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SHADES OF GREEN

As we all move further into our 50s, more and more of us will 
be dealing with caring for an aging parent, and the loss of a 
parent. We thought that sharing some of our experiences 
with each other might be helpful, and possibly healing.  
Thank you for your open-heartedness in sharing these stories 
with us;  they are thoughtful, generous, inspiring and kind - a 
moving tribute to the ties that bind us.
        “You have to pick the places you don’t walk away from.”  -Joan Didion

Our Annual Class 
Dues (fiscal year 
2017/2018)
please watch for dues letter 
- coming soon
 (last year: FREE!!!)
 … this year as usual …
$50 + (optional) $35 = $85 
***************************** Because our class was in good 
financial shape this past fiscal 
year, the Class of 1985’s 
Executive Council elected to 
extend a “class dues free” year to us 
all for fiscal year 2016/17.
Dues notices for f.y. 2017/18 are 
coming soon:  $50 helps cover 
costs associated with your class 
newsletters, class mini-reunions, 
local get-togethers, and more.  
Another (optional) $35 supports 
our amazing “Class Projects” (we 
hope you’ve enjoyed reading 
about the wonderful 
opportunities that we as a Class 
help make possible for today’s 
Dartmouth students as a result 
of your generosity via this 
additional annual contribution).  
The annual total is a perfect $85 
- to support the things that we 
want to accomplish together as a 
Class - now and in the future.
***Please feel free to add last 
year’s (free) dues to your this 
year’s class projects 
contribution if you can ! *** 
PLEASE PAY HERE NOW:        
http://www.dartmouth85.com/
wp/class-dues/ 
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Somerville 

‘85s
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Laura Abrahamsson ’85 
A Few Thoughts on Aging Parents

Four words: Durable Power of Attorney. My 
parents did a great job having all their documents 
in place, so that when my mother died, I could 
take her death certificate and my father’s DPoA 
that named me in case my mother was incapable, 
and make whatever decisions I had to on behalf of 
my Alzheimer’s-impaired father. (Her DPoA did 
the same.)

If your parents don’t have their end-of-life 
documents in order yet, chances unfortunately are 
pretty good that they may have waited too long, 
especially if you are your parents’ youngest child 
and not their oldest. So if you’ve missed this step 
with your parents, do it now for your children. 
Many of us have children who are legal adults and 
thus we can name them after our spouses as 
having the authority to make decisions for us. Just 
recently I was able to close a HELOC loan by 
myself because I had the proper documentation 
when my husband was called out of town in an 
emergency.

Also, put an adult child as an authorized owner of 
a checking account, so s/he can pay bills even 
without a DPoA. And if you or a sibling are not a 
signer on an account for your parents, do at least 
that much to ease the end of life transitions.

Gregor Bailor ’85 
My parents are 90 and up until this year they have 
been very active.

Father has around 90% macular degeneration, 
Mother is about 80% deaf – at least to most 
things… together they piece it together.  I visited 
them in September of 2017 as Hurricane Irma 
threatened their home in upstate Florida and 
while my father was also recuperating from a 
broken shoulder from his second fall in as many 
weeks. As the forecasts flip-flopped from doom 
and gloom to mild rain and wind, my mother 
confided in me: “I’m done with this. I want to 
move into a senior community. I am tired and I 
am worried I won’t be able to take care of him 
when the next shoe falls.” I had the “nursing 
home” conversation on my list of to-dos and had 
done some research, but I was fully unprepared 
for her declaration.

As Irma passed with limited damage, we explored 
communities and questions related to making a 
decision.

What matters to you most, mom? What do you want to 
be able to do, dad? Do you want to be able to keep your 
car? What matters about the location? What kind of 
accommodation?  The questions were overwhelming to 
them, but we took them one at a time and took rests 
between conversations over the course of several days. 
Processing time.

In the end, we found a senior community with 
independent through full-time nursing services that 
met their needs. It was not too far from their current 
community, and it was close to things they saw 
themselves needing/wanting more of in the future 
(shopping, family, hospitals, etc.). The facility is a 
Continuing Care Retirement Community (CCRCs) 
using a Continuum of Care insurance membership 
structure. In this program, the participants pay an up-
front “entrance fee” to purchase the Continuum of 
Care policy and they pay a monthly fee based on the 
type of accommodation and care they are using. For my 
parents, this means around a $200k buy-in and a 
$4,000/month fee for their 2-bedoom independent-
living apartment. The rate will go up to around $6,000 
when they move into assisted living/nursing.

I knew the time was ripe for the conversations, but I 
was concerned and nervous about how broach the 
topic. My parents were so thankful that it all came 
together as it did. That I was there for Irma, that Irma 
did not wipe them out, and that we got to start the 
process of getting them into a senior community. They 
immediately started telling friends and unburdened 
themselves with worry that had been building up.  
What I had fretted so much about discussing became a 
huge relief for them and another positive turning point 
in their lives. And if that is not enough, a few secrets 
came to the surface that enlightened their relationship. 
The first was in the form of a packet of Senior Living 
information my mother handed me as we waded into 
the discussion the first day: She had been privately 
researching options for 6 years! No doubt she was 
ready.

The second moment of insight was when my mother, 
who is the consummate traditional home chef – 
cooking Family Circle multi-course meals every night - 
told the senior living host, “Oh, I really don’t care 
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Where in the world is…? 

A bit more than a year and a half ago - in February 
2016 - we began emailing a Class of 1985 

“Monthly News & Events” e-newsletter — with the 
objective of delivering more up-to-the-minute 

Dartmouth events information, along with other 
links, pictures, and details.  We hope that you 

have been receiving them!  Please contact us with 
your email address if you have not.   

mmarder0269@comcast.net 
herringtonhome@gmail.com 

  

Our goal is to have an accurate email address for 
every classmate, but we are missing addresses for 
at least 100 of us.  Please take a moment to look 
at the names below.  If you are on the list, please 
send us your email address.  And if you know a 
good email address for any of our classmates 

listed here, please let us know.  

(You may also update your contact information 
directly by sending an email to the College at 
alumni.records@dartmouth.edu, or by calling 
Dartmouth Alumni Records at 603-646-2253.) 

 1.  Amy Jane Sapowith 
 2.  Robert Durning Field 
 3.  Todd Anthony Rovelli 
 4.  John D. Jeffers  
 5.  Lucy Harvey

STAY IN TOUCH 

www.dartmouth85.com 

about the kitchen – I plan to be eating out... A LOT!”  
As I recounted this to my father, who had been at 
home when we visited that facility (and when my 
mother signed up on the spot!!!), he assured me that I 
must have heard my mother wrong, or that I was 
exaggerating. It was not until he heard her say it 
again to a friend of theirs (while he sat by 
dumfounded) that he actually understood her resolve.

When I left after a week of what could have been a 
tragic intervention for Irma and my father’s broken 
shoulder, my folks were bubbling (and exhausted) 
with all the anticipation and giddiness of kids getting 
ready for their first year of college. It was wonderful.

Have that conversation. If they brush it off, table it 
for later and keep the research.
 
Notes: Continuing Care Retirement Communities 
(CCRCs) provide the broadest range of living styles 
and care – from full-sized, single-family homes, to 
assisted living apartments, to full-time nursing and 
memory care facilities. They also tend to have the 
broadest range of activities and are thought to enable 
a higher quality of life for a longer period of time due 
to the encouragement of activity and engagement. In 
general, CCRCs use age limits and care levels as 
entrance thresholds. For example, some CCRCs 
don’t accept individuals who are not ambulatory and/
or not able to take care of themselves upon entry. 
The applicant must qualify as independent. Other 
facilities focus exclusively on those who need medical 
care (and therefore qualify for Medicaid) and don’t 
provide independent living services or 
accommodations. “Assisted living, “ “nursing” or 
“rehabilitation” all indicate some form of “medical” 
support above and beyond “independent” living and 
may qualify for insurance.

It helps to do your research early enough to gain 
entry to the desired facility under the best 
circumstances.

Let’s talk…

Ok…
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Claudia Broeker Egger ’85 
Grief is such a personal thing.  No one experiences it in the same way, and even individuals face it differently from 
one death to another.  

I had never really dealt with the death of someone close until a brother-in-law passed in 2003. My father-in-law 
died in 2006, my dad in 2009. Then there was 2013 – my ex-husband died 6 months after our divorce, his brother 
died 1 month later, and his mother - 6 months after that.  It was a rough decade.  I struggled with processing what 
happened after each of those deaths, while trying to be strong and in control for the sake of my children.  This 
year, my mom passed away and it was a very different experience for me.  I found myself calm and grateful for all 
the time we had.  

I know it seems trite to say “they are in a better place,” but I really believe this.  Faith plays a big part in it.  I 
know my family members were good people and firmly believe they have gone on to something better.  If I did not 
believe this, I think I would be devastated at their loss.  Instead, I know they are with me all the time and I have 
conversations with them frequently.  Maybe that means I’m a little crazy… I’m okay with that, but I also have a lot 
of peace.  

Meditation has also been a big part of my healing from grief.  In meditation, I have been able to confront my ex-
husband, as well as apologize. I have felt my father’s support, and that of a brother who died before I was born.  It 
has really helped me to let go of the anger and resentment that ended my marriage. Again, people might find this 
unbelievable or at least questionable, but I have had an amazing journey.

Advice I would give is:
• Try making peace with family members while you still have a chance. I think guilt or regret about things said/

done or left unsaid/undone contribute to a lot of the struggle people have with healing.  If you can’t do this, find 
a way to forgive yourself and the deceased for any perceived shortcomings.

• Keep memories alive.  

• Don’t be afraid to talk about the deceased person. 

• Keeping talking to them, even if you feel a little silly doing it.  

• Be grateful for the time you had together and the lessons you learned from the deceased.

• And most of all, celebrate life everyday!

from Alex Muromcew ’85:
Here is a photo from the annual 
Dartmouth party my wife Joohee and I 
host every year at our home in Jackson, 
Wyoming. We have one local young 
woman, Abby Brazil ( a star runner 
and nordic skier), matriculating to 
Dartmouth’s Class of 2021 this year.
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Dan Frech ’85 
Losing a Parent in College

My dad passed away all at once in the middle of my 
years at college.  We were at home for Christmas 
Break.  My brother and I had gone away for an event 
at our high school, which was about 30 miles from our 
home.  When we got home, he was gone.  It was 
confusing when we came back to our driveway and 
found a clog of cars positioned everywhere, at odd 
angles, as if they were stopped by people who had 
forgotten how to park.  All types of people whom we 
knew, from past, far past, and recent times, had 
crowded into our living room.  It happened while he 
was out running.  His heart had suddenly ceased to 
beat, or had misfired and lost its rhythm.  We found 
this out from many friends who were there that day.  
Most of them were medical doctors, since my father 
was a radiologist.  A few of them told me what had 
happened.  I don’t think anything else in my life has 
been quite as massively frightening as this one 
experience.  We sat around for a while with everyone 
and, gradually, they left.  It just seemed that time had 
stopped and had no reason to restart, because what 
would come next:  it could never be like it was before.  
A few days went by like this.  Our Christmas that year 
could define what the word “lackluster” means.  We 
didn’t know how to have this holiday with our family 
missing my dad.

There was some time, but not a lot of time, before I 
was supposed to start back at something for 
Dartmouth.  This particular thing was a Language 
Study Abroad program in Blois, France.  My flight to 
France was already booked, for 11 days after my dad 
died.  All fall, I had been trying to learn to be useful in 
French.  We had the language drill classes, language 
labs, and the normal classes.  This was not my major 
topic (I was in the Physics Department), but it was 
something I wanted to figure out, and also, we had to 
do some foreign language study.  I remember 
considering the dilemma we faced in completing our 
language requirement, a great part of the Dartmouth 
tradition of a Liberal Arts Education, where you 
needed to complete some coursework in a foreign 
language.  I needed to do either two classes at 
Dartmouth, or to take a quarter abroad to study and 
learn the foreign language.  I talked about it with a few 
friends.  We almost immediately concluded:  no 
question — LSA was just a lot better, because you 
could really get into the language, the culture, and be 

somewhere where it was always around you.  You 
would get it in a way that no couple of college 
courses could ever do for you.  All of this was 
decided around the beginning of the fall quarter.  
So, in winter 1983, I was signed up for a whole 
adventure involving living in France with a family, 
and taking classes all in French.  I was a little bit 
scared, but also excited.  It would be the first time 
I went to Europe.

When my dad suddenly died, it was so much 
harder to be ready to go into this endeavor.  I did, 
for about four or five days, consider scrapping the 
whole plan.  I thought about many things.  Maybe 
I should just skip a quarter, stay with my mother, 
and try to help everyone recover.  Or maybe just 
quit college altogether and try to find a job, and 
stop taking the tuition money and living selfishly, 
which I knew was mostly to improve myself – I 
had done nothing that really helped the family, and 
was flying to a far-away, expensive college.  It was a 
restless time, when there was no easy way for me to 
decide.  I was too young to realize that my parents’ 
friends would have taken me aside to counsel me 
on all of the uncertainty which plagued me.  There 
was no way for everyone to sit down and rationally 
decide what was the best thing to do.  Everyone 
had been disoriented by everything that happened.  
I finally decided that there was no point trying to 
analyze this situation.  I was not able to make great 
decisions.  I just thought:  let things proceed, 
maybe it will work itself out if that is even 
remotely possible.

I flew overnight to France from Boston after 
coming from West Coast to East Coast of USA.  
When we landed, I was with a friend.  It was the 
real thing … people here spoke French and they 
were not faking it.  We tried to tell our taxi driver 
where we were staying.  I don’t think he 
understood us very well.  Eventually we made it to 
the pension in Paris where we stayed for a week.  I 
know now that my first impression of Paris —  a 
magnificent city, where architecture stuns you at 
almost any Metro stop from which you emerge —  
was an impression clouded by the preoccupation of 
grief.  I could be amazed by the things I saw, but I 
could not be happy about the fact that I was living 
this adventure.  That would change.  And that is 
why I wanted to write about this experience.  
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What happened during the time I was in Blois, 
France, together with the other students from my 
LSA program, helped me to recover.  It took a 
little time, but that is how it goes when you have a 
great loss.

When I got to Blois, my host family met me at 
the train station.  They were a family which had 
four boys, but two of them had left home for 
university in or near Paris.  Somehow, they had 
been told of what had happened.  Although right 
then I could not really easily talk to others in 
French, they told me that they knew.  My French 
Host Mom let me know that she was okay if it 
would be hard.  I could tell right away:  they cared 
and thought I could be having some trouble with 
everything.  It was a relief that I didn’t have to 
meet them and discuss my family, and then 
immediately tell them that it just wasn’t what it 
used to be.  We were able to get through that 
awkward moment right away.

It was an exhausting period when we started this 
LSA program.  One problem was that every day, 
from morning until after dinner finished, I would 
be confused.  I could understand about half of 
what people said to me.  And everything I tried to 
say:  it was a challenge to create any useful 
phrases.  Some of them of course were not.  I was 
also trying to figure out … what’s next?  I didn’t 
have the feeling that I should be doing the LSA, 
or that my family was interested, or that they were 
even there.  I would write some letters, but didn’t 
expect to hear back.  During the lonely period of 
the first few weeks, I lost 15 lbs.  It was the stress 
of everything: the struggle of learning a new 
language, riding 6-7 miles to school on my bike in 
the cold winter, not having a snack bar or 24-7 
convenience stores everywhere like we do in the 
USA, and feeling alone.

There were so many high points after the very 
difficult period when I had just gotten to France.  
I will mention a few people here with whom I 
spent time, some of whom I knew a little bit 
beforehand, but mostly people who especially 
helped me to be happy, to enjoy things, and who 
were my friends during my LSA program. All of 
them were Dartmouth students.  When I first 
came to the school in Blois, I was getting used to 
the classes (Language/Literature/History).  One of 
our Teaching Assistants was named Kim Ogden 
‘84.  

She is a beautiful lady upon whom, at that phase in 
life, any guy would have a crush.  I knew her a little 
bit through my sister, who is in Dartmouth’s Class 
of 1984, as was Kim.  I was sitting in the classroom 
one afternoon.  Our classes were really long.  We 
would be there at our desks or tables until 3 or 4 
PM every day.  There was much more “in class” 
time during our LSA than you have at Dartmouth 
during a normal quarter, when you might be in class 
for a few hours each day.  At the end of class, most 
people had left.  It was the second or third day of 
the “stage,” as they call your one-quarter of class in 
France.  Kim saw me sitting at my desk looking at 
something, and told me:  let’s go somewhere.  She 
took me outside to a small courtyard, put her arms 
around me, and said, “I know what happened to 
you.”   And she went on.  She said, “If my dad 
passed away, I would not be able to handle it.  He is 
the greatest guy in the whole world.” She told me 
about how her dad was always behind her, and how 
they had a special relationship, and that she could 
talk about anything with him.  And she hugged me 
for a long time.  And understood when I couldn’t 
even talk for awhile when I tried to tell her what 
happened.  It was one of the nicest things anyone 
has ever done for me.

After a little while, we started to go on weekend 
outings together.  Most of the students had Eurail 
passes.  It was during these two-day weekend trips 
within France or even to other European countries 
that I started to enjoy things again.  There were a 
few people who just wanted to try these kind of 
adventures.  I took a lot of trips with Jennifer 
Page ’85, Galan Daukas ’85, Jeffrey Dreiwitz 
’85, and Kim Ogden ’84.  We would plan these 
outings with little real preparation; the logistics 
consisted of (1) which train are we taking and (2) 
when do we get back and (3) does anyone have any 
food to bring?

Galan, Jenny, and I went to Mont St. Michel in 
some of the worst English Channel coastal winter 
weather.  Along the way, we met a French couple 
who invited us over for an evening of some wine 
and snacks.  Our hotel was tiny, but we didn’t care.  
We were able to go out to the abbey (a unique 
island connected to mainland by a causeway) and 
were drenched by a squall on the way back.  We 
finally caught a ride in a car heading away from the 
island, with some people who mercifully picked us 
up.  By that point we were soaked.  We retreated to 
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our small hotel room and ate crackers and cheese 
and drank beer.  We talked for a long time.  It was a 
time when no one had much … but we did it anyway.  

Jenny, Kim, and I went to Chamonix for a ski trip 
one weekend.  This is quite a lot of traveling from 
Blois, up to Paris, and then down to Chamonix by 
train.  We didn’t seem to mind.  At one point Kim 
and Jenny had to go to buy one last thing before we 
got onto the train from Gare d’Austerlitz, one of the 
giant SNCF stations serving the Grand Lignes 
which go far out from Paris.  I was holding at least 
two sets of ski gear and a few bags, while they left 
on a short mission to get some supplies.  We came 
closer to missing that train than I have ever almost 
missed anything.  They came running back at the 
very last minute.  The train doors were closing as we 
threw our gear onto the floor and somewhat dived 
through the doors.  Now if I saw Jenny and Kim 
again, we would just laugh about it as we did for a 
good hour once we settled in to our cabin on the 
train.  It was a sunny weekend of beautiful views 
that you can find in the steep valleys of Chamonix.  
I still remember standing on the very top of one ski 
resort with Jenny and getting our picture taken.  
Galan, Jenny, and I went to Venice together one 
weekend.  It was another long trip.  We saw miles of 
that city … walking everywhere for two days … more 
than most people would take in during one week.  
At some point we dropped a bottle of wine on the 
tile floor of our hotel.  It broke, and that seemed to 
end the festivities.  Not for Galan.  He said 
resolutely, “I think we need to go buy another one 

right away!”  He came back 15 minutes later with 
some more wine, some more cheese, and a loaf of 
bread.

There were other adventures.  Jeff and I went to 
Munich.  I went another time to Munich with Galan 
and Tim Reynolds ’85 during Octoberfest.  Jenny, 
Kim, and I went to Amsterdam.  Almost every 
weekend, we would go somewhere together, a few 
friends who crafted a plan during the afternoon 
breaks at our French school.  The spirit of everyone 
on the LSA program gave me back the zest to try 
new things, and gave me back some courage.  People 
like Kim, Jenny, Galan, and Jeff had confidence that 
I didn’t at that time.  It rubbed off on me because 
they became my friends and wanted to do things 
together.

If you lose someone, it can be the hardest thing to 
do, but don’t close yourself off.  For me, getting to 
be okay again took people who would spend time 
with me like I was normal.  That is the great gift I 
got from the friends I had on LSA that knew me, 
cared about me, and probably didn’t know that they 
gave me so much.

Marilyn Gisser ’85 
Thank you for the opportunity to share. My family 
has been incredibly blessed. My parents are both 
still independent, active and mostly healthy in their 
late 70s. They fly cross-country to visit a few times a 
year, in between trips far and wide.

from Mike Davidson ’85:
first day of high school back in Mexico
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Jack Holleran ’85 
My father, Gerry Holleran, passed away from cancer 
in March 2016.  He was 80 years old.  He lived in 
New Hampshire with my mother in the home where 
my brothers and sisters and I grew up, a home my 
great grandfather built.  After a snowstorm in January 
2016 my father was out shoveling and, he thought, 
pulled a muscle.  It nagged him for several days and, 
when he finally went to the doctor, he was diagnosed 
with bladder cancer.  We would come to discover 
quickly that the cancer had spread throughout his 
body and that there were no treatment options. Two 
short months later he was gone.
 
I’m embarrassed to admit that, for reasons ancient 
and complicated and ultimately unimportant, my 
father and I were estranged and, for several years.  
Didn’t speak.  Didn’t write.  Didn’t see each other. 
This lasted a decade.  And then, in 2010, as a result of 
a number of changes in my life, I called home.  My 
father hated speaking on the phone – when we were 
young, he took it as a personal affront when 
telemarketers (or friends) would call during dinner.  
His temper as I recalled it could be volcanic.  So as I 
dialed my parents’ home phone, for the first time in a 
long time, I was nervous about what his reaction 
might be.  When he answered the phone, sitting (as 
he would later tell me) at the kitchen table, I told him 
it had been too long, that I’d made some big mistakes 
and was working to set them right, and that I was 
hoping I could come home and see him and my 
mother.  I paused, bracing for the volcanic eruption.  
Instead, my father said, “We hoped we’d live long 
enough to get this phone call.”  Tears flowed, his and 
mine – he cried more easily, more softly as he aged.  
And the next weekend I left New York and went 
home.  I sat at that same kitchen table, with my 
mother and father, and set about trying to make 
things right.
 
From that point forward, until he passed away, I was 
in my father’s life, and he was in mine.  I’d love to tell 
you we were close.  We weren’t, especially.  I’d love to 
tell you that we had meandering deep connected 
conversations about our experiences as men and as 
fathers and as sons and as human beings on the 
planet, and absence and love and loss and joy.  We 
didn’t – it wasn’t his way.  But I did my best those last 
six years to meet him where he was.  To show up.  To 
be present and consistent.  To call every week or two.  
To listen, mostly patiently, to his detailed stories 

about people I didn’t know and had never met.  He 
told them in the most fascinatingly circular way and 
almost always closed the circle of the story.  I would 
see him two or three times a year, at Christmas in 
New Hampshire and during the summer at their 
cottage in Maine.  No fan of the beach – he bought 
the house, I believe, for my mother – he enjoyed his 
time on the porch, rocking away the afternoons and 
evenings, especially when the house was filled with his 
children and grandchildren.  We honored each 
other’s birthdays and Father’s Days.  We rejoiced 
when the Red Sox won the World Series and lamented 
when they broke our hearts, again.  We were in each 
other’s lives, and there was beauty and healing in that.
 
Once we learned he was sick, my brothers and sisters 
and I (in different combinations) went home to see 
him, to spend time with him, to look after our 
mother, his companion of more than half a century.  
He went into the hospital on a Friday; by the time I 
got there, he had lost the ability to speak but could 
still hear.  As we took turns spending time with him 
those last few days and nights, right up until the end, 
we talked to him.  Told stories.  Laughed.  Cried.  
Loved.  It was just my mother and I at the end.  She 
held one hand and I the other as he took his last 
breath.  In the days that followed we drew tighter and 
closer as a family, moving together through the wake 
and the funeral and the burial.  We continue to draw 
closer to each other today.  There is beauty and 
healing in that too.
 
Today as I write this happens to be my mother’s 
79th birthday.  We spoke early this morning.  The 
flowers I sent will arrive soon.  The card I forgot to 
mail will arrive in a day or two. The healing goes on.
 
I could have missed all this.  I’m grateful every day 
that I didn’t.
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Becky Blake Osborne ’85  
An odd phenomenon is happening at this stage of my life. Just as my two children are getting prepared to leave the 
nest, feeling independent and eager to define and orchestrate their own lives, I’m charting new territory regularly in 
my relationship with my parents. The parent/child dynamic has shifted, and I find myself having to be a “parent” 
again, right when I am ready to shed that active role that I’ve played for the last 20 years. If you’re like me and had 
children in your 30’s, you’re most likely experiencing something similar. Welcome to life as a member of the Sandwich 
Generation, the group of middle-aged adults, typically age 40-59, who are caught between the demands of child 
rearing and providing care to their aging parents

Consider the following actual conversations:
(November 2007) Phone conversation with my dad, then 70 years old, in the early stages of a degenerative brain 
disorder, and applying for residency in a retirement community where he will receive skilled nursing care as his 
disease progresses. 
Dad: I’ve filled out the required medication paperwork. I listed every medication I take, with the dose noted.
Me: That’s terrific, Dad. Let’s review the list just to make sure you’ve got everything. Would you read the med list to 
me?
Dad: Okay. (starts reading his list of prescribed medications) … and Viagra.
Me: (speechless)
Dad: (continuing) They need to know that I take Viagra.

My reaction: as my children would say, OMG TMI. 

(Summer 2016) Phone conversation with my mom, a 78-year-old self-employed bed and breakfast owner 
Mom: I have a funny story to tell you.
Me: OK, what’s up?
Mom: Last week, as some guests were arriving, I somehow missed the bottom step of the front hall stairs as I came 
down to greet them. When I missed the step, I lost my balance, and landed on my butt so hard that I passed out. 
Me: (speechless)
Mom: (continuing) When I came to, the guests tried to help me up but the pain was so excruciating. I passed out 
again.
Me: (still speechless, and wondering when the “funny” part is going to kick in)
Mom: So, I’ve been taking Advil and I have a chiropractor appointment next week.

My reaction: No visit to an actual physician? No X-ray? These are the questions I want to ask, but I’ve learned to 
navigate the treacherous waters of anything having to do with my mother’s health carefully, or she’ll go deep and 
never share health details with me again.

In the words of the immortal Dorothy, I am definitely not in Kansas anymore. My parents, divorced since my senior 
year at Dartmouth, are each living on opposite ends of the “facing the inevitability of dying” spectrum, and my 
interaction and involvement in their respective aging processes has been very different. 

In 2006, after a client presentation, my Dad walked out of the conference room at the wealth management firm 
where he’d worked as a portfolio manager for years, and stopped dead in his tracks. He was lost. He couldn’t 
remember how to get to his office. This incident was the first indication that he was suffering from some sort of 
memory loss. In 2007, he was diagnosed with Lewy Body dementia, a brutal combination of Alzheimer’s-like 
dementia and Parkinson’s, characterized by severe hallucinations. Pretty quickly, my siblings and I faced the reality 
that he could no longer live on his own. At this point, Dad still had a decent awareness of his situation, and could 
weigh in on the type of community where he’d like to live, and what types of care and medical interventions he did 
and did not want. That window of his ability to make cogent decisions was only open for a short period, and he 
wanted to be involved. He articulated strongly that he did not want to be a burden and he acknowledged that he 
would eventually need 24/7 skilled nursing care. He made it easy for us to help him face his residential, physical and 
mental needs.
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My mom is on the other end of the spectrum. She is physically active and mentally “with it,” and loves running her 
independent business. She regularly covers 25-40 miles on a tandem bike with her boyfriend of many years. The 
challenge however is that Mom steadfastly refuses to face her own mortality. Several years back, I received a 
certified letter with the return address of a law firm that wasn’t familiar to me. Upon opening the letter, I 
discovered that my mom had named me executor of her estate, with Power of Attorney when the time came that 
she could no longer make her own decisions. Typical for my mom. No conversation to prepare me or ask, “Would 
you serve in this capacity for me?” I called my mom to acknowledge and accept this responsibility, and to engage 
her in a conversation about her wishes and thoughts about her end of life planning. “Don’t worry. When the time 
comes, all the information you’ll need is in a folder in the bottom drawer of my desk.” That’s all I got. Subject 
closed.

Over the years, I’ve stepped up to the responsibilities required of me, and it hasn’t always been pretty or easy. I 
have had to learn how to navigate the terrain of living, dying and death with both parents, and come up with 
strategies that work with each of their situations.

In the spirit of sharing, here are my Top 10 Lessons Learned from my involvement in the lives of my aging parents.

1.  Come to grips with reality: We all die. 
This may seem like a ridiculous item for a list of what I’ve learned (Dartmouth educated, right?). However, as I’ve 
shared my experience and counseled friends who find themselves shouldering eldercare responsibility, I’m regularly 
amazed at how many well-meaning, educated, intelligent people stick their heads in the sand on this topic. Why is 
it so difficult for us to discuss death as a regular part of living? I’d rather have the conversation early and get the 
details about how I want (and don’t want) to die out of the way, so I can get on the with the living.
 
2.  Get smart about aging and dying 
Many aspects of aging require solid knowledge and advice, because like it or not, there are laws, regulations and 
decisions that impact the life we have built for ourselves and our families. Make a list for yourself and/or your 
parents with the following subcategories:
• Physical
• Mental
• Financial
• Legal
• Social/Emotional
• Spiritual
• Residential
• Aspirational/Experiential
Seek out experts and begin to educate yourself about the considerations for each of these categories. What you 
learn now will pay off in how you assist your aging parents and the preparations you put in place for your own life.

3.  Be the grown up: Have the conversation 
In fact, insist upon having the conversation. At some point, we all should talk to our parents about their wishes for 
end of life. Find a way to help your loved ones face what is inevitable. A friend of mine’s mother-in-law found out 
she had pancreatic cancer. She had her “why me?” moment, and then put her self-pity behind her. She 
courageously faced the reality of an almost guaranteed death sentence, got herself some awesome medical grade 
weed, and took action. This woman embraced her death as if she were planning a wedding. She made plans for the 
service, wrote her own obituary, chose the photo she wanted published with the obit, selected flowers and readings 
for her service, and specified the food and beverage for the reception. She made sure all her estate plans were in 
order… and then she spent the rest of her limited time LIVING: enjoying time with her family, doing what she 
wanted to do. When her death did come, her family had no decisions to make. They could simply share in the joy 
of  her life, and grieve her loss. This was the great gift this woman gave her family. If you don’t know how to get 
started at having the conversation with your parents, check out The Conversation Project, at 
www.theconversationproject.org.
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4.  Take the first step NOW 
When end of life is on the horizon, it’s too late. When the aliens were in my dad’s apartment messing with his 
computer, and he called the local police three times in one week to have them removed, pretty much the train had 
left the station on having a lucid conversation with Dad about how he wanted to live out the rest of his days. 

5.  Ask questions. Don’t preach. 
You may have to be persistent in raising these topics. If you follow Lesson #4 and start early, then you’re in it for 
the long game. Ask your parents questions you’d want your best friend to ask you, to get them talking. Ease into 
the more challenging questions about dying and end of life. Here are a few of my favorites:
• What do you see yourself doing after you officially retire?
• Describe your perfect day in retirement.
• How do you want to stay professionally engaged after retirement?
• What experiences remain on your bucket list?
• Where do you want to travel that you haven’t yet?
• What will be important to you after your spouse/partner/loved ones are gone?
• What part do you want your children/grandchildren/siblings/extended family to play in your life as you age?
• What are the deal breakers in terms of your health (e.g. when would you want no more medical intervention?)

6.  Find the humor at every stage 
In May a few years ago, when my dad could still communicate, I came home to the following message in my 
voicemail:
“Hi Beck, I just wanted to call and tell you I love you and I’m thinking of you today. [Long pause] I’m not exactly 
sure who you are to me, but I know you are a terrific mother. Happy Mother’s Day.” I had to laugh, because the 
alternative was uncontrollable tears. Gotta love the guy for reaching out even though he wasn’t sure who I was!

7.  Get comfortable having information you never wanted 
See Viagra reference, above.

8.  Accept that death can be a blessing 
I struggle every day seeing disease ravage my dad’s quality of life. Today, he is in the skilled nursing wing of his 
retirement community, and he is long past living well. I often whisper to him that if he’s ready, he should let go and 
move on. I’m not certain what’s waiting for Dad on the proverbial “other side,” but I’ve got to believe it’s a hell of 
a lot better than him white-knuckling it through another day.

9. Don’t give up 
Be courageous and tenacious. Each person arrives at the realization of their mortality at a different pace. Keep the 
lines of communication open, be willing to listen, and capitalize on moments of shared experience. For instance, 
when my uncle died in December, my mom and I shared our thoughts about his life and death. It was a very non-
threatening conversation because it wasn’t about her, so I was able to gently tease out what she appreciated about 
his final arrangements and then draw parallels to her own wishes.

10.  It’s about how you want to LIVE, not just how you want to die 
Yes, we have to acknowledge the inevitability of death, but we do so in service to crafting a
beautiful few decades of life well lived before we go. 
A few awesome reads on this topic include:
• Being Mortal, by Atul Gawande, MD, MPH
• When Breath Becomes Air, by Paul Kalanithi
• The Power of Full Engagement, by James E. Loehr & Tony Schwartz (*written for the business/work realm, but 

lessons on managing your energy apply to personal life as well)
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Though ’round the girdled earth they roam…  
It’s a small world out there!  You never know when you might run into a 
fellow Dartmouth ’85 somewhere ’round the girdled earth.  Please send us 
your pictures from random meetings around the globe.  (Pictures from 
planned get-togethers are most welcome, too.)

For decades, NPR’s Car Talk gave me a good laugh every Saturday morning. The MIT-educated brothers Tom and 
Ray Magliozzi, owners of a DIY auto repair shop in Cambridge, MA, could find the humor in the most ridiculous 
auto-related questions posed by their callers. When Tom died of complications from Alzheimer’s in 2014, I’m sure 
that Ray leaned on his memories of the fun he had with his brother and the hilarity they shared weekly with their 
devoted listeners. One humorous turn of phrase of theirs that I loved was when they would say, “Stay tuned for the 
3rd half of our show.” Since I don’t know how many years I will live or when I am going to die, there is no way to 
mark the exact halfway point of my life. For my children and family, I’m choosing therefore to embrace dying as a 
part of living, and planning a strategy for living well and dying well in my own life’s “third half.”

Becky and her 
dad in 1984 and 

again in 2017

(left to right:)  David 
Rosen ’85, Lauren 
Sonstrom Rosen ’85, 
and Mark Inkster ’85, 
who met up in Singapore 
where Mark works. 

Editor’s note:  It is with sadness that we must report that Becky’s 
father passed away on October 3, 2017.
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Ted Pascoe ’85 
The Eulogy I Could Not Give

The 1969 School Board Election

My brother Will had just come home from the hospital in 
December and Dad started running for the school board in January 
of 1969.  My sister Sarah was 8 and I was 6.  One of the radio 
advertisements mentioned Sarah, perhaps by name.  The theme of 
the ads was "You may have to break the mold to do the right thing."

Studies done at the time indicated that school integration helped 
minorities achieve greater test scores while it did not affect the 
scores of whites, implying that integration could do no harm, only 
good.  One of the most striking things about the election was its 
divisive nature;  everyone had a strong opinion on the issue of 
integration (which to many was simply a euphemism for forced 
busing).  The election also marked the first time in Denver electoral 
politics that whites and minorities worked together, passionately, in 
common cause. 
 
The central question of the election was:  do you want to move in 
the direction of desegregating the schools, or do you want to keep 
the present segregation with good schools for whites and inferior 
schools for minorities?  Black neighborhoods understood the 
importance of integrating schools to improve them for their 
children.  Some of those precincts voted nine to one for Benton/
Pascoe.  Ed and Dad lost the election, receiving only about a third 
of the vote.  The young people at headquarters cried and adorned 
themselves with black armbands as the results came in election 
night.  

A firebomb had even been thrown through the window of another 
candidate’s home, and we received numerous bomb threats so we 
moved my bed away from the window and the front of the house, 
just in case.  I’m not sure if I remember doing this or if it’s just an 
Al Gore memory.  It was a turbulent time, as the 1969 School Board 
election was the first electoral test regarding desegregation in the 
Northern U.S.  Denver later became the first Northern city to be 
subject to court-ordered busing. 

There could be no white space, that was understood.  The pictures 
of the astronauts and the moon were great but were only a start, 
and the posters of Middle Earth were large but I had all the attic 
walls to cover.  I rummaged around the basement for every available 
hangable thing.  Back in the attic, I hung them all.  Many were 
pictures of Dad catching passes and one, on the basketball court, 
was captioned, “Pascoe Hits The Impossible.”  Then there was the 
letter, perhaps the first ever addressed to us kids, printed in the 
Denver Post in 1969.  Through my years at 744 Lafayette St, I would 
occasionally pause at the top of the stairs to read it, shedding 
melodramatic tears, so proud to be my father’s son:

TO THE FAMILIES OF A. EDGAR 
BENTON AND MONTE PASCOE: 
 
Words are so inadequate when one wishes to 
convey feelings or thoughts, but I must take 
time in the early morning hours after the 
school board election results have been posted 
to write a letter to you, the families of A. Edgar 
Benton and Monte Pascoe.
 
There will be some individuals who will say 
that your husbands, that your fathers lost this 
election.  Yes, they lost but so did we -- our city 
-- all of us.
 
We lost.  There is no more time for tears -- 
only the sudden awareness of reality that these 
people in this time and place were unable to 
overcome and meet the difficult problems that 
separate us as black, brown and white.
 
It is a rare privilege to meet in one’s lifetime 
truly great men.  It has been my honor to meet 
three great men.  One, the late Dr. Martin 
Luther King who had a dream that all men, Jew 
and gentile, Catholic and Protestant, black and 
white, would sit at the table of understanding 
and peace together.  Your father and husband 
was and is a great man.  Not just because he 
too dared to dream, but because he was willing 
to stand for his convictions and crusade for an 
unpopular cause in face of an ocean of 
opposition.  He dared and tried to be a leader, 
and not just a straw in the winds of public 
opinion.  And, really, this is what makes a man 
great and enables him to change the world.
 
One of the tragedies of man is that only after 
greatness is gone do we recognize greatness.  
Your fathers were meaningful to me, a ray of 
hope in a frustrated world.
 
They are loved and respected by thousands, 
and you have a right to be proud.  I am grateful 
that my life was touched by theirs, for I would 
rather be a part of a losing cause that is 
destined to win, than to be a part of a winning 
cause that is destined to lose.
 
The greatest want of the world is for the want 
of men.  Men who cannot be bought or sold.  
Men who in their innermost souls are true and 
honest.  Men who are not afraid to call sin by 
its right name.  Men who will stand for right, 
though the heavens fall. 
 
JESSE WAGNER 
Denver 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I had an African-American teacher in the 3rd grade, 
Mrs. Johns.  She was stern with the students and would 
spank them when they were naughty but she would 
never spank me.  One time she came around the blind 
corner leading to the Boys’ Room to herd us all out and 
she accidentally grabbed me and gave me a swat.  She 
apologized profusely and then continued to spank the 
other boys still in the bathroom, peeing on the 
radiators.  She had great admiration for Dad and was 
profoundly grateful to him so could not spank his son, 
even if I deserved it.

Home Life

Each night, when Dad got home from work, the first 
thing he would do was go through the mail.  Excited to 
have him home, we would pepper him with questions.  
After what seemed like hours, he would answer, and 
this delay became a running joke.  He wouldn’t say 
much but we turned on his every word.  To us the 
perfect man quietly towered above.

Recipient of the Barrett Cup, Dad was a great athlete 
and an even better football player.  He was All-
American in high school and at Dartmouth, All-Ivy.  
Invited to try out for the Green Bay Packers, he 
instead went to Stanford Law after which he began his 
legal career.  With enough prodding, he would always 
play catch, basketball, or take me on a backpacking 
trip.  As if a boy could dream up such a father.

Department of Natural Resources

The various Colorado state departments have to go 
before the Joint Budget Committee to obtain funding.  
Often, the director of the department, his deputies, 
and other employees present the budget and together 
field the questions of the Committee.  As Director of 
Natural Resources, Dad, by himself, presented and 
defended line by line his department’s budget.  He did 
his homework.  At one of the Governor’s cabinet 
meetings during this time he reportedly said, “I am less 
enamored with big plans than I am with little 
accomplishments.”

Dad believed oil shale was environmentally damaging 
and not economically feasible.  His boss, Governor 
Lamm, favored the development of western Colorado’s 
oil shale deposits.  Thanks to oil shale, in a fit of pique, 
he put his hand through an office wall, christening it in 
department lore, “Monte’s wall.”  Dad predicted 
Exxon, Union Oil and the other oil companies involved 
would pull out in is months.  He was right, to the day.  
(Exxon pulled out of Colorado on May 2, 1982.)

Denver Mayoral Election

It is the conceit of every child of the losing candidate 
that if only the electorate knew the candidate as well as 
the child, it would have no choice but to support him.   
That is certainly how I felt during the mayor’s race in 
1983.  Toward the end of the campaign, I remember 
being on Speer Blvd, watching Dad wave awkwardly to 
those driving by, doing everything he could to connect 
with them, to get some traction with the voters, his 
wisps of hair blowing in the traffic breeze, his body not 
quite able to get comfortable.  Maybe he did not make 
the ideal candidate but once mayor, he would have 
been head and shoulders above what was a strong and 
talented field.  Of this I was sure then, of this I am sure 
now.

Special Master

Dad was appointed Special Master by the U.S. Supreme 
Court to hear the Pecos River case, a dispute between 
Texas and New Mexico that had been raging so long 
the first two Special Masters had died in office.  We 
went to see him in his robes, presiding.  Dad got a big 
kick out of the fact that the parties were well aware of 
and perhaps a little unsettled by the fact that he knew 
exactly how much water was in question 
(approximately the amount of water in Soda Creek 
Ditch in high season).  After 23 years of litigation, the 
states settled, which reflected well on him.  An 
indication of how valuable “getting the lay of the 
land” (one of his favorite expressions) can prove to be.

At a political function in the 80’s, my brother Will was 
talking to Dad and others.  A man approached and 
stood nearby, waiting quietly.  When Dad noticed him, 
he wordlessly pulled out his wallet and gave the man 
some money.  Will found this odd.  What Will 
witnessed was standard as this man had been squeezing 
Dad for years, and had even tracked him down when he 
switched jobs.  We got a big kick out of this, 
particularly because we knew how generous Dad was, 
what a softy he could be.  To our delight, he was always 
outdoing himself in similar fashion.

To Mom, Dad was her knight in shining armor.  To his 
kids, he walked on water.  I suppose all children deify 
their parents, though most learn at some point that 
their parents are people too.  There have only been a 
handful of times in my life when I have had to admit 
that Dad was after all only human.  But I cannot 
imagine anyone more profoundly, exquisitely human.
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Aspen Highlands was Dad’s client.  In an act of 
selflessness, he allowed a partner to argue the anti-trust 
Highlands case before the U.S. Supreme Court.  Aspen 
Highlands won the decision against Aspen Mountain 
Corporation in 1985.  Dad was very angry when 
comments appeared in the paper, including one by 
another partner who said, “It is a great victory for a 
small firm like ours.”  Dad considered that bush league.  
When he went to buy cigars, his ‘cigar guy’ mentioned 
he had read that a partner had won the Highlands case, 
to which Dad angrily retorted, “I won that case!” and 
stormed out.  Mom thought he might have overreacted 
a bit.

Denver Water Board

His philosophy while serving on the Denver Water 
Board was to get the best possible deal for Denver, to 
engage in tough negotiations with the suburbs and 
everyone else, to fight for Denver and to avoid, at all 
costs, giving away the farm.

Each day a new argument would be brought against 
Two Forks Dam, and I would “interrogate” him on the 
merits.  I enjoyed these prolonged discussions and came 
to believe that if you could not build Two Forks, you 
could not build any dam, anywhere, at any price, with 
anyone’s money, for any reason.  When President Bush 
vetoed the project in 1990, Dad was profoundly angry.  
But in inimitable fashion, he didn’t take it out on those 
nearest him.  Instead, he took a two-hour walk.  “I 
walked down 7th Avenue, up Colorado Blvd, then to 13th 
Avenue!” he stormed when he got back as if that would 
show the EPA.  At his angriest, he demonstrated 
enormous self-control and rarely if ever misdirected 
negative feelings. 

Congressman Ben Nighthorse Campbell was working to 
get approval for the Animas-LaPlata water project.  
When Two Forks was vetoed, Campbell was quoted in 
the paper saying, “Touché, Monte Pascoe.”  This 
enraged Dad and he went after Campbell at a fundraiser 
that night.  They had to be separated and Dad left the 
party.  He only got angry with those who were big 
enough to take it.

While he expressed disappointment in individuals from 
time to time, only once did he express disappointment 
in people in general.  He professed that he would love it 
if people could demonstrate the smallest bit of courage.  
This was a painful admission, as he was an inveterate 

optimist, he trusted in people, thought the best of 
everyone, and was convinced goodness could be teased 
out of anyone.

Once at a Christmas Party, Dad was holding Drew Von 
Gunten, who must have been about 2 years old.  We 
were fascinated as the two withdrew into their own 
world and Dad became a child himself, but one charged 
with shielding Drew from the world, in a protective 
bubble, the two twirling around in circles through the 
room, oblivious to the rest of us, as if touched.  I have 
never seen anyone act like that with a child, even his 
own.  Mom would say I haven’t been around enough 
children.  I will always regret that my children never 
knew my father.

Mom held her state senate campaign kickoff in April 
1998.  Dad arrived at the event, coming from the 
hospital where he had just been speaking with doctors 
about end-of-life discussions regarding my brother Will, 
who was very sick awaiting a lung transplant.  He 
arrived as she began speaking and he broke down, 
crying, probably in part because there were so many 
wonderful people in attendance supporting her 
candidacy.  We were in a bar and I could not see him 
from where I was standing and was unaware what was 
happening.  I wondered why she seemed so distracted 
during her speech.

It was a surreal, frustrating night because it took so 
long to figure out exactly what was going on, what 
Will’s status was.  Once there were only a few of us left, 
Dad quietly apologized to me.  What kind of person am 
I, I thought, and what kind of relationship has ours 
become that he would feel the need to apologize?  I 
realized that if we lost Will, we would probably lose him 
as well.  Fortunately, Will got an eleventh-hour lung 
transplant four days later.

To steal my sister’s line, I am the ordinary kid of an 
extraordinary man.  Dad was able -- frequently and 
effortlessly -- to arrive at Oliver Wendell Holmes’ 
simplicity on the far side of complexity, and provide you 
with a solution to your dilemma.  We would always go 
to him for advice on how to extricate ourselves from 
whatever pickle we found ourselves in.  He could sort 
through intractable issues with ease and magically get 
to the heart of the matter, the kernel of the thing. 
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More than anything else, I remember him as a joyful 
person with an incredible capacity for appreciating 
the simple things in life.  He had an infectious roar 
of a laugh that filled the room, no matter how large, 
assaulting all those present, daring them not to enjoy 
the moment.  One morning in a New England town 
when the late sun was hitting the New England-
white houses in just the right way, everything aglow, 
he said, “See kids, isn’t it great?”  We almost always 
laughed at him as well as with him.

In his final years, I worried about him as he seemed 
a bit worn out, stretched thin, as if a lifetime of 
giving to others and providing for his family had 
exhausted him.  He was still a pleasure to be around 
but seemed to find it harder to muster the energy 
necessary to be his exuberant self.  There were even 
times when I felt he would have liked me to find a 
new hero.  Conscious of his own mortality, I think 
what he really wanted was for his kids to have their 
own lives, to begin to find their own way, and not to 
monopolize their time.

Even now, eleven years after we lost him, it is 
difficult to imagine the world without him.  He was 
indomitable, which is why it is so hard to believe he 
is gone.  Death is not just lonely for the dead, for 
despite our efforts to grieve together, each of us is 
consigned to grieve in his own way, alone.  The heart 
stumbles around, somewhere and nowhere, between 
infinite tenderness and infinite loneliness, to 
paraphrase Robert Musil.  Perhaps religion was 
invented to provide us assurance that those we lose 
still exist.  Is it more than just arrogance that 
convinces us of this?  Regardless, he will always be in 
my heart if not in my actions.  Even if I fail to live 
up to his example, he will be my guide in all things.

What a piece of work is man, how noble in reason, 
how infinite in faculties, in form and moving how 
express and admirable, in action how like an angel, in 
apprehension, how like a god:  the beauty of the world, 
the paragon of animals;  and yet, what is this 
quintessence of dust? 

Old Monte had a sneaking suspicion that in the end, 
he was no more significant than a speck of dust.  
Those who knew him know better.  I have not 
known nor do I expect to know a finer human being.

Tim Reynolds ‘85 
I am writing this note with some deep 
reservations.  Typically, I view health topics as 
quite personal, and I deal with them privately 
and quietly.  That said, perhaps there’s 
something that could be of use to others, and 
that possibility seems sufficient justification to 
get over my own issues.  So, here goes.
 
First, I am lucky.  I have both my parents still 
with me.  85 and 81.  One sliding further and 
further into dementia, and the other battling 
lymphoma and congestive heart failure, 
sometimes winning, sometimes not so much.   
Several weeks ago, we almost lost the first to 
sepsis (to quote the emergency room doctor: 
“she’s got a 50/50 chance, and we’ll know in the 
next 12 to 24 hours.”).  But, I’m lucky.  In fact, 
very lucky.  They’re still here, and I’m very, very 
happy to have them for as long as they are able 
and willing to stay.
 
Second, and of particular note, they are willing 
to stay, at least at the moment.  I’ve watched 
other older relatives who have given up and 
passed away shortly thereafter.  Thankfully for 
me, my parents are both still fighting the good 
fight.  They’ve been scared from time to time 
by some medical situation or another, but they 
haven’t quit.  Frankly, if and when they quit 
someday, I’m not sure how I will handle it.  It 
will certainly be untrod ground – that’s never 
been who or what they are about.  While it 
may turn out to be a sudden loss for me, which 
will make the issue moot, I’ve been spending 
some brain power on this topic just in case.
 
Third, they are reasonably happy and upbeat. 
True, their quality of life isn’t what it used to 
be.  They’ve got issues galore – declining 
thinking powers, mobility limitations, hearing 
loss, and this or that medical issue of the day 
or week or month. But for all that, they are 
positive, and they work hard to find things that 
entertain or amuse them anew each day.  It’s 
definitely not the same as in the past, but it 
works for them and keeps them going, and I 
find myself looking for whatever other little 
things to add to their momentum.
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Fourth, and surprisingly to me, I am overwhelmed 
by the medical system.  I view myself as a 
reasonably organized person, but the medical 
world, at least in my experience with my parents, 
presses the outer bounds of my patience and 
organizational abilities.  It’s a full time job – 
appointments by the handfuls, transportation to 
and from, conflicting and/or uncoordinated 
medical advice, long, complicated lists of 
medications that can also conflict, technically 
narrow specialties with varying willingness to see 
outside of each tunnel, insensitive and sometimes 
illogical responses (both medical and insurance), 
an over-reliance on rules as rules instead of rules as 
a means to an end, too many platitudes … the list 
goes on and on.  It’s certainly too much for my 
parents to handle at this stage of their lives.  And 
it certainly requires more from me (and my wife) 
than I ever expected.  So, a concrete piece of 
advice:  get out in front of it and accept the 
organizational challenge at the beginning (instead 
of by creeping default, as I did).
 
And last, and not surprisingly to me, I have found 
a wide variance in the quality of medical 
professionals.  As with accountants and lawyers (of 
which I’m one), choosing the right person behind 
the desk is way, way more important than 
choosing the flashy name brand on the firm’s door.  
So, a second concrete piece of advice:  if the 
medical professional is not making sense to you, or 
is not explaining things clearly enough, or is not 
willing to help you coordinate with all the other 
advice – or gives even a hint of this or any other 
weak or poor conduct – pull the trigger and switch 
to another comparable medical professional early 
(instead of prolonging the pain, as I’ve done way 
too often).

 
In a way, it’s been somewhat cathartic to get that 
off my chest, but more importantly, I hope some 
one point or another helps one of you in some way 
or another.

What are you 
reading? 

Are you finally reading up on a 
subject that has always intrigued you?  
Care to share your Book Club’s latest selection?
Send us your recommendations to share with our 
classmates!  Title and author - and a few words 
about why you’d recommend it.
Good friends, good books, and a sleepy conscience:   
this is the ideal life.   -Mark Twain

Dartmouth sociology professor Janice 
McCabe, house professor for Allen House, 
gave an interactive lecture during Dartmouth 
Class Officers Weekend 2017 on the results of 
her research about how friendships matter for 
college and beyond.  To learn more, look for 
her recent book, Connecting in College:  
How Friendship Networks Matter for 
Academic and Social Success (Chicago, IL:  
University of Chicago Press, 2016).

Also, look for book recommendations from 
our classmates scattered among several of the 
stories included in this issue, including:
A Man Called Ove, by Fredrik Backman
Being Mortal, by Atul Gawande, MD, MPH
When Breath Becomes Air, by Paul Kalanithi
The Power of Full Engagement, by James E. 
Loehr & Tony Schwartz

from Jeff Weitzman ’85:   freshmen college 
drop-off at Chapman University.
(left to right)  Jason and Nola (Bonis) 
Kaplan ‘85s, their daughter Anna Maite 
Kaplan, Molly Weitzman, and Jeff 
Weitzman ’85 and his wife, Rachel.
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News from our Classmates… 
Suzy (Thurnau) Somerville ’85 and Greg 
Somerville ‘85 
The Colorado Trail

It was a shared love for outdoor adventure that 
helped draw us together in the spring of 1985.  By 
the time we got married the following year, Suzy 
and I were already dreaming about hiking the 
Appalachian Trail.  But with the arrival of kids and 
responsibilities at home and work, somehow we 
never managed to set aside six months and tackle 
the 2,181-mile trail.

Last year we learned I would be eligible for a 
sabbatical in 2017 — three full months to recharge 
our batteries after twenty years of pastoral 
ministry.  We began brainstorming different ways 
to spend the time, but nothing seemed quite 
right...until we stumbled on a copy of the 
Colorado Trail Guidebook. 

Almost immediately we knew this was the answer. 
The Colorado Trail starts outside Denver and 
winds almost 500 miles southwest through seven 
wilderness areas to Durango.  Spectacular scenery, 
strenuous exercise, blue sky, fresh air, and less than 
one-fourth the distance of the Appalachian Trail. 
It seemed perfect.

We tried not to notice that our bodies had 
changed a bit since 1985. Both of us had knee 
issues — Suzy from a hiking accident during 
Freshman Trip, me from a case of Lyme Disease. 
The longest we had ever hiked together was for 
three days on our honeymoon.  It was an 
ambitious dream.  Friends reminded us that we 
didn't have to finish the whole trail.  But after they 
were gone, we would look at each other and say, 
"Yes we do!"

Dartmouth classmates Lisa Sweeney Herrington 
’85 and Tom Herrington ’85 set a new standard for 
hiker support teams. We were coddled with 
curbside service at Denver International Airport, 
gourmet meals, fine wine, and the chance to catch 
up on three decades of life after college. 

On Thursday morning, June 29, we hugged Lisa 
goodbye and set off with our backpacks. For the 
next six weeks life was refreshingly simple and 
overwhelmingly beautiful. Everything we needed 
was at our fingertips. We would wake up at dawn, 

eat breakfast, pack our gear, and start walking.  At day's 
end we would pitch our tent, eat dinner, listen to A 
Man Called Ove on Audible (great book!), and conk out 
at sunset. 

Because of the altitude (and our age), we chose to cover 
less distance per day than the real hikers who breeze 
through 20 or 25 miles.  But step by step, with weekly 
stops in town for a shower and fresh supplies, we made 
it across the entire state.  We did not get eaten by bears 
or mountain lions.  We did not get struck by lightning 
(though the hail storms could be intense).  And we did 
not cease to be amazed by the majestic beauty of snow-
capped mountains and the microscopic beauty of 
wildflower meadows.

On August 12th we hiked the last four miles of the trail, 
with Bob Dylan's "Romance in Durango" carrying us to 
the finish line.  How nice to find a jacuzzi tub and 
bottle of red wine waiting at our Airbnb! 

Now that we are back home in the Maryland suburbs, it 
hasn't taken long to regain some of the pounds I shed 
along the trail.  Emails again whine constantly like 
mosquitoes.  The sounds of rush hour traffic have 
displaced the holy hush of Rocky Mountain silence, of 
high places with long, clear views. 

"I miss the camping life," Suzy told me at breakfast this 
week.  After traveling so light for so long, normal life 
seems pretty cluttered.  We miss the rigor and 
simplicity, the freedom of having all our necessities at 
our fingertips.  We cleaned out the shed yesterday and 
hope the whole house will eventually benefit from a 
similar purge.

But we are happy for toilet seats.  For visits with 
grandchildren.  For toothbrushes that don't have the 
handles cut off.  And we are thankful for God's mercy 
on middle-aged knees and necks.  We made it to the 
end of the trail, and return with renewed energy and 
vision for the trail ahead.
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News from our Class Officers… 

Each Fall, Dartmouth invites Class leaders back to campus 
for Class Officers Weekend (fondly referred to as “COW”).  
A two-day gathering designed to support the work that 
alumni volunteers seek to do on behalf of their Class and 
for the good of the College, COW is a collaboration 
between Dartmouth’s Office of Alumni Relations and 
Dartmouth’s Class Officers Association Executive Board.  
Thoughtful programming facilitates a rich exchange of 
ideas and practices across alumni classes, and it affords 
attendees the chance to explore some of the many 
opportunities that exist for connecting with classmates 
and campus partners.
(*to paraphrase Andrew Son ’09, President of Dartmouth’s Class of 2009 and current 
President of Dartmouth’s Class Officers Association Executive Board, in his welcome letter 
to this year’s participants).

This year’s theme was “An Enduring Sense of Place.”  For 
two beautiful Hanover days in September, our Class 
President, Joe Riley ’85, our Class Gift Planning Chair, 
Beth Hobbs ’85, one of our Class Mini-Reunion Co-
Chairs, Valerie Hartman ’85, and one of our Class 
Newsletter Co-Editors, Lisa Sweeney Herrington ’85 
joined one another (along with Dartmouth Class Officers 
from the Classes of 1938 through 2017) to learn more and 
to re-connect with Dartmouth today.
If you have time and talent that you would like to share 
with our class — whether as a Class Officer or on an ad hoc 
basis — we would sincerely welcome your interest.  Please 
reach out to any of those serving right now.

at Class Officers Weekend 2017 (l to r):  Valerie 
Hartman ’85, a current Dartmouth student, Beth Hobbs 
’85, Joe Riley ’85 (pc:  Lisa Sweeney Herrington ’85)
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