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Write it on your heart
that every day is the best day of the year.

He is rich who owns the day, and no one owns the day
who allows it to be invaded with fret and anxiety.

Finish every day and be done with it.
You have done what you could.

Some blunders and absurdities no doubt crept in.
Forget them as soon as you can, tomorrow is a new day:

begin it well and serenely, with too high a spirit
to be cumbered with your old nonsense.

This new day is too dear,
with its hopes and invitations,

to waste a moment on the yesterdays.

-Ralph Waldo Emerson

In this issue: 

• Welcome Still North Books & Bar

• Please read…  Are We Missing You ?

• Manage (and update) your email 
subscriptions with Dartmouth College

• Class Dues 2019/2020 ($85 - please pay 
online via our class website / see link)

• News from Our Classmates

• Our Class Projects - update! 

• Annual Dartmouth Alumni Day of 
Service

• Letter from the Chair of our 35th 
Reunion Committee / Beth Parish ’85

• What Are You Streaming?

• Class of 1985 Memorial Tree

• Dartmouth College Fund

• Bartlett Tower Society (2 new members!)

• More News from Our Classmates

• Though ’round the girdled earth they 
roam…

• What Are You Reading?

• Our Class Officers & News from our Class 
Officers (85th Day of the Year!)

SHADES OF GREEN

At their best, the winter holidays celebrate (and remind us, all, of) 
our shared humanity.  Inspired by that, we reached out to ask 
whether those of us who may have faced a serious health challenge 
(physical, psychological, and/or emotional — within ourselves, or in 
someone we love) — might be willing to share their story.  It was a 
big ask.  We knew, of course, that not everyone might want to share 
something so personal (or to venture into such vulnerable territory).  
Our heartfelt thanks to those who did.
(If reading these stories gives you courage, please consider still 
sharing yours.  Would be an honor to do a part two…)
In the meantime, let us know if there are themes, topics, or ideas 
you’d like us to consider for future issues.  We love hearing from 
you.  Always.

-Margaret and Lisa

Cheers to this fabulous new addition to Hanover’s Main Street!  Created 
and owned by Allie Levy ’11, Still North Books & Bar opened on 
December 19th, 2019 (occupying some of the space formerly used by 
the Dartmouth Bookstore).  Let’s meet there on our next visit to the 
College on the Hill!  (for more info, see Caitlin McCarthy’s 1/7/20 
coverage in The Dartmouth…)

follow them on Facebook, Instagram, and at 
www.stillnorthbooks.com

Photo courtesy of Dartmouth Admissions
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please read:
are we missing you?

There are about 200 classmates for whom we do not have 
good email addresses. 

Perhaps you’d prefer to stay off some of the College’s 
broader distribution lists?  —Totally understand (see below.)  
But if YOU WOULD LIKE TO receive news from our shared 

Dartmouth Class of 1985 (much of which only goes out via email), 
we would LOVE to have your email address. 

(It is our hope eventually to go paperless with our class print newsletters 
as well, and we don’t want to lose our connection with you!) 

To be sure that you are set up to receive all Class of 1985 communications 
(and that you will continue to do so, moving forward), 

PLEASE check the email address and email preferences 
you have selected via Dartmouth’s Alumni Directory 

(INSTRUCTIONS ARE BELOW). 
…and if you have questions, do not hesitate to reach out to us… 

-Margaret and Lisa 

STAY IN TOUCH 

www.dartmouth85.com 

herringtonhome@gmail.com 
mmarder0269@comcast.net

please go to our class 
website 

(www.dartmouth85.com) 
to pay your 

Class of 1985 
2019/2020 class dues now

Manage your email subscriptions 
with Dartmouth College 

        Go to alumni.dartmouth.edu and
       search “Update Your Information”

- then click “See Your Profile” (there is a link just below it to get your 
Dartmouth NetID if you don’t know it;  quick & easy to do - you will 
need it to access your profile)

- log in using your NetID and password

- click “My Profile”

- at the bottom of the page, there is a box entitled “Subscription 
Management”

- click the green “Edit” button on right side of the box

- scroll (where scrollable) to “Dartmouth Class of 1985” (from 
“Alumni Relations”)

- check yes to all emails from Dartmouth Class of 1985 and click “save”!!

- scroll again (where scrollable) back t0 "Alumni Relations” (and other 
options) and manage your other subscriptions

Dartmouth’s Alumni Directory

http://www.dartmouth85.com
http://alumni.dartmouth.edu
http://www.dartmouth85.com
http://www.dartmouth85.com
http://www.dartmouth85.com
http://www.dartmouth85.com
mailto:herringtonhome@gmail.com
mailto:mmarder0269@comcast.net
mailto:herringtonhome@gmail.com
mailto:mmarder0269@comcast.net
http://alumni.dartmouth.edu
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News from our classmates…

Jay Caldwell ’85 writes…

I'm checking in from Japan, where a ski bucket list item (Hokkaido) and culture bucket list items (Tokyo & 
Kyoto) have come together in a perfect 18 day storm. Taking a trip like this was made possible by the 
"Recovery Jay" who this past December 21st picked up his 25 year anniversary clean and sober chip with 
wife Leah and kids Nathan (21), Bennett (19), and Avery (15), by his side. 
Everything I enjoy in my life today - marriage, family, career, friends, personal interests, and whatever else I 
can think of to define happiness and success - I have because I'm free from my addiction to alcohol and 
drugs. If I had kept using, I wouldn't exist and you wouldn't be reading this. If I relapse tomorrow (recovery 
should never be confused with recovered), the outcome would be fairly predictable: lose a lot, lose a lot 
more, lose everything. And that wouldn't be if, but when. I'm under no delusions that my disease and demons 
aren't patiently waiting for me to roll the dice one more time. The stats don't lie, and the house always wins. 
So, sorry house...I think I'll go skiing instead. 
The seeds of my addictions were planted at Deerfield. And the saplings flourished with frightening ease while 
at Dartmouth. By graduation (a small miracle in and of itself), the facts were plain: I was chemically 
dependent. Which is a nice sounding way of saying someone is an alcoholic, addict, or in my case, both. And 
as ugly as I felt on the outside, nothing could top the self-loathing and despair I felt on the inside. I still 
shudder at 5th reunion when some classmates did double and triple takes just trying to recognize me. One 
particularly erudite and clever classmate tossed out a bon mot which I can only salute as both brutally honest 
and witty: "Sly, you're giving late Elvis a run for his money". The truth did hurt, but I still wasn't miserable 
enough to stop. That took an intervention or two, a rehab or three, a 4-5 year period which I term my "chronic 
relapsing phase", and finally the eureka moment when I realized I was sick and tired of being sick and 
tired...and scared of what deep down I knew lay ahead if I didn't get serious about change. 
So I finally started going to meetings. They were, and still are, my higher power. I'm a master combobulator. 
Think, overthink, rationalize, justify, resent, rinse, repeat. Meetings are simple. Walking in the door is the act 
of raising the white flag of surrender, and doing something I hate: asking for help. And when I learned I was 
actually helping others when I shared - which at first I found hard to comprehend - well, that feeling tops any 
high. Addiction is one of the most selfish things a human can engage in.  And recovery, in the end, is one of 
the most selfless. 
Service work is incredibly fulfilling. For 13 years (until we opened our gallery in Hudson, NY five years ago 
and time commitments prevented me from continuing) I went back to Deerfield once every Fall, Winter, and 
Spring term to talk to every Sophomore -  who take a Health Issues class one term covering topics each 
week like eating disorders, depression, suicide, bullying, etc. - as the "alcoholic addict Deerfield boy". Each 
term I sat down for four class periods with 10-18 kids each and shared with them what happened to this kid 
many years ago. I estimate I spoke to about 1,700  students over that timespan. It was an incredibly powerful 
experience which helped close a personal circle going back to the days when my own experimentation fed 
and watered my latent addictions, and helped them stealthily start putting down their roots.  
I keep choosing recovery. One day at a time, with all the cliches and cheesy little slogans at the ready. I can't 
stay sober for the rest of my life. But I can stay sober today. Will the day ever come when the good feelings 
and opportunities for happiness recovery provides me fade or go away? It hasn't yet. And as sure as the sun 
will rise tomorrow, if I just keep on keeping on… it never will. 

http://www.dartmouth85.com
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The last time I wrote in was for our 25th class reunion in 2010.  The current request for stories on a 
“bump in the road” is a perfect segue for an update to my story.  After leaving Dartmouth, I took my BA 
in biochemistry to become a consultant and then to Wharton to get an MBA in finance.  While at 
Wharton, I met my amazing wife Cathy.  I spent several years working at Marriott in their international 
finance group spending about 70% of my time on the road and earning my road warrior badge before 
realizing my children (two boys and a girl) were growing up without me.  I switched jobs to become 
CFO of a Legg Mason affiliate and am now the corporate treasurer.  The hours are still crazy but I 
spend far less time on the road and started making the kids games / matches and school events.  
Looking back, the summer of 2008 was a good one with time at our beach place and a trip to Disney 
World.  But in the early fall, we noticed some atypical behavior in our 12 year son Joe - he was 
lethargic, complaining about aches and pains and had developed a rash on his torso.  We took him to 
his pediatrician and she sent us immediately to the emergency room where the head of pediatric 
oncology was waiting for us.  
Our journey - one we never wanted to be on - had begun.  Ultimately, he was diagnosed with a rare 
and extremely aggressive form of leukemia.  His chemotherapy protocol was experimental and 
required one week of every three being hospitalized.  He was always so strong no matter how sick the 
medications made him - often telling my wife and I not to have “sad eyes” when we were with him.  He 
continued at his school, Loyola Blakefield, earned all A’s and whenever possible participated in his 
sports teams (soccer, futsal and baseball).  This “new normal” went on for nearly eighteen months.  At 
the end of his treatments, he went into remission but then quickly relapsed.  Since the chemotherapy 
hadn’t worked, his next alternative was a bone marrow transplant. 
None of his immediate or extended family was a match (although ironically my other two children are a 
match for each other), so we had to go to the national bone marrow registry to look for one.  The boys 
at his school weren’t going to leave anything to chance and went to work to find Joe a match.  In the 
summer of 2010, the school held a bone marrow registry drive and “Join for Joe” was born.  I 
remember arriving at the school on the day of the drive - there were cars and tv crews everywhere and 
it was all for the bone marrow drive.  Joe arrived midway from a maintenance chemo treatment and 
was a “rock star”.  He conducted multiple TV interviews, greeted people and spent as much time as he 
could with his friends playing cards or talking sports just like everyone else.  He truly just wanted to be 
normal.  The one television interview response I will always remember was that he would do anything 
to help out because there are so many other kids that are worse off than he is.  866 people were 
added to the national bone marrow registry that day.  Every year since then, Loyola Blakefield (and 
other area private schools) have held “Join for Joe” drives which are now targeted toward graduating 
seniors.
Joe had his bone marrow transplant in the fall of 2010 at Johns Hopkins in Baltimore, MD.  The 
medical staff there is truly amazing and makes the children feel normal – with holiday decorations, nerf 
gun fights and bingo.  One time, Joe won bingo and was picking out baby prizes (a rattle, stuffed 
animal and onesie).  My wife asked him why and he replied that he had heard one of the nurses on the 
floor was having a baby shower and he wanted to give her something – he was always thinking of 
others.  After the transplant, he was in remission again.  But by the time Christmas arrived, we 
received the devastating news that his leukemia once again had returned.  He was hospitalized in 
early January where he was given multiple experimental treatments - none of them worked.  He 
passed away on March 9th, 2011, one day after his 15th birthday, while my wife, children and I held 
him.  My strong, yet compassionate fighter was gone.

Gregg Gorman ’85 writes…

http://www.dartmouth85.com
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Nothing prepares you for the illness and death 
of your child or the time afterwards.  It has 
been almost nine years since Joe’s death with 
so many missed milestones and opportunities 
but Joe’s memory and influence is always 
present.
On June 1st, 2016, I had an ischemic stroke 
impacting the left side of my body.  My 
daughter found me in the master bedroom 
because I hadn’t come downstairs to take her 
to school.  Multiple hospital tests determined 
that the stroke was caused by a congenital 
heart defect which allowed a clot to pass to the 
brain.  Joe’s strength during his treatments 
helped me push through mine which included a 
heart procedure, brain procedure, rehabilitation 
and a new diet.  The doctors all said that the 
only reason I survived was that my wife had 
started giving me a daily baby aspirin and 
convinced me to get in shape several years 
earlier – I think another reason was Joe’s 
strength. 
Our other two children (Nicholas and Juliana) 
have had to grow up way too fast but are 
turning into resilient and compassionate young 
adults - both were student leads for Join for 
Joe drives at their respective schools, among 
other activities.  They are both strong and will 
continue to take what they have learned from 
their experiences with them throughout their 
lives.  Nick graduated with honors from Wake 
Forest and is now an equity capital markets 
investment banker in New York.  Juliana is a 
freshman at Villanova where she is studying 
nursing.  I am looking forward to seeing the 
next chapters in their lives.
I had not realized the impact Joe had on my 
daughter until I read an essay she wrote in 
eighth grade for a “Letters to Authors who 
Changed Their Lives” contest sponsored by 
the Library of Congress.  Her letter was to Elie 
Wiesel author of Night and was titled “I Saw My 
Brother Joe Try to Fight Death”.  Her essay 
shows her strength and courage from her 

experiences and is now published in a book 
called Journeys.  
My wife has been my rock – I can’t begin to 
thank her enough for all she has done and 
continues to do.  We honor Joe’s memory as 
best we can by doing things for others: (i) 
Cathy participates in and has grown the Join 
For Joe initiative (it is now at several private 
schools in the Baltimore area) and (ii) I am on 
the executive board of a non-profit that benefits 
children with cancer and their families.      
My wife and I regularly learn about ways that 
our son impacted people’s lives both when he 
was alive and now that he is gone; (i) my niece 
telling us the story of when they were in pre-K 
and he would walk her to her class, bypassing 
his own, because he knew she was scared, (ii) 
the mom of one of his sporting friends who told 
us he would stop the kids from wolfing down 
pizza to say grace, (iii) the neighbor who was 
working to get healthy and ran her first 
marathon in his honor, (iv) my sister who told 
me she uses Joe as her inspiration for her own 
battles with cancer, (v) my children who do 
dance marathons at their schools supporting 
pediatric cancer in honor of their brother, (vi) 
the Join for Joe matches who now have 
another chance and the list goes on (both large 
and small). 
I will rely on Joe’s strength and compassion for 
as long as I live but I will never be able to 
replace him or fill the huge hole left by his 
death.  My advice to others: always, cherish 
the time you have with the ones you love – you 
never know when they will be gone.

Gregg Gorman ’85 (continued)…

editors’ note:  We asked Gregg how his health is now and we 
are so glad to be able to add the following:  “…My physical 
health is great and the prognosis is positive.  I work out 
daily with a combination of HIIT, crossfit, running, and 
swimming (I do an annual one mile open water swim for 
Hopkins cancer research to honor Joe).  Only remaining 
effects from the stroke are when I get tired - my left leg 
drags a bit or I might drop something if it is in my left 
hand, but in the overall scheme of things, that isn’t too 
bad.”

http://www.dartmouth85.com
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Who can forget her sharp and misty mornings, 
The clanging bells, the crunch of feet on snow.…

Dartmouth’s Annual 
Alumni Day of Service 
May 2nd, 2020

A Chance to Give Back 
Dartmouth’s Annual Alumni Day of Service is designed 
to provide opportunities for Dartmouth alumni, friends, 
and family to give back to their local communities while 
strengthening ties with fellow members of the 
Dartmouth community.  The Alumni Day of Service 
helps to further Dartmouth’s longstanding tradition of 
community service through organizations such as the 
Dartmouth Center for Service and Dartmouth Partners 
for Community Service, as well as the many alumni 
organizations already providing meaningful 
opportunities in their areas.
Mark your calendars and please plan to join us on (or 
around) May 2nd, 2020 - and bring your friends and 
family.  Search “Dartmouth Alumni - Alumni Day of 
Service” to find out more (or open this newsletter on 
our class website and click on one of the links below).
You may also organize a service project where you live!  
…Boston 85s:  Allison Shutz Moskow ’85 and Valerie 
Hartman ’85 are planning something in the Boston area 
(planning is still in progress / watch for details on the 
Dartmouth Alumni website)…  Check back often - and 
we hope to see you there!

ORGANIZE A PROJECT 
FIND A PROJECT

photo credit:  Seamore Zhu / 📸  :@cmore_withan_a

Update about our Class Projects (Pamela Ponce Johnson ’85 & Veronica Jenkins ’85) 
When we pay our annual class dues, we have the option of adding $35 to our $50 dues amount — to make it a 
perfect $85 and to help build a legacy for our class with Dartmouth College.  Those extra funds support our 
“Class Projects.”  Here are a couple of pictures to catch you up on the very real results of our class support of 
Dartmouth Partners in Community Service (DPCS):

Chris Jun ’22 (pictured, right) is being mentored 
remotely by our own Ann Schonfield ’85 
(Principal, Schonfield Consulting) and by Dan 
Estabrook ’88.  Chris is interning this Winter 
2020 with World Relief Sacramento.
Our Class of 85 “Class Projects” donations have 
helped to make his internship possible.  
Annually, DPCS funding from sponsoring 
classes supports the internships of 
approximately 40 Dartmouth undergraduates in 
the non-profit sector.
THANK YOU!

https://www.instagram.com/cmore_withan_a/
https://www.instagram.com/naina_bhalla/
https://www.instagram.com/cmore_withan_a/
https://www.instagram.com/naina_bhalla/
http://dartmouth.imodules.com/s/1353/events/events.aspx?sid=1353&gid=430&pgid=21528
http://dartmouth.imodules.com/s/1353/events/events.aspx?sid=1353&gid=430&pgid=21528
http://dartmouth.imodules.com/s/1353/events/events.aspx?sid=1353&gid=430&pgid=21528
http://dartmouth.imodules.com/s/1353/events/events.aspx?sid=1353&gid=430&pgid=21528
http://www.dartmouth85.com
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Lisa Sweeney Herrington ’85 writes…

In the spirit of full disclosure, my personal experience this year (may have partially) inspired our 
theme selection for this season’s issue.

Our job as newsletter editors is to facilitate opportunities to showcase our classmates within this 
fun forum for our class (and boy is that a privilege).  Editors should not be part of the story.  But as 
your beautifully considered and inspiring reflections began to trickle in, I began to wonder whether it 
might be unfair (even disingenuous) of me not to share at least a brief bit of mine.  The fact that 
some dear Dartmouth friends have (of course!) made a HUGE and loving difference for me in the 
midst of it persuaded me to write, too.  (And to those friends whom I haven’t yet told, please forgive 
me.  I felt your love and support regardless.  I always have.)

In October 2018, I received a call-back after my annual mammogram.  I had been called back 
several times before over the past few years and I assumed as always that this time would be no 
different.  A benign cyst removed in my late 20s, while I was a graduate student at the University of 
Chicago, had seemed to explain these recent mammograms that started to look a little funny in my 
early 50s.  More “activity” in that area of the breast, I was told by my wonderful Dartmouth Med 
School-trained radiologist.  No big deal, I’d decided.  And as a result, I had grown blasé about 
second looks each year (even those prompting a needle biopsy or two).  My mother had had a 
benign cyst while she was pregnant with my younger sister (there was terror, then relief, and then all 
was well — and no breast cancer to follow).  My older daughter had one a few years ago, too, while 
she was an undergraduate at Dartmouth (again, all turned out fine).  And so the three of us, at 
roughly the same ages (in our 20s), had had benign cysts that occur commonly across generations, 
we had learned.  Not necessarily indicative of anything.  And no known family history of breast 
cancer.  But in October of my 55th year (my lucky number, doubled), the radiologist who performed 
this latest ultrasound-guided biopsy (who had likely missed his Harvard Med School course in 
“bedside manner”) was sanguine and humorless when I met him for the first time on the table and 
proposed that this was likely more of the same.  “Ya,” he said.  “No. This is different.”

I realize in retrospect that his straightforwardness was a gift.  It prepared me for bad news, and it 
turns out that I needed that.  I soon learned that I was joining a club of one in eight American 
women who are diagnosed with invasive breast cancer each year (and the percentage is growing).  
The single greatest risk factor for developing breast cancer, according to my oncologist, is being a 
woman who lives in the United States.  (Curiously, women in Japan have the lowest risk, but if they 
move to the US, their risk rate quickly rises to meet ours…)  Very good health insurance, great love 
and support, and dear family and friends who were able to connect me to the very best doctors 
(some of whom are good friends and/or parents of my children’s friends) placed me in a very 
privileged subset of people who confront a cancer diagnosis.  I knew going in how fortunate I was.

Won’t bore you with the details, but would be glad to talk with anyone who is confronting a 
diagnosis.  Someone told me at the beginning that everyone’s cancer is different;  I’ve come to 
understand how and why that is true.  I’ve learned a lot in a year (but have a lot more to learn)…. A 
year of chemo, some surgery in March, and seven weeks of radiation are behind me.  Another year 
or two of active treatment may lie ahead (alongside the 10-year aromatase inhibitor that I think most 
hormone receptor positive breast cancer patients are prescribed.)  I met with my oncologist just 
today to try to reconcile some differing opinions about a (maybe a little bit rough) drug he’d like me 
to take for another year…  But I still have an “overall survival” number and a “disease free survival” 
number that we’re working to drive closer to 100%.  That’s not bad.  It’s not bad.  I am grateful.

…And 5 is still my lucky number.  But it has a whole new meaning now.  Everything does.

http://www.dartmouth85.com
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Kathy Reilly Gross ’85 writes…
When the voice on the phone said, “I’m really sorry, but it’s cancer,” I didn’t feel immediate emotion. 
The grape-sized bump I had discovered on my upper pectoral muscle had seemed well out of range to 
be considered a lump on my breast, and I didn’t consider myself to have any of the commonly stated 
risk factors. Chronic migraine and auto-immune thyroid disease were my personal health issues. 
There wasn’t room to add cancer.
Before I could register the diagnosis, the oncology nurse added, “It’s VERY treatable and over 90% 
curable." 
Even after hearing the words we all dread, I’ve never felt so lucky—or surrounded by love. The 
Dartmouth community played a significant role.
From that first phone call, I feel so fortunate for the way the medical professionals handled it (and me) 
throughout the process, too. I started the journey in Keene, NH at the local hospital clinic where I knew 
many of the doctors and professionals having been in the small community for 20 years. When I went 
in for the mammogram, it was determined that an ultrasound-guided biopsy was needed. They 
arranged for it immediately. When they told me that something like 80% of lumps turn out to be 
benign, I didn’t worry too much.
On the day they called with the results, Mark (editors’ note:  husband Mark Gross ’85) had already 
returned to Minneapolis where he had recently taken a position running a company. Fortunately, our 
recently graduated daughter Charlotte happened to be home just before starting her new job in 
Boston. Charlotte came over to me right away when she heard my response to the diagnosis and saw 
my reaction. I felt doubly blessed in that moment. First, I had Charlotte there to comfort me. And 
second, that I was given such immediate reassurance and hope.
In my case (invasive ductal carcinoma, ER/PR positive, HER2 negative for those of you interested in 
the specifics), a lumpectomy was recommended, probably followed by radiation treatment, but not 
necessarily chemotherapy. Of course, I wanted to do additional research and get second opinions.
This is where Dartmouth friendships and community comes in. I called my old roommate Eleni Henkel 
’85 who I knew was good friends with renowned breast surgeon and ‘86 sorority sister Elisa Port. Eleni 
put me in touch with Elisa, founder of the Dubin Breast Center in NYC and author of the wonderful 
book, The New Generation Breast Cancer Book: How to Navigate Your Diagnosis and Treatment 
Options-and Remain Optimistic-in an Age of Information Overload. Its title is self-explanatory and I 
highly recommend it. 
Elisa called me right after I emailed her the biopsy results. Her reassuring words were priceless: 
“Kathy, you know you’re going to be FINE.” That was the first time I broke down and cried. 
She explained how truly treatable this was and that the odds were very slim that it would be fatal for 
me. She agreed that it was likely that a lumpectomy would be the right approach, and that if I wanted 
to come to NYC she would be happy to see me and do the surgery if necessary. However, because it 
would likely be “routine” surgery for an experienced breast cancer surgeon, she recommended doctors 
in Boston and close to home at Dartmouth Hitchcock.  I ended up choosing the awesome one in 
Lebanon.  
While I had never been comfortable admitting my ongoing migraine issues to others, instead choosing 
to battle them almost on a daily basis myself, I made the conscious decision to approach my cancer 
diagnosis differently. With a couple weeks to prepare for my surgery, I informed close friends and 
family what was going on. I am so happy I did. The support and prayers lifted me in a way I couldn’t 
have imagined. 

http://www.dartmouth85.com
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Among those showering me with material, 
emotional, and spiritual support were my dear 
Dartmouth roommates, Eleni Henkel ’85, Becky 
Osborne ’85 and Marcy Reed ’85. And, of course, 
my very supportive husband and fellow graduate 
Mark. Despite having a new and all-consuming 
role in Minneapolis where we were both 
supposed to be living, he made himself 
completely available for all the time and support I 
needed. On the day of my surgery I felt cocooned 
in the love and prayers of those who cared about 
me.
My surgeon was immediately able to tell me that 
the lump was as small and self-contained as they 
had hoped. She felt as certain as she could that 
they got all of it (the margins).  Based on how far 
the dye they had put in pre-surgery traveled, they 
also needed to only take one sentinel lymph 
node. All great news. Of course, we had to wait 
for the lab reports to come back confirming this— 
which they did. The hospital sent the tumor out 
for onca-typing, which indicates the approximate 
odds for recurrence based on the type of tumor. It 
came back with a low number. Alleluia!
My surgeon still recommended that I do a month 
of daily radiation treatments to make sure they 
zapped any microscopic bits that may still be 
present. I was able to do this locally in Keene 
where an eight-minute drive each day was as 
easy as could be. It was also nice having a 
friend’s husband as my radiologist. 
That I didn’t have to get chemotherapy felt like 
cheating. Not having the prospect of losing my 
hair was one of the biggest reliefs of my cancer 
diagnosis. Yes, I guess I’m vain. And I feel deep 
compassion for those who have to navigate 
cancer and all its scariness, followed by the 
horrible suffering that comes with chemo.
The final step in the medical process is the long-
term drug (Tamoxifen) that my oncologist wanted 
to put me on to further reduce the odds of 
recurrence or metastisis. Since these drugs 
come with side effects and risks, and my cancer 
has a low expectation for coming back, I was 
reluctant. But I agreed to give it a try. The 
amazing silver lining was that it somehow almost 

completely eradicated the migraines I had been 
dealing with since my mid-twenties. That in itself 
dramatically changed my life for the better.
I am now off of that particular drug and 
negotiating with my doctor about trying another 
(an aromatase inhibitor). I have to weigh the side 
effects and risks with my comfort level about 
keeping the cancer at bay through lifestyle 
choices combined with what I believe to be the 
strong likelihood that the surgery and radiation 
took care of it for good. We’ll see.
But I want to emphasize how important people 
and community have been in my cancer journey. 
The support and prayers of friends and family 
was a very tangible and palpable thing that truly 
carried me when I needed it most. I can’t 
emphasize that enough. Further, the incredibly 
positive and professional way that the medical 
professionals discussed my situation made an 
incalculable difference in my reaction to and 
handling of my diagnosis. From the breast care 
specialist who first gave me the news in a way 
that made me feel completely hopeful and in 
control, to Elisa Port’s matter-of-fact and upbeat 
support, to my surgeon and oncologist—I never 
felt overly scared or panicked. I have a friend 
who had the opposite experience with a tumor of 
a different nature. Her doctor literally told her it 
might be fatal before he even had test results or 
much information. Even after the test results 
proved him wrong, she never recovered 
confidence that she would be okay through a 
surgery and long rehab period.
Medical professionals, like teachers and athletic 
coaches, can have a profound impact on the 
lives and outlooks of the people they serve. I am 
so grateful that mine were so positive. A number 
of our classmates have chosen the medical path 
and in picturing the ones I know, I feel certain 
they bring this kind of helpful and needed care 
and compassion to their patients. Thank you. 
Ironically, I did a paper in 1984 for a Dartmouth 
class called “The Psychology of Disease.” I 
chose to explore the effect that attitude and 
outlook had on disease and in particular...breast 
cancer. What are the odds of that?

Kathy Reilly Gross ’85 (continued)…
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Dartmouth College Class of 1985 
35th Reunion 

June 17-20, 2021 (Thursday-Sunday) 
(clustered with the classes of 1986 and 1987)

Do you realize that we have been gone from Dartmouth for 35 years and, in true Dartmouth 
Fashion, we are celebrating Next Year ….  SAVE the DATE!! .... June 17-20, 2021 (yes 2021)

Dear Classmates- 
here are your next steps: 
Book it:
Get out your electronic devices and put this date on your calendars.
Get involved:
We are a small but dedicated group.  We have room for many more, including a treasurer and a 
co-chair.  Please email reunion chair Beth Parish ’85 at BethAParish@gmail.com to join the fun. 
We need all kinds of help, so step out of your comfort zone and join us.
Here is a list of our noble committee so far!!  

• Herb Philpott ’85
• Bill Tyree ’85
• Claudia Broeker Egger ’85
• Jeff Weitzman ’85
• Todd Cranford ’85

Design a Logo:
Use your creative talent, and design a great logo for our 35th year .... accepting all contributions - 
email bethaparish@gmail.com.
Submit ideas: What kinds of activities would you like to see at our reunion - please email 
bethaparish@gmail.com with your great ideas.
Donate SWAG:  Did you write a book you want us to read, design some jewelry we all need to 
have, create the perfect pair of socks --- consider your Dartmouth classmates as the perfect group 
to whom you want to donate SWAG!!  Contact bethaparish@gmail.com with ideas.

There is so much more you can do to be involved.  Just email Beth with your thoughts and ideas!

Dartmouth 
College 
35th Reunion

mailto:BethAParish@gmail.com
mailto:bethaparish@gmail.com
mailto:bethaparish@gmail.com
mailto:bethaparish@gmail.com
mailto:BethAParish@gmail.com
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What are you streaming?
Whether we are empty nesters, later-in-life parents of young 
children, happily enjoying this stage of life on our own, or 
somewhere in between…  who doesn’t love a quiet night at 
home with something really good to watch or listen to?  
Send us your favorites (maybe with a word or two about why 
you’d recommend). 

series & mini-series:
Modern Love (2019)
Unbelievable (2019) 

films:
The Game Changers 
(2018)
After the Wedding 
(Danish, 2006)

podcasts: 
Detective Trapp (L.A. Times / Wondery)
The Edge of Sleep (QCODE & Wood Elf)
Blackout (Endeavor Audio & QCODE)

Class of 1985 Memorial Tree 
The still north remembers them…
planted in 1985, and then replanted upon our 15th reunion - in honor and 
in memory of all the classmates whom we have lost

http://www.dartmouth85.com
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Join our ‘85 Head Agents Andy Ford, Joe Niehaus and Joe McGee by giving today  
to the Dartmouth College Fund at www.dartgo.org/1985 

WHY GIVE TO DARTMOUTH?
Your support is vital to students who rely on Dartmouth financial aid. 
Every Gift Matters

*source: US News and World Report, Best Colleges Guidebook, 2018 edition

http://www.dartmouth85.com
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As part of Dartmouth’s The Call to Lead Campaign, legacy 
gifts count!  While Dartmouth elevates its ambitions to 
make a lasting, positive impact on the world, you may 

make a lasting, long-term impact on Dartmouth! 

(go to our Class of 85 website www.dartmouth85.com to see how easy it is to join 
the Bartlett Tower Society by including Dartmouth in your estate plans.) 

Lead by example!  Join your fellow Class of 1985 
Bartlett Tower Society members: 

James C. Alex*      Merrick R. Kleeman 
Holly Andersen and Douglas Hirsch     James M. Laden 
Pamela Lower Bass and Barry Bass    Aloke K. Mandal 
Eamonn F. Brady       Linda Cooper Marshall    
Lorenzo A. Chambers       Edward L. Pascoe 
Todd L. Cranford       Susan S. Reckford 
Jennifer and Thomas R. Eldridge     Mary Ellen Reilly and George A. Eldridge 
Michael W. Fadil       Lauren Sonstrom and David Rosen 
Keith T. Goggin     Rich Stoddart 
Kathleen Reilly Gross and Mark Gross    Daniel R. Studnicky 
Kate W. and Jonathan P. Grussing   Kathryn C. and William B. Tyree 
Valerie Hartman     Jeff Weitzman and Rachel Milliken-Weitzman 
Nancy C. and Paul S. Hill    Anonymous      
Beth Gilman Hobbs and Bill Hobbs        
           * deceased 

Contact Beth Gilman Hobbs ’85 if you have any questions at hobbsnc@mac.com! 
______________________

The Bartlett Tower Society honors those who have made a bequest or planned gift commitment in support of the College.
Dartmouth is grateful to the Bartlett Tower Society, whose members have provided for her in their estate plans.

The Bartlett Tower Society

http://www.dartmouth85.com
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More news from our classmates…

Rich Briones-Colman’85 writes…
Coming up on 22 years as a public defender. 
Oldest son Ben is a mechanical  engineer in San Diego, Abram is studying construction 
management at Cal Poly San Luis Obispo, youngest is graduating Temecula Valley high school in a 
few months. All my kids are much better humans than I am by pretty much any metric, which 
pleases and amazes me. Wife Felicia is an internist at the local VA clinic.
Interests lately: 
-volunteering as a fire lookout for the US forest service in the San Jacinto mountains the last 2 
years 
-commuting by electric bicycle (since i am having difficulty now commuting by non electric bicycle) 
-veganism
-and heading down to Thich Nhat Hanh's Deepark Monastery in Escondido for their day of 
mindfulness.

More updates from our classmates with a JD (our fall 2019 theme)….  These arrived after our Fall 2019 issue had 
already gone to print.  So glad to be able to share them here…

http://www.dartmouth85.com
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Bob Skrivanek ’85 writes…
Unlike most attorneys (sadly), I actually love what I do.  I started out as an engineer, after 
going through the AB degree in Engineering Sciences, and then attending Thayer for a BE 
(although I did do a masters project).  In my fifth year I concentrated in EE. After graduation in 
1986,  I worked for Digital Equipment Corporation (DEC) for 9 years as a design engineer for 
everything that prints.  That would be laser printers, dot matrix printers, daisy wheel printers, 
inkjet printers, thermal transfer printers, and die sublimation printers.  I designed 
microprocessor-based controller boards, Ethernet option boards, disk drives, communication 
interfaces, etc. for printers, or sometimes I managed those projects (later in life).
 
At the time, my options were management (not likely as I did not believe an MBA was the right 
choice for me and upper management at my company was not exactly its strong point), 
marketing—even less promising, a higher Engineering degree (fine, but the ceiling was 
limited), or law, where I was one of the few people with a technical background that could 
actually write, and speak to those both technically skilled (the inventors) and the folks that were 
not (typically the business people like CFOs and CEOs).  Few attorneys have a technical 
background (I would bet 7% or less), as most are humanity majors, but to be a patent attorney, 
you have to have a technical degree (BS, MS, PhD, etc. in either a science (Chemistry, 
Physics, etc.,) or an applied science (Chemical engineering, Electrical Engineering, etc.) as 
well as be able to write, and think. So, if you think about it, patent attorneys actually have to 
pass all the attorney exams, but also have to have a technical degree (BS, MS, PhD etc.).  
That excludes most attorneys.

I went to law school at night (while working as an engineer) and did quite well.  I vividly 
remember classes where the instructor said the damages were 100K and your client is 20% 
responsible; how much does your client owe?; and the vast majority said “I thought there would 
not be any math.” (answer $20K) Indeed, it was reassuring because as an EE at Dartmouth, I 
had the likes of Andrew Crowe and Andrew Robertson in my class, each one of the smartest 
people I have ever met, and both who screwed the curve in every exam.  So, law school was 
great for me, as I got my mojo back.  When I went to Law school, I owned stock, owned real 
estate, and even such classes as business organizations, Real property, and Wills and Trusts 
had meaning.  Unlikely for a kid right out of college. 

Since then I have been an intellectual property attorney.  First at Wolf Greenfield, and then at 
Lando and Anastasi, LLP.  I was the first person made a partner at Lando and Anastasi, and 
have been there about 16 years or so.  It is great.  Every day, I essentially do more or less the 
same thing; but every time, the technology is different, and so is the prior art.  So, while I 
effectively do the same thing every day, each day is different—it is a different invention, with 
different prior art, and different arguments as to why my client should be granted a patent.

As a design engineer, you could pour your heart out for two to three years only to have the 
project cancelled a month before first volume ship.  I was lucky, all my projects shipped, indeed 
some to distributers like Best Buy, Costco, etc.  Most were not as fortunate.  But, as an 
attorney, the battles happen every day.  So, even if I lose one (it happens) it is easier to move 
on. Couple that with the fact that the law is fluid and changes day  by day, and the fact that I 
prosecute patents in all countries of the world (where laws change, standards for patentability
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change, etc.), it is an environment that is always changing.  And finally, while not always the 
case, I deal with really smart people, where in most cases, emotions are out of it, and what to 
do is a rational business decision.  Compare that to personal injury or family law, where you are 
dealing with a sad situation; someone critically injured through a Doctor mistake (or not), or a 
family ripped apart by divorce where both sides hate each other.  I generally deal with real smart 
people for whom the issues are one of business, and usually emotions are not an issue. 

It can be challenging because every patent application is different; it is not like I dust off a Will or 
Estate plan I did for someone else and adjust to their situation, but each patent application is 
brand new; each one starts from scratch.  So, it is not easy, but everyday I learn something I did 
not know the day before, and it is quite exhilarating.  Every day, I learn something I did not know 
the day before.  Do you know anything about reducing transverse wave spuriousness in an 
acoustic wave filter?   Did you know there may be about 40 to 50  acoustic wave filters in your 
current cell phone? They magically filter each of the cell phone band frequencies to allow you to 
communicate with others.  Go figure? Who knew?  I did not know any of that before working for 
a client that did such; it was just some magic appliance that did what I wanted, but that is what I 
do. 

I honestly feel bad for many lawyers that look up and see their chances for partner are one in 
10, and their lives will likely be ruined even if they are that one. Most law firms care little about 
people, and are only interested in per partner profit.  In Intellectual property, or at least in 
patents and at our firm, it is not like that.  We are wierdos.  Most attorneys do not know what we 
do.  But, for the few attorneys with a technical degree that can write and think, and 
communicate such to business people, I highly recommend the practice. 

Bob Skrivanek ’85 (continued)…

photo credit:  Seamore Zhu / 📸  :@cmore_withan_a
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It’s a small world out there.  You never know when you might run into a 
fellow Dartmouth ’85 when roaming our girdled earth.  Please send us 
your pictures from random meetings around the globe.  (Pictures from 
planned get-togethers most welcome, too.)

“Roommates senior year, we lived in one of the apartments down in Maxwell (near Thayer Engineering School).  We had so much fun that year 
and have remained the best of friends over the many years since we graduated.  We had a mini-reunion in September  2019 at Eleni’s house in 

CT.   She went all out to host us, including blowing up our ‘85 yearbook photos and hanging them on the doors of our guest rooms.  It was 
hilarious!  We plan to have Maxwell Roomie Reunions annually.”   -Becky Blake Osborne ’85

Though ’round the girdled earth they roam…

Marcy (Sitnik) Reed ’85, Kathy (Reilly) Gross ’85,
Eleni (Daskalakis) Henkel’ 85, and Becky (Blake) Osborne ’85

http://www.dartmouth85.com


Dartmouth Class of 1985 Winter 2020

www.dartmouth85.com

What are you reading? 

Exhalation, by Ted Chiang
(recommended by David & Margaret Marder)

The Testaments, by Margaret Atwood
(recommended by Margaret Marder)

There There, by Tommy Orange - powerful, devastating, 
transformative read;  everyone human should read the opening essay (if nothing else)
(recommended by Lisa Herrington)

Little Fires Everywhere, by Celeste Ng
(recommended by Lisa & Meg Herrington)

The New Generation Breast Cancer Book: How to Navigate Your Diagnosis and 
Treatment Options - and Remain Optimistic - in an Age of Information Overload, 
by Elisa Port, MD ’86
(recommended by Kathy Gross Reilly)

Twisting Fate:  My Journey with BRCA - From Breast Cancer Doctor to Patient 
and Back, by Pamela N. Munster, MD
(recommended by Lisa & Kate Herrington)

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

http://www.dartmouth85.com
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Class of 1985 Officers 

President 
Joe Riley – jriley851@gmail.com 

Immediate Past President 
Valerie Hartman – vhartman711@gmail.com 

Alumni Council Rep 
Jeff Weitzman – jeff@weitzman.net

Bereavement Chair 
Valerie Hartman – vhartman711@gmail.com 

Class Project Chairs  
Veronica Jenkins – jenkinsvnj@gmail.com 
Pam Ponce Johnson – poncejoh@yahoo.com 

Gift Planning Chair  
Beth Hobbs – hobbsnc@mac.com 

Head Agents 
Joe McGee – joseph.mcgee@roxburypartners.com 
Joe Niehaus - jniehaus@housatonicpartners.com 
Andy Ford - andyf@hanoverpartners.com

Mini-Reunion Chairs 
Todd Cranford – tlc31esq@yahoo.com 
Valerie Hartman – vhartman711@gmail.com 
NYC Chair: Gary Ryan - minagary63@gmail.com 

Newsletter Editors 
Margaret Marder – mmarder0269@comcast.net 
Lisa Herrington – herringtonhome@gmail.com 

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

Treasurer 
David McIlwain – david.t.mcilwain@gmail.com 

Webmaster 
Jeff Weitzman – jeff@weitzman.net 
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News from our Class Officers…
85th Day of the Year!
Wednesday, March 25th, 2020

Dear Classmates,
Happy 2020 once again.  Hoping that this finds all 
members of the Class of '85 having a great start to the 
new year and new decade (or does that officially start 
in 2021? — inquiring minds want/need to know :-)  
With the change in year comes the anticipation of the 
85th Day of the Year.  And this year, with an extra day 
in February, it falls on Wednesday, March 25th.  We 
encourage each of you to do something special on or 
around March 25th that reminds you of your 
connection to dear old Dartmouth.  Gather some 
folks to watch March Madness at a local bar or in your 
house (wearing your Dartmouth gear and taking a 
photo or two of course :-), pull out those '85 shirts 
that are in the attic — put them on and take some 
pics, call or email a Dartmouth friend or three and 
give thanks that Dartmouth brought you together 
almost 35 years ago (holy smokes), pull out all of your 
Dartmouth swag and put it on you/your kids/your 
pets/your colleagues and take a picture, pause and 
think back on what Dartmouth meant and has meant 
to you throughout the years…..  DO SOMETHING 
THAT RECONNECTS YOU TO DARTMOUTH 
AND THE GREAT CLASS OF ’85.  And of course, 
please take a moment to post the picture, the blurb, 
the reflection on the Class of '85 Facebook page and/
or Class of ’85 Instagram page (and/or send it into Lisa 
and Margaret to share in our next newsletter — see 
Dartmouth Class of 1985 Facebook and Instagram 
info on back page of this newsletter and follow us!!)  
The key is:  please use the 85th Day of the year to 
connect… because, truly, what the world needs, in our 
humble opinion, is more people feeling connected.  
HAPPY 85th DAY OF THE YEAR - GRATEFUL!!!!

   - Valerie Hartman and Todd Cranford
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