

HOMECOMING WEEKEND
Friday - Parade and Bonfire  starting at 7:30PM 
Saturday - Faculty Chalk Talk
http://alumni.dartmouth.edu/learnandtravel/chalktalk
Field Hockey and Soccer games and...
Dartmouth vs. Harvard – Kickoff at 5PM 

November 21, 2012 Fall semester ends.  Winter break begins.

January 1, 2013 Happy New Year!
Happy 50th birthday year to the Class of 1985!

February  8-10, 2013 Save the Date - Winter Carnival

March 26, 2013 85th Day of the Year - Where will you be?

Reflections

Many more pictures can be found at http://www.flickr.com/photos/dartmouthflickr

15



   CLASS OF 1985
   Summer/Fall  2012 NEWSLETTER
   Visit us at www.dartmouth85.com

Dartmouth College
Blunt Alumni Center
Hanover, NH  03755-3590

   NON-PROFIT
   U.S. POSTAGE PAID 
   DARTMOUTH 
   COLLEGE

Mailing Label

CONNECT WITH US!

Don’t miss out on Class and College News and Activities.

Class website:  www.Dartmouth85.com

Facebook:   Dartmouth Class of 85

Join our Class Listerv:  Send your name, class and email address to: 
    Alumni.records@dartmouth.edu

Alumni Office - Alumni.dartmouth.edu
Dartmouth Now - now.dartmouth.edu

Dartmouth Sports Schedules – www.dartmouthsports.com
Hood Museum of Art – www..hoodmuseum.dartmouth.edu

Hopkins Center for the Performing Arts – www..hop.dartmouth.edu


