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“Do not think that love in order to be genuine has to be 
extraordinary.  What we need is to love without getting tired.  Be 
faithful in small things because it is in them that your strength lies.” 
          ― Mother Teresa

“Faith is a place of mystery, where we find the courage to believe in 
what we cannot see and the strength to let go of our fear of 
uncertainty.” 
          ― Brene Brown, The Gifts of Imperfection

“Let gratitude be the pillow upon which you kneel to say your nightly 
prayer. And let faith be the bridge you build to overcome evil and 
welcome good.” 
        ― Maya Angelou, Celebrations: Rituals of Peace and Prayer

In this issue: 
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• Manage (and update) your email 
subscriptions with Dartmouth College, 
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SHADES OF GREEN

In these days of uncertainty — with the global COVID-19 pandemic, 
shelter in place orders (and the gradual lifting of those orders), an 
upcoming presidential election, the effects of a changing climate, and 
divisions seen across the world — many of us are looking for guidance 
and perhaps seeking answers.  Whatever our beliefs, politics, religion, or 
world view, we all share this world.

We reached out to our classmates who are members of the clergy (or 
who work in a religious setting), hoping that they might be willing to share 
their thoughts on a topic (any topic) close to their hearts for our spring 
issue.  Knowing that we all share the conviction that the more we listen to 
each other, the more we’ll respect and seek to understand the range of 
perspectives that make us who we are (as individuals, as a class, as a 
generation, and as a family), we hope these reflections will help to bring 
each one of us more hope, more peace, more kindness, and perhaps 
some comfort and beauty as we move together through the present 
moment.

We send you our heartfelt wishes for your good health and well being, 
and for the health and safety of all those whom you love.

-Margaret and Lisa

Dartmouth’s Covid-19 site: 
https://news.dartmouth.edu/covid-19/

covid-19-coronavirus-information  

Dartmouth Virtual Zoom 
Backgrounds  

https://www.library.dartmouth.edu/library-
zoom-backgrounds 

On-line classes 
that Alumni can take 

https://alumni.dartmouth.edu/learn/faculty-
lectures https://www.edx.org/school

dartmouthx 
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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

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
mailto:herringtonhome@gmail.com
mailto:mmarder0269@comcast.net
http://www.dartmouth85.com
http://alumni.dartmouth.edu
mailto:herringtonhome@gmail.com
mailto:mmarder0269@comcast.net
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June 17-20, 2021 (Thursday-Sunday) 
(clustered with the classes of 1986 and 1987) 

Chances are, you’re sitting at home right now, spending yet another week bingeing on Netflix 
shows, baking anything you can find a recipe for, and bringing sunscreen and a good book to wait 
in line at the grocery store. It seems like the world is so different than in was just weeks ago. But 
things will be the same again soon? Now 1985 . . . that was different! And the people you’re stuck 
at home with are probably tired of your stories about how great Dartmouth was back then. You 
know who would love to hear those stories again and again? Your Dartmouth classmates, that’s 
who!

Next June, we all expect to be roaming ‘round the girdled earth again, and we hope the spell of 
Dartmouth College will call you to the Hanover plain June 17-20, 2021. It’s our 35th Reunion (OK, 
36th, but who’s counting . . .), and we’re counting on seeing you there.

Later this year, you’ll start hearing more about the reunion.  We’ve already put together an all-star 
Reunion Committee, and we’re hard at work putting together a reunion that will absolutely be worth 
the trip. But before you hear from us, we want to hear from you. We want to know what you want to 
do, see, and hear as we gather on campus to rekindle our love affair with our class and with our 
college. If you are a regular reunion-goer, what makes it special for you? If you’ve missed a few or 
all of them, what would get you to come to our 35th?
 
We’d appreciate it if you took a few minutes to help us make this reunion the best yet by answering 
just a few questions in this online survey:  https://dartmouth85.com/35-reunion-interest-survey.  
And don’t hesitate to reach out to our Reunion Chair, Beth Parish ’85, by email at 
reunion@dartmouth85.com with your ideas, suggestions, or offers of help with the planning.

Mark your calendars now, and plan on a great time!

Your 35th Reunion Committee
Todd Cranford Margaret Marder
Ron DenBroeder Beth Parish
Claudia Broeker Egger Herb Philpott
Dave Etz Joe Riley
Lisa Herrington Bill Tyree
Shelley Leavitt Nadel Jeff Weitzman
Marcy Marceau

Dartmouth College 
Class of 1985 

35th Reunion

http://www.dartmouth85.com
https://dartmouth85.com/35-reunion-interest-survey/
mailto:reunion@dartmouth85.com
https://dartmouth85.com/35-reunion-interest-survey/
mailto:reunion@dartmouth85.com
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News from our classmates…
Bo Beatty ’85 writes…
Ctrl+Alt+Del
"Strange days indeed, most peculiar Mama.”

Thirteen years ago I was asked to join a small team to help synthesize a unique foundation that would 
focus on nature, arts, social justice, community and faith.  One of the core components we leveraged in 
this “think-tank" phase was a fabulous Dartmouth study entitled, “Hardwired to Connect.”  The primary 
outcome of the study is that we, as humans, are hardwired to form relationships.  We are relational by 
design.  Thus, this social distancing phase creates strange days indeed.  I have found myself, in 
occasional reflective moments, feeling as if my “reset” button has been hit.  Life’s priorities seem to be 
rearranging, resorting, and pleasantly clearer.  More of a long term focus and less on what has to be done 
today or tomorrow.  The need for, and realization of, the life sustaining benefits of meaningful relationships 
just seems so powerful during these extended fortnights.  OK, I never knew what a fortnight was until I saw 
the "Dartmouth Fortnightly” underneath my door in Wheeler Freshman year.  I also don’t think I’ve ever 
used the term in an actual sentence.  Our kids will only know it as a video game.  Meanwhile, as I jot down 
theses warm and fuzzy phrases, dozens and dozens of our friends and colleagues are out there right now 
on the front lines battling this epidemic.  Talk about priorities.  Hmmmm.   Cheers to y’all!

To wrap it up, I encourage us all to take risks, invest in meaningful relationships, get to mini-reunions, the 
big reunions, reach out to your old Dartmouth buddies.  My D’85 fraternity brothers, from the Hallowed 
Halls of Heorot, get together for a 3 day weekend every June on the Cape for the last 20 years.  It makes a 
difference.  Oh, btw, we actually did a couple Heorot Zooms over the last few weeks.  In fact one member 
of our squad, whom we had not heard from since graduation, jumped into a group text out of the blue 
earlier this week.

(left to right)
top row:
John Earley ’85, Bo 
Beatty ’85, Peter Anastos 
’85
2nd row:
Andrew Daniels ’85, Tom 
Norton ’85, Chip 
Kuzborski ’85
3rd row:
Rick Massey ’85, Hal 
Bourque ’85, Scott Borek 
’85 (with Heorot virtual 
background)
bottom row:
Tim Coughlin ’85, Mark 
Goggin ’85, Troy Miksen 
’85

http://www.dartmouth85.com
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Life in the Church – Coronavirus-style

When I graduated from Dartmouth, my degree was in Government. I had fallen in love with my 
classes in the Religion Department, but didn’t see how that would be a practical path, since I 
didn’t plan on pursuing any graduate programs. I worked in international trade - for cotton 
shippers and a steamship line - for about 8 years before leaving the workforce to take care of my 
two young daughters.  As they began school, the pastor of my Catholic parish approached me 
about taking on a part-time job in the office.  At the time, I was the only paid employee besides 
him, and worked just 4 hours a day.  That was 22 years ago.  In the intervening years I have 
increased my hours to full-time (technically, 40 hours/week – but we all know how that goes, 
right?), I oversee a small staff, and I was able to complete my Master’s Degree in Pastoral 
Studies.  

Many things have changed since I started my journey here at St. Luke Catholic Church. I am 
working with my 3rd pastor and under my 2nd bishop.  My church community has grown from a few 
hundred families to over 3,000. Our religious formation classes have grown from about 200 
students a year to over 1000.  It’s been a very exciting 20+ years. 

The last 6-7 years have been the most challenging in a number of ways. In my personal life I went 
through “empty-nesting” and divorce followed soon after by the death of my newly-ex husband.  A 
sister was diagnosed with cancer and my mother passed away.  There was a change in 
leadership at work, as beloved pastor Fr. “Beto” Lopez was replaced by Fr. Marcus – the great 
unknown! Additionally, the world around us was presenting its own challenges. 

Since 2013, the immigrant situation has hit the community of El Paso/Cd. Juárez particularly hard.  
As one of the busiest international border crossings and the largest border community in the US, 
the “Border Crisis” has affected our area tremendously.  We have been hit by wave after wave of 
immigrant groups coming primarily from central American countries like Guatemala, Honduras, 
and El Salvador, rather than Mexico.  Organizations like churches and nonprofits like 
“Annunciation House” have been providing relief in any way they can.  When things first started in 
2013/2014 we were receiving some 3000 immigrants per week who had to be processed before 
they could move on to join family members in other parts of the country.  Members of St. Luke 
organized drives to collect essentials for these immigrants, many of whom came with nothing but 
the clothes they wore. In some instances these generous individuals opened their homes to 
provide shelter, as well as providing transportation to airports and bus stations, acting as 
interpreters for the frightened and desperate refugees.  

A priest who serves in our parish on weekends is the chaplain at our local detention center and 
the religious services coordinator for federal detention centers around the country.  El Pasoans 
have worked with him to bring some small sense of normalcy to the lives of people who are living 
in limbo.  This includes providing religious services to individuals who have lost hope. They also 
provide companionship to them on this upsetting journey. 

At my parish, we have organized a “Restorative Justice” Ministry that works with the immigrants 
as well as those imprisoned at the city detention facility and the LaTuna Federal Correction 
Facility here in our region.  Since last fall, until the pandemic caused a citywide quarantine, we 
were making thousands of sandwiches every 2 weeks to deliver to facilities in Cd. Juárez where 

Claudia Broeker Egger ’85 writes…

http://www.dartmouth85.com
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the immigrants are being held after being turned away at the US border.  Juárez is a poor 
community that struggles to meet the needs of its own residents and cannot absorb the 
additional burden of the refugees. 

Recent months have changed everything.  However, I myself know very little about what is 
happening with the Border Crisis.  I find it difficult to watch the news as there are continuous 
reports of deaths throughout the world and the idiocy of my fellow El Paso residents who don’t 
want to stay home.  My parish which is usually a beehive of activity – children’s formation 
classes, Bible Study groups, St. Vincent de Paul food distributions, choir practices, prayer 
groups, etc. – is a virtual ghost town.  The church is locked so people who wish to come to the 
church to pray are relegated to a bench outside our Blessed Sacrament chapel. Fr. Marcus is 
challenged to invite people to participate in daily and weekend Masses (no more than 10 
allowed) while still reaching out to the community at large.  We have all learned an awful lot 
about social media and technology and even more so about washing our hands.  

Technology has been a life saver.  We are able to live-stream our Masses and other services.  
Our children’s program continues in much the same way as local schools, with online classes 
and activities.  We are staying in touch with our adult formation groups through Zoom and other 
platforms.  And somehow we are staying sane.  

From a Catholic/Christian perspective, the timing of this pandemic was significant.  It hit us 
during the Lenten season, a time of reflection and sacrifice. With businesses being shut down 
or cutting back their hours and people being required to stay home, we have been given a 
unique opportunity to step back from the busy-ness of life and reflect on what’s been working 
and what hasn’t; on what we need to change and what was good about the “old” normal.  And it 
seems that with Easter, a season of hope and renewal, things are finally reaching a peak, to 
where we can see a possible return to a regular routine and life as we knew it (sort of).  

My years of service in a church community, not as clergy, but certainly in a leadership role 
nonetheless, have shown me the strength and love that people have for each other and the 
world. Never have we asked for help and not received an overwhelming response, whether it is 
classrooms filled to the rafters with water bottles, granola bars and clean underwear, or baby 
bottles filled with change to support our local crisis pregnancy center.  And even now, in a time 
of financial uncertainty for so many, members of our parish continue to send their weekly 
contributions to support the financial needs of the parish and our efforts to alleviate the 
struggles of the less fortunate. 

My church family has been phenomenal. We look out for each other. Every day there are texts 
and emails from members checking in or asking how they can help.  Parishioners have dropped 
off home-made face masks and bottles of hand sanitizer for the office staff. A couple of guys 
have made a daily practice of praying a novena at 12:45 p.m. which they broadcast live on 
Facebook.  I love this community, the family I have adopted and who have adopted me.  I look 
forward to many more years of service for and with them. 

http://www.dartmouth85.com
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Ellen Jennings ’85 writes…

Rev. Ellen Jennings
Cleveland Park Congregational UCC 
Washington, DC

Those of us who celebrate Passover, Easter, or Ramadan* know it’s an odd season for religious 
ritual.  We can’t gather in person, we’re having to combine traditional practices with 21st century 
technology, and we’re scrambling to make meaning from the present moment in the context of our 
ancient stories.
As a progressive Christian pastor, my challenge has been Easter, so this is where I’ll focus.  The 
following is an abridged version of my Easter Sunday sermon, which I hope will offer a glimmer of 
light and hope for all of us, no matter our faith tradition.
Indulge me for a moment and imagine.  Just imagine you’re one of the women who came to the 
tomb of Jesus in the dark hour before dawn.  He’d been crucified on Friday, but you couldn’t 
properly prepare him for burial, because Shabbat was about to begin.  So now you’ve returned to 
wrap and anoint him.  Imagine what that must have been like— to have watched your dear friend, 
rabbi, teacher, lord be executed, then spend a day and a half in agony knowing he was dead, only 
to go tend him for the last time and find his tomb empty, the body gone!
Imagine.  Your loved one is in the ICU, and you can’t go to him.  She’s in agony and you can’t help, 
touch, or reassure her.  Then the worst happens.  And you can’t be with the body or engage in any 
of the rituals that help people stand upright when a loved one dies.  This is what the women 
experienced: loss, grief, absence.  And then, in Mark’s gospel, a strange figure dressed in white 
appears at the tomb and tells them not to worry, Jesus has returned to Nazareth.  What?!  
How would you feel?  Your loved one has died; horrible.  The body is gone; horrific.  And now a 
weird stranger is telling you he’s back home?  I would have freaked out, possibly been pissed off, 
and definitely been terrified.  Which is where the original version of Mark’s gospel ends (before 
later editors with different agendas added to it), with the women running from the tomb and saying 
nothing to anyone, because they were afraid.  
Fear, despair, grief, anger: it’s what separates the Christian Holy Week from Easter.  Specifically, 
it’s the fear, despair, grief, and anger of Thursday night in the garden through predawn Sunday at 
the tomb that distinguish those days from Easter Day.  In order for the women to make any 
movement toward joy, they had to move through and beyond fear.  And this is our challenge as 
well.  How do we move from the “Lentiest Lent that ever was” to the joyfully sung Alleluias of 
Easter?
In the Christian tradition, we say (quoting Jesus in John’s gospel) “perfect love casts out fear.”  
And, while I’m not sure about “perfect,” I’m certain love and fear are incompatible.  Because fear is 
all about needing, but not having, control.  We fear what we don’t understand and aren’t able to 
define.  And, since we don’t like this feeling, we spend a lot of time pretending.  We pretend we 
understand, or we narrow our scope and engage only with things, people, or ideas we know pretty 
well and pretend we can define.  This approach works pretty well in regular times (though not 
really), but then along comes a global pandemic, and the jig is up.  It becomes almost impossible 
to pretend we’re in control, so fear and uncertainty creep in.

http://www.dartmouth85.com
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https://open.spotify.com/playlist/4eFwfEKpfxTvoqeua8IMjg?si=PvZhvJAKSnK3pg-kk4l_vQ

Thanks to Beth Hobbs ’85, who has 
created a Spotify Playlist which includes 
songs that came out during our four years on 
campus — a fun way to bring back some 
class memories!  Check it out via the link 
below and enjoy!.  (You can also find it and 
click on it on our newly redesigned class 
website.)

A soundtrack of our college years….

Indulge me for a moment and reflect on whatever is frightening or unnerving you right now: When 
is this lockdown going to end?  Will my job survive?  Will my child learn enough to move to the next 
grade?  Will my elderly parents be okay?  Will I be able to pay next month’s rent?  Will my disabled 
relative receive the care she needs?  Will I get Covid if I go to the grocery store?  Will the stock 
market rebound?  Will our lives ever return to “normal” again?  
As you read these questions, do you feel your body tensing?  Do you have an urge to know the 
answers, control the situation, make it go away?  If you’re human, you likely do.  I get a murky, 
stuck feeling with a bit of anxiety thrown in.  Yuck.
But we can choose a different response.  Right now, no matter our circumstances, regardless of 
pandemic.  As I said to my congregation, in the history of humankind, there’s never been a perfect 
Easter.  Meaning, there’s never been a perfect time to let go of fear and expose our underbellies to 
love.  The world will always offer us reasons to hold on, tense up, and try to maintain an illusion of 
control.  And our human tendency will be to grasp onto this illusion.  But the Easter truth is G-d is 
bigger than that.  G-d is Love.  And true Love always moves us away from fear, from being stuck to 
letting go, from death to new life.  So, we can take a break from the impossible task of pretending 
we know it all and admit we don’t.  We can cease thinking it’s our job to figure everything out and 
acknowledge we’re just human in an overwhelming world.  We can desist from holding on so tight 
to our ideas of how the world should be and let go, let G-d, let Love.
I don’t know what the future will bring.  I don’t understand why all of this is happening.  I’m not even 
sure what my place is within it.  For me, in part, it’s still the dark before dawn, and I’m standing in 
front of an empty tomb wondering what’s gone wrong.  But I know that in the east the sun will rise.  
And the sky will be streaked with pink and orange and yellow and purple-blue.  A new day will 
dawn as inexorably as the old one will pass.  And, as I wait, I’ll Love.  Which is worth its own joyful 
Alleluia.  To paraphrase an old Christian hymn, “Since Love is Lord of heaven and earth, I choose 
to keep on singing.”

* and/or any other religious holiday

https://open.spotify.com/playlist/4eFwfEKpfxTvoqeua8IMjg?si=PvZhvJAKSnK3pg-kk4l_vQ
http://www.dartmouth85.com
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Blaine Richard ’85 writes…

I often remember my speech class during our sophomore summer, where I tried (rather 
unsuccessfully) to warn my classmates of the dangers of Jerry Falwell’s Moral Majority to the 
cohesiveness of our society.  I find it even more difficult today to speak about divisive topics 
because of the range of world views among my friends (and indeed, within our class), unless I 
am relating at an individual level, where I can contextualize accordingly.  Even though I was a 
religion major, I did not expect that I would spend most of my adult life working in communities 
of faith, mostly in Brazil.  During my last nine years there, most of my work was in a small 
residential setting for treating those who sought help in their struggle with alcohol and drug 
dependence.  Those years deepened my belief that human life is precious… the lives of those 
we were treating, the lives of their families, the lives of my coworkers, the lives of those I would 
see on the street after they relapsed, the life of the occasional friend who wondered why I 
would waste my time doing what I was doing, and yes- the value of my own life as well. 

One of the most difficult aspects of returning to live in the US (though I still go down for short 
trips, I am in Connecticut for now) has been seeing the increasing fragmentation of our society.  
I do not want to be polemical, but after living as a well-treated immigrant in a multi-ethnic 
society, this has been a difficult adjustment.  At this writing, the US is less than a week away 
from one million confirmed COVID cases.  The world is facing a crisis that has the potential for 
bringing us closer or driving us farther apart.

We all know the issues before us, wherever we live on this planet;  instead of giving another 
speech, I prefer to leave you with some phrases from Psalm 72, of Solomon.  In some way I 
hope that we can be inspired to value our own lives as well as the lives of all those whom our 
lives touch.

For he delivers the needy when he calls,
the poor and him who has no helper.

http://www.dartmouth85.com
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Greg Somerville ’85 writes…

Disillusioned – And Grateful For It

A week before graduation, some other ‘85s and I distributed a letter to the senior class. Before our 
careers took us in 1,000 different directions, we wanted the entire class to know what we considered 
most important in life. We had come to believe that Jesus Christ was the son of God and the savior of 
the world. He had made us freshly alive. We didn’t want any of our classmates to leave the Upper 
Valley without hearing what gave us hope.

The letter ended with these three short sentences:
“Be warm. Be well fed. Be seekers of the truth.”

Thirty-five years later the sentiment remains, though COVID-19 has certainly raised the stakes. I do 
hope you are warm (but not above 98.6 degrees). I hope you have food on the table and some 
measure of financial peace and stability. I hope your parents are in good health and that you are able 
to maintain contact with them. But in a class our size, I can only assume some of us have already lost 
loved ones to this virus. If that’s you, I’m very sorry. My mom is in a nursing home, befuddled by 
dementia and perhaps one cough or unsanitized touch away from infection.

Despite the dark cloud of pandemic, I have no doubt you are actively learning, adventuring, exploring, 
and growing. That’s evident from the stories you share in this newsletter.

But what does it mean to be seekers of the truth?

In 1985 I thought I had the answer. In those naïve and callow days, the path was clear. I could draw a 
straight, unbroken line from my faith to a certain future.

But life has bent that line. Not erased it, but definitely blurred it. The trail has surprised me with its 
twists and turns. My search for truth has taken me to some unexpected places. Maybe it’s done the 
same for you.

Events of the last decade have disillusioned me in the true sense of the word: they have peeled away 
certain illusions I held about life and faith. That’s been painful and often confusing. Out of those ashes, 
however, is rising a new and hopeful perspective. Disillusionment contains seeds of freedom.

Twists in the Trail
In 1987 I began working for a Christian organization near Washington, DC. Ten years later I became an 
associate pastor in my large, non-denominational church. I helped develop the high school program for 
the church’s private school. Before any of my own children had reached their teens, I was responsible 
for counseling parents and administering discipline. I should have known better.

A lot of students were expelled in those formative years. The School Board took seriously the biblical 
warning that “a companion of fools suffers harm,” and we were determined not to let any fools 
sabotage the spiritual greenhouse we were trying to build.

Years later I met up with some of these students. One had been expelled for a single incident of 
smoking weed. Others were dismissed for being proud and unteachable. We expelled one 16-year-old 
boy after finding a love note in his locker. Without his parents’ knowledge or approval, he had tried to
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spark romance with a girl in his class. As I sat in his office, hearing how he had married early and 
soon divorced, I felt ashamed. What had he truly needed in his sophomore year of high school? 
Love. Patience. Maybe some relational coaching. Instead we had cut him off from his friends and 
kicked him out of the community. The words of Jesus haunt me when I think about Ryan and others 
like him:  “Whoever causes one of these little ones who believe in me to sin, it would be better for 
him if a great millstone were hung around his neck and he were thrown into the sea” (Mark 9:42).

My own son was a model student in 9th Grade and an active participant in the church’s youth 
ministry. As he aged, though, his spiritual zeal waned. His attitude toward school soured. The less he 
conformed to my image of God-honoring adolescence (which in hindsight was absurdly unrealistic), 
the more my stomach knotted and tightened. 

I slowly discovered what every parent learns sooner or later: I couldn’t control what my son was 
becoming. Influence, perhaps—but not determine. It’s embarrassing to admit, but that surprised me. 
I had embraced a parenting model that promised my son would soar above the gravitational pull of 
normal teenage troubles. I had done all I knew to guarantee that his faith and life choices were 
exemplary. But he struggled. And so did I.

In 2011 I felt a growing desire to get involved in overseas missions. I became convinced that God 
was leading me to a part of the world where fewer than 1% of the population followed Jesus.

Amazingly, my wife and children got on board with this idea. For 15 months we lived in a foreign city, 
adapting as well as we could to a new language, new foods, and radically different norms.

We cherish some great memories from that season abroad. The lessons we learned about 
navigating another culture were priceless. But the sacrifices were costly. While I reveled in the 
adventure, members of my family suffered deeply from the isolation and loneliness. Several have 
since lost confidence in the faith we were there to proclaim. 

Irreconcilable differences with our team leader led us to return to the US in 2013. Though family and 
friends were relieved to have us safely back home, I was confused and sad. We had gone overseas 
to share the love of Christ, to see new spiritual life born in a dark and hard place. Not only did we 
see no conversions, but we couldn’t even manage to keep our own team together. After so much 
preparation, investment, and sacrifice, it seemed like an epic fail.

When we returned, our church was embroiled in controversy. Conflicting visions of leadership split 
our team of pastors, some of whom had served together for over 30 years. Hundreds of members 
left. A large swath of young adults who had been raised in the church grew disillusioned and 
disgusted. The church hired a new lead pastor who radiated hope for the future, but in less than two 
years he was gone and the church had split again.

I could share other examples, but I think you get the picture. I had immersed myself in pastoring, 
parenting, missions, and a tightly-knit church. At each point I was convinced that I was seeking the 
truth.

Some wonderful things happened during those 30 years of ministry. Former students who could 
have spit in my face instead offered me forgiveness. My son has become a dear friend and a world-

Greg Somerville ’85 (continued)
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class husband and father. Though our mission team imploded, I may have left the fingerprints of 
Christ on a few international friends. And I will forever treasure those sacred moments when 
church members let me walk alongside them in their suffering and shoulder some of their pain. 

I’ve had a rich life. Yet I can’t deny this lingering, low-level ache of regret, like arthritis in the joints 
of my soul. 

A Formula for Alchemy
I’m currently reading a biography of Einstein. Having majored in history, I admit that my eyes glaze 
over when I read the sections explaining his scientific theories. But in 2017 I had a lightbulb 
moment that led to a formula of my own: P(T,L).

P = Perspective
T = Time 
L = Location

I won’t be getting any invitations from Stockholm, but learning to see perspective as a function of 
time and location on life’s trail has helped me alchemize some of life’s disillusionments that might 
otherwise have hardened me into a cynic.

This revelation struck me near the end of a 6-week hike on the Colorado Trail. Before we broke 
camp on Day 40, my wife Suzy and I saw a cluster of snow-capped mountains in the distance. We 
wondered if our trail might take us close enough for a better view. More pressing, though, was a 
concern for our personal safety. We needed to hike 16 miles that day, with the last five leading 
across an exposed ridge above the tree line. Afternoon rainstorms were an almost-daily fact of life 
on the trail, and lightning strikes the single greatest hazard. If we got caught in a storm during that 
final 5-mile stretch, our children might not be needed to scatter our ashes.

We pushed hard that morning and hiked 11 miles before lunch. Sometimes we could see the 
cluster of mountains in the distance; at other times it was hidden behind hills and trees. We saw it 
in full sunshine and in the shade of passing clouds. It steadily grew bigger and its features more 
pronounced—not because it was changing, but because we were moving.

Clouds were piling up by the time we finished lunch. We eyed the sky nervously, weighing our 
options. We knew storms formed quickly at this altitude, but these clouds didn’t yet look 
threatening, so we set off.

As you might guess, we didn’t get fried by lightning. Quite the opposite. The clouds gradually 
drifted away into blue sky. Rather than having to rush across the exposed ridge, we were free to 
linger over the incredible views, knee-deep in a windswept sea of wildflowers.

And there were the mountains. The cluster we had seen from our campsite that morning. What had 
looked like snow-frosted bumps on the horizon now encircled us, rugged and breathtaking. We 
saw varied hues of green and mauve. We saw jagged rocks and fragile flowers. We saw marmot 
tracks in the snow.

Greg Somerville ’85 (continued)
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We were looking at the same mountains we had seen all day. But after 10 hours and 16 miles, we 
now saw texture and detail that had been invisible from our campsite that morning. The mountains 
hadn’t changed. They remained constant. But the change in time and location on the trail had given 
us new perspective.

Disillusionment’s Silver Lining
When I graduated from Dartmouth in 1985, I saw a mountain on the horizon. It captivated me. I set 
off on life’s journey, confident I knew the way to the summit, confident I knew what I would find at the 
end of the trail. Because it was a mountain, I assumed it would remain constant, unchanged.

And it did.

To my surprise, though, I didn’t. I moved. I changed. As time passed and life unfolded, that mountain 
took on new texture that I hadn’t anticipated.

As the young principal of a new Christian high school, I sought to establish exemplary standards of 
conduct. I urged students to honor God by making wise choices. When they didn’t, I led them to the 
mountain and pointed out the rock-hard grandeur of righteousness. In the process, I unknowingly 
trampled the wildflowers of mercy that I now see crowding every crag.

As the father of a teenage son, I fully expected him to choose the same path I had. After all, he had 
started his trail on my shoulders, delighted by every vista I pointed out. But soon he was walking on 
his own, stopping to rest his feet, exploring side trails. The more I pressed him to follow in my 
footsteps, the more stressful our journey became. Slowly, too slowly, I relaxed my focus on the 
guideposts and saw the wide, open spaces he itched to explore. We both love this mountain, and our 
paths often intersect, but it’s too big and beautiful for him to remain always in my footsteps.

Was our overseas experience a failure? A mid-life crisis gone awry? Maybe. Is my daughter’s 
generation right to dismiss our broken church for its hypocrisy? There’s no lack of evidence that it 
failed to practice everything it preached. But failure isn’t always final. 

On the first Good Friday, no followers of Jesus saw any hint of silver lining. Their hopes had died with 
him that day. They huddled together in fear and grief, fully expecting to suffer the same fate as their 
Teacher. They had no idea that by Sunday morning, the tomb would be empty. Death itself would be 
defeated. Failure would be swallowed up in victory. In that 36-hour journey from Good Friday to 
Easter Sunday, illusions were ripped away and replaced with something infinitely more true and 
glorious.

I haven’t reached the end of my trail, and certainly not the top of the mountain. Some of my 
convictions remain firm after 35 years; others have softened or shifted. I see some things more 
clearly; others remain shrouded in fog. 

The mountain has its mysteries that I may never understand, but that’s part of what keeps me 
climbing.

Greg Somerville ’85 (continued)
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The Dartmouth College Fund was built for this moment. 
Now, more than ever, students need our support through 
the DCF — the No. 1 source of financial aid.  Make a gift 
today.  @DartmouthAlumni #DartmouthLeads 
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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
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More news from our classmates…
Another beautiful contribution to our Winter 2020 newsletter theme.  Arrived after our Winter issue had already 
gone to print.  So glad to be able to share it here…

Since we have reached the time of serious health issues of our own, our parents and or our children 
I thought I would share this happy but initially frightening story. 
My wife, Karen, had rheumatic fever at 14 years old and has had heart issues since that time. About 
10 years ago Karen returned to our home in Park City, UT from her cardiologist appointment in Salt 
Lake City in tears because she was told she needed open heart surgery immediately. Obviously, I/
we were very concerned.  Fortunately, I have stayed in touch with my great friend and freshman 
Gile roommate Doug Hirsch. Doug, as many of you know, married our classmate and world 
renowned cardiologist Dr. Holly Andersen. Thus, I called Doug immediately and he put Holly on the 
phone and in a week or so we were in Holly’s office in NYC.  Holly put Karen to ease letter her know 
that indeed she had 2 leaky valves that might someday need replacement but for the time being, 
she was just fine. Holly went on further to say that if and when Karen did indeed need surgery that 
she must promise Holly to come to NYC for the procedure. Holly set up an appointment with the 
world renowned heart surgeon valve replacement specialist Dr. Leonard Girardi (coincidently a 
Harvard ‘85, whom I played football against for 4 years) at Cornell-Weill at NYC Presbyterian 
Hospital to discuss what would be done if and when the valves really started to fail. Thus, thanks to 
Holly we had a plan in place and Karen and Holly had yearly check ups while Doug and I would 
have yearly lunches!
Fast forward now to November 2019. Karen and I are in NYC for the Dartmouth vs. Princeton 
football game at Yankee Stadium. The night before the game Karen starts feeling flu like symptoms. 
This continues through the weekend. We fly home to Utah on Monday afternoon but before we 
board the plane we spoke to Holly who was concerned that Karen maybe having A-fib. She 
recommended that we we land in Salt Lake City we go to the ER. Sure enough, she was in A-fib 
and the doctors in Utah wanted to do surgery on that Thursday in Salt Lake City.  I called Holly and 
we/she put together a plan of action right away. On Thursday we checked out of the ER after Karen 
had stabilized and went home for a couple of days to rest. On Sunday we flew to JFK and the 
following Wednesday morning November 20th, Karen underwent open heart surgery and had 
double heart valve (mitral and aortic) replacement.  Holly was able to get Karen into surgery right 
away due to her incredible reputation and access within Cornell-Weill. That evening, knowing how 
physically and emotionally spent I was, Doug and Holly had me over for dinner. It was during dinner 
that Holly told me that the Utah cardiologist called her after we made the decision to come to NYC 
for the surgery and told her that he was so glad that we had made that choice being as the surgeon 
that was lined up in Utah was not a valve specialist! I can only imagine what might have happened 
had we not had a plan in place...
We are now over 3 months out and Karen is not only doing well, she’s feeling better than she has in 
years!
So, the bottom line of this story is: thanks to Dartmouth and my friendship through the years with 
Doug and with Holly, I can honestly say that in combination they saved Karen’s life.  I will forever 
be indebted to them both and these words can only begin to tell them my gratitude! 

Thank you my/our great friends Doug Hirsch and Dr. Holly Andersen. 


Brad Kliber ’85 writes…
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Katie Leede ’85 writes…
Son Lionel McGloin ’19 - aspiring play and screenwriter (stage name to be Lionel Leede) - wrote 
a 15 minute film which co-stars his mom Katie Leede ’85 ( ME :)) and sister Lucia McGloin ’17 
(stage name to be Lucia Dalla Valle/ also a co-writer).  "Home to Table" was filmed at our loft in 
Soho this past spring and tells a simple but hopefully dramatic story of a long lost son coming 
home and reintegrating into the family home as everyone gets ready for dinner.  The immediate 
payoff of producing a Union-approved production is that both Lucia and Lionel qualified for their 
SAG cards and are now ready to make their way in Hollywood.  Lionel intends to submit the short 
film to festivals and then release it virtually on YouTube.  Both Lucia and Lionel are spending their 
Corona Virus quarantine in LA, with Lionel writing another screenplay and developing a play idea, 
and both taking ongoing virtual acting classes.  For my part, I am concerned that this fabulous, 
challenging and fun experience has reawakened my own love of acting (so addictive!) and I have 
no clue how I might integrate this rediscovered passion into my "real" life, which is already full to 
bursting with creative endeavors and challenges.  Who knows?  Time will tell...

 In Memoriam… 
Douglas Geehan, MD ’85 

Richard C. Herman, MD ’85 
Mark S. Hansen ’84 

(husband of Jennifer Hancock ’85) 
Paula Miller ’85 

 The still north remembers them… 
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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:

Line of Duty
Killing Eve
Counterparts
L

films:

Abe

…maybe too many quiet nights at home these 
days, so your sugges4ons are more important 
than ever !

recent                   
AXO zoom call:

(left to right)
top row:
Shelley Nadel ’85 
(holding Margo Buckels 
Miyashiro ’85), Beth 
Parish ’85, Suzanne 
Powers ’85
2nd row:
Claudia Broeker Egger 
’85, Terri Sergesgetter 
Heath ’85, Sue Spencer 
Rockford ’85
3rd row:
Margaret Warram 
Marder ’85, Judith Stein 
’85
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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.)

Though ’round the girdled earth they roam…

(thanks to Beth Hobbs ’85 for this photo) - left to right:
Sue Finegan ’85, Mimi Reilly Eldridge ’85, George 
Eldridge ’85, Henrietta Hung ’85, Paul Perry ’85, Ed 
Connor '85, Pam Cohen Halligan ’85, David Halligan ’85 
and Joanna Tsiantas ’85
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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 when roaming our girdled earth.  Please 
send us your pictures from random meetings around the globe.  
(Pictures from planned get-togethers most welcome, too.)

Janet Warren (Managing Director, Dartmouth College Fund) caught a photo 
of some ’85s in Hanover this weekend (February 2020) - left to right:  
Jon Grussing ’85 , Joe Riley ’85, Laura Hicks Roberts ’85, Beth Gilman 
Hobbs ’85 and Bill Tyree ’85 
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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 when roaming our girdled earth.  Please 
send us your pictures from random meetings around the globe.  
(Pictures from planned get-togethers most welcome, too.)

(from Becky Blake Osborne ’85 on 3/19/20:)
Hello all!  Hoping this email finds you all healthy, safe and practicing social distancing... 
because these are crazy unique times, it’s all the more important to lean on and connect 
with our friends who know us the best. To that end, I’m sharing this photo of our 
Dartmouth KKG foursome who joined together tonight, organized on a Zoom meeting by 
Linda Cooper Marshall ’85, to share a virtual cocktail! Sally Crane Goggin ’85, 
Donna Fraser Gourdeau ’85, Linda, and me 😊 .  It was just what my soul and psyche 
needed in these tumultuous times!  Love and hugs from Newburyport and Hamilton, 
MA; New Canaan, CT; and Glen Elyn, IL from us to you!!
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What are you reading? 

•   Ann Patchett, The Dutch House
•   Elizabeth Strout, Olive Again
•   Louise Erdrich, The Night Watchman
•   Jack Kornfield (D’67), No Time Like the
            Present:  Finding Freedom and Joy Right
  Where You Are
                                    (also see David Marchese’s piece about Jack

        Kornfield, D’67 in the April 13, 2020 issue of the New York 
        Times:  “Things Keep Getting Scarier. He Can Help You Cope.”)

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
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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…
Even as social distancing and sheltering at home seem 
to be watch words for many of us around the globe 
for the foreseeable future, spring has finally sprung - 
and with it, our longing for the connections we’ve had 
to ration over the past many weeks.  It’s more 
important than ever to stay connected with our 
friends and family.  We've all seen the explosion of 
online video social hours and we thought we’d share a 
few more things to consider adding to your weekly 
video calls:

• Create your own custom greeting card and 
hand write an old fashioned, snail mail missive.  
Or order cards on Etsy and support an 
independent creator.

• Challenge a friend, or two or three, to an 
online game of Scrabble with Words with 
Friends.

• Play Codenames online with a group of 
friends.  (My kids have a weekly game night 
with a crew of friends.)  Go to 
horsepaste.com.

• Choose a book to read with a group of friends, 
or with your family, and discuss once a week at 
a set time.

• Put on a concert with different instrument 
and vocals videoing in and record to send to 
out to friends and family.

• Start a recipe exchange by email.

The point is to nurture your relationships in any way 
you find works for you.  And as you do, remember to 
include your Dartmouth friends.

Stay safe.  Be well.
Margaret Warram Marder ’85
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