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Soccer Shoulders:
   Christine Rau ’80 

     and her daughter, 

        Eva Rau-Schmidt ’11 
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Dear Alumni, Families of Students, 

and Friends of Kalamazoo College:

What’s the real value of a Kalamazoo College education? How do we know that the education we 

provide is still relevant? These are questions we continuously ask ourselves.

 The answers should not surprise you. “K’s” outstanding liberal arts curriculum and multiple 

opportunities for experiential learning make a real difference in the development of our students, and 

we can demonstrate the value added by a Kalamazoo College education. How can we be so definitive? 

Because we have measured it through the Collegiate Learning Assessment (CLA), and the results 

support this assertion. 

The CLA measures student abilities in four key areas: critical thinking, analytical reasoning, 

written communication, and problem solving. “K” administered the CLA to first-year students in 

Fall 2005 and seniors in Spring 2006. The difference in the scores demonstrated the effect of a “K” 

education to be well above expected when compared to all institutions (more than 100) participating 

in the CLA. The gains our students made in the abilities above made “K” nearly peerless (99th 

percentile). 

In 2009 the College retested the Fall 2005 first-year students, then in their senior spring. These 

longitudinal results (testing the same group) corroborated the cross-sectional results obtained four 

years ago in the two groups. ‘K’ seniors outperformed most seniors at other institutions, showing 

gains much higher than expected and about twice that of the average gains at the other 25 institutions 

reporting longitudinal data. Students who enroll at “K” already possess an abundance of the skill-set 

that the CLA measures. That the College increases these skills to such a high extent speaks volumes 

for the K-Plan and for the students, faculty, and staff who put it into action. (See CLA and other data at 

www.kzoo.edu/ir). 

This issue of LuxEsto goes far beyond the CLA data. The stories of our students, alumni, faculty, 

and staff demonstrate the power of the liberal arts, the value of lives well lived, and the distinctiveness 

of a “K” experience. Together, these make a strong case that yes, Kalamazoo College is relevant.

Your commitment to “K” is equally relevant. When you find the Kalamazoo College Fund 

envelope in this magazine or receive a phone call from a current student asking for a pledge of support, 

please give generously. When you plan your end-of-life charitable giving, please remember “K”. When 

you receive a call from the Center for Career and Professional Development asking whether you might 

host a student for an externship or internship, please consider a gift of your time and talents. When 

you receive a postcard or e-mail from our Alumni Relations Office alerting you to a reunion or other 

alumni event, please consider attending. If you know of a bright high school student who would 

benefit from an exceptional education, alert our Admission Office.

If you live in the Kalamazoo area or are returning here for work or pleasure, please visit the 

campus. There are many exciting activities happening here. Attend a play in the Balch Theatre, a 

lecture in the Olmsted Room, a concert in Stetson, an athletic event at Anderson, Stowe, or Angell. Or 

just walk barefoot across the Quad and have lunch in beautiful new Hicks.

After all, being relevant can be fun.

Yours sincerely,

Eileen B. Wilson-Oyelaran, President
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4 Aristotle’s Pupil  
Lauren Kroll’s story suggests why the liberal arts is 
the best preparation for medical school.

16 Terrifying Flower and Survival Ode 
LuxEsto shares the stories of two alumni 
confronting cancer. Their courage and their ability to 
live with uncertainty are inspirational and, according 
to both, traceable, in part, to their experiences at 
Kalamazoo College. 

24 Solace at Nightfall  
George Drake ’69, M.D., is medical director of one of 
the state’s largest hospice care providers. 

28 Peace Work
What social justice in action means to four members 
of the Class of ’97.

38 Stochastic Artist 
Plastic surgeon Robert Severinac ’85 is blessed with a 
combination that cures: a brilliant restless mind and 
the need to use his hands.

Plus, Homecoming highlights, including Alumni 
Association award winners; Kalamazoo College’s 
White House Fellow, Brian Alexander ’99; the 
lessons four professors have learned from students; 
Professor of History David Barclay on the 20th 

anniversary of the fall of the Berlin Wall; 
checking in on six Clare Boothe Luce 
Scholars; some luminaries; some class 
notes, and more.  

Corrections: Genevieve Leet (“Building the 
Body Outside,” Fall 2009) was a contributor 
(art and poetry) to The Cauldron magazine, not 
its editor. We also reported that her biology 
class (“Population Community Ecology”) 
conducted an outdoor education program for 
children at a local nature preserve. In fact, the 
class did a macro invertebrate bio-indicator 
study to assess water quality and erosion in 
the preserve. Finally, in quoting a line (“I am 
a project too big and messy for house”) from 
one of her poems, we missed a typo, resulting 
in the mistaken usage of the preposition “to” 
instead of the adverb “too.”
      Our biggest botch-up occurred in a story 
about two “K” grads coming together under 
unexpected circumstances (“Kalamazoo 
College Network,” Fall 2009, page 35). Donald 
Schneider ’63 shared the story. Don was the 
post-doc researcher interviewing for a teaching 
position at U-Mass, Amherst. Peter Lillya ’59 
was one of the organic chemists interviewing 
Don regarding a proposal to integrate organic 
and biochemistry. It was during that interview 
that Don and Peter discovered their shared 
scientific roots in Kalamazoo College. 
     We apologize for these errors and thank our 
readers for calling them to our attention. 

LuxEsto 

is based on 

the College’s 

official motto, 

Lux esto, 

“be light.”
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Athletic success 
at Kalamazoo 
College begins 
with committed  
individuals. 
Christine Rau ’80, 
one of the 
founding mothers 
of the Hornet 
women’s soccer 
program, is  
also mother of  
current player Eva 
Rau-Schmidt ’11. 
The next great 
leap for women’s 
soccer—and for 
all Kalamazoo 
College 
athletics—is 
about to take 
place. As always, 
that success will 
depend on people 
with a passionate 
commitment to 
Hornet sports. 
See “Soccer 
Shoulders” on 
page 32.
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Collaboration
Gail Griffin, the Ann V. and Donald R. 

Parfet Distinguished Professor of English

T he most important thing I learn 

from students is that we really 

are smarter collaboratively than 

independently. It’s hard to convince 

students of this until they demon-

strate it to each other during one of those far too infrequent 

but incandescent class discussions. We had one last week, 

during which 25 students (26 including me) were lit up with 

discovery surrounding Louise Erdrich’s novel Tracks. For 60 

minutes this lit-up discussion progressed without pause, and 

the students realized the energy that fueled it didn’t depend on 

one person or two persons or a small group being really smart. 

Instead they seemed to simultaneously enter a “Whoa-Look-

At-Us” moment when “together we’re reaching multiple truths!” 

Such moments aren’t common. By next class they were ready 

to go on to something else. But it’s precious; it’s catalyzed by 

genuine questions from students about the text; and it leads to 

incredible and penetrating insights that we build together by 

trying to get at the answers. The other important factor for this 

phenomenon is for a teacher to help create an environment that 

allows students to say “I don’t understand. Why did the author 

do this…or that?” A person now has the room to trust his or her 

own voice, and that trust helps deliver the real questions. It’s 

not that different than science. There, as well, great discoveries 

come from teams working in labs. Discussions are our labs. And 

that’s where I learn we really are smarter collaboratively.

A Living
Andy Mozina, 

Associate Professor of English

F rom my students I have 

come to learn that teaching 

English is not much different 

than just living. Each of us 

tries to progress as a person, 

to develop our character, to 

think through the world and 

its problems. I’m not sure any 

student or students have told 

me that, but they have showed 

me that teaching English is a 

metaphor for reading the world 

and writing our way into it. 

When a class gathers to read and 

write about a text, to discuss it, 

we’re learning to live. I’ve been 

surprised by how differently I 

interpret a text after I hear a new 

batch of students talk about it. It 

reinforced for me that literature 

is focused on interpretation and 

evidence rather than objective 

permanent truth. Ideas interact 

and change the way people see 

the world. My seminar this fall 

just completed Into the Wild 

( Jon Krakauer) which I’ve read 

many times. Until this fall I 

tended to take the character, 

Chris McCandless, to task for 

not planning better, for not 

compromising more. Until this 

fall I’ve thought he could have 

had his great experience and yet 

been safer. But this time around 

some of my students have made 

me see more clearly the core of 

heroism and spirituality in his 

character and the validity in the 

type and degree of risks he had 

to take in order to do what he 

was doing. I think I didn’t see 

this at first because I’m usually 

a compromiser. McCandless 

wasn’t. And, as a result, perhaps 

he progressed further than I  

have or can. 

Kalamazoo College calls 

itself a fellowship in learning, 

and the “ fellows” include faculty 

and students. So what have 

the former learned from the 

latter? We asked four professors 

in the English department this 

question:

What has 
a student 

taught 
you about 

teaching 
English?



Anger
Diane Seuss, Writer-in-Residence

K elsay Myers taught me that 

diversity in the classroom 

can mean giving up your own 

agenda, and that when this 

happens some amazing things 

can occur: you begin to fill the 

gaps in your own education 

and you stay alive, both intel-

lectually and creatively. Here’s 

the back-story.  Kelsay was a 

brilliant Asian-American under-

graduate student nettled by the constraints and blind spots in academia. She was a student 

in my “Introduction to Creative Writing” course, and all went well. And then she took 

“Intermediate Poetry”; one day early on in the quarter she simply stopped coming. When I 

convinced her to meet with me about the problem she came into my office and said she was 

sick of reading white poets. Earlier in my career I might have told her that was too bad, that 

there were things she could learn from the writers I’d selected for us to study. But this time I 

said: “OK. You design a syllabus and fill it with the poets you need to read.” And she did. We 

morphed “Intermediate Poetry” into an independent study class, and she introduced me to 

poets I’d never read—poets like Marilyn Chin and Kimiko Hahn. Today I teach these poets. 

I also learned a new kind of poetic form—the zuihitsu (which is actually as old as haiku)—a 

kind of everything-but-the-kitchen-sink form that my first-year seminar students just loved 

as their final project this fall. Several students told me how they didn’t want to let them go 

because they had so much fun writing them, 

and one suggested the class reunite this 

winter to read them aloud. Without Kelsay 

Myers, none of this happens.  She taught me 

to listen to her anger rather than try to shut it 

down. And to hear the wisdom of that anger, 

which in essence was saying that she needed 

something other than what I was providing, 

and what I was providing was defined by 

my own limitations. She taught me not to 

be defensive, but instead to be open to such 

irritation. Because of her, I listen better when 

students tell me how they need to learn, 

which may not always be on my syllabus. The 

challenge is whether I can be flexible enough 

to teach a student in the way he or she needs 

to learn. I learned that diversity isn’t merely 

a matter of plugging into the course content 

a non-white poet, for example, but rather 

thinking about who each student is and then 

how to make the course alive and indispens-

able for her.
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Death of the 
Expert
Bruce Mills, Professor of English

I n grad school you’re often 

conditioned to focus on what’s 

interesting to professors. It’s not 

unusual, then, to begin teaching 

with two intimidating notions: 

first, that you’re an expert; 

second, that it’s paramount to 

start classes with your intellec-

tual and emotional investment 

in the subject matter.  Because 

of these burdensome notions 

I worried in my early years of 

teaching that someone would 

bring forward something I did 

not have an answer for; at times, 

I used lecture or created overly-

structured discussions to crowd 

out any space for such questions. 

The result? Dead books and dead 

classes. What my students have 

taught me is to keep in mind what 

matters most to new readers and 

to listen carefully. What questions, 

frustrations, and confusions do 

the readers bring to a particular 

work? I’ve learned from new 

readers not only to allow space 

for the most puzzling aspects of 

what we read but also to start 

there. Some of the most exciting 

moments in class have their 

source in shared confusion and 

curiosity—emphasis on “shared.” 

In other words, we begin in places 

where I have no ultimate answers, 

which means I’m suddenly more 

vulnerable than the role my degree 

and experience might suggest I 

should be.  I’ve learned that I can 

be an expert but still model the 

kind of vulnerability that fosters 

risk taking, invites speculation, 

and leads people to stake some 

claim in an argument.  I’ve 

discovered that the only way I 

hear literature continue to speak 

is when my students feel willing to 

speak about it.



On the spring day I interview Lauren Kroll ’09 she’s wondering 

(just a tad) whether the liberal arts has hampered her chances 

for medical school. She’s waiting to hear if she’s been accepted, 

and, by now, many of her friends have heard. Spanish tutoring, 

the AMIGOS program, Kroll ponders—would the time she        

devoted to those worthy pursuits have been better spent more 

science focused? 

By the end of the interview I’m convinced she’ll soon learn 

of her acceptance. But I know nothing of medical school matters. 

I do know I’d trust her as my physician—or my children’s, or 

grandson’s—because of the liberal arts.

Aristotle defined credibility as the combination of competence 

and empathy, which may explain why some patients trust nurses 

and physician assistants more than physicians. All may have 

plenty of competence, but the former may have stronger combina-

tions with empathy.

It was because of her competence that I first learned of Kroll 

from her Senior Individualized Project supervisor, Professor of 

Biology Paul Sotherland. Her SIP, he said, was special. “Come and 

hear it at the Diebold Symposium.” I did. And it was.

Working with alumnus Vishal Bansal ’95, M.D., a trauma 

surgeon at the University of California San Diego Department 

of Surgery, Kroll designed and 

completed an experiment that 

helps illuminate the chain of 

events between brain injury, blood 

poisoning (sepsis), and multiple 

system organ failure.

It seems counterintuitive that 

a person who sustains an injury to one organ will die because 

of the failure of other organs. And how does brain injury lead 

to blood poisoning? Part of the answer was already known. The 

body responds to a variety of traumatic injury with a rapid and 

prolonged increase of inflammatory proteins. Previous experi-

ments have connected that phenomenon with a breakdown of the 

wall of the intestine. That breakdown makes the intestinal wall 

porous, which allows bacteria to enter the bloodstream, which can 

lead to sepsis, the failure of multiple organ systems, and death.

But how, exactly, does the increase in inflammatory proteins 

undermine the intestinal wall?

Enter Kroll’s experiment. Using a mouse model of brain 

injury, she showed that the increase in inflammatory proteins 

depresses the levels of two important substances called “tight 

junction proteins.” As that name implies, those proteins perform 

Aristotle’s Pupil
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During study 
abroad, at 
Machu Picchu 
(l-r): Matt 
Vazquez ’09, 
Russell 
Becker ’09, 
Lauren, and 
Stephanie 
Jones ’09

“I’m so 

happy 

with my ‘K’ 

education!”



a mortar-like function vital to the integrity of the intestinal wall. 

Kroll’s experiment also suggested ways to stimulate healthy levels 

of these two important proteins. So, not only does her work add to 

the growing body of knowledge about how brain injury kills, it also 

suggests strategies for potentially successful medical treatment.

I’ve attended prestigious medical meetings, even a few on 

brain injury. During her Diebold presentation Kroll seemed like 

a post-doc or working research scientist. She was that good! 

I contacted her recently at medical school (she learned of her 

acceptance to the Wayne State University School of Medicine 

shortly after our initial interview).

“I felt like my SIP, and the entire process of writing, 

re-writing, and presenting it, really helped me to think more like a 

scientist,” she said.

And her SIP is not the only undergrad experience that 

helped develop her medical—or what Aristotle might call 

her “competence”—chops. During the summer following her 

sophomore year, Kroll worked with medical professionals involved 

in first studies (safety and tolerance) of new potential medicines 

in human volunteers. (This opportunity resulted from a Monroe-

Brown Internship at Jasper Clinical R&D, Inc., in Kalamazoo, 

and the president and CEO of JCRD is alumnus Dean Knuth ’78, 

which goes to show the vital importance to the “K” educational 

experience of both endowed gifts and alumni networks!)

During study abroad Kroll worked with Dr. Narcissa 

Valdiviezo in La Clínica DAME and at the Hospital Eugenio 

Espejo, the largest public hospital in Quito, Ecuador. She gained 

emergency room experience (intake, evaluation, and surgery 

shadowing) there that served her well in San Diego, and she wrote 

an Intercultural Research Project on the barriers to private and 

public health care in that country. The combination of patient 

treatment and medical research influenced her choice of medical 

schools. “I wanted a program that could offer both research and 

medical opportunities because the combination adds more depth 

to one’s experience,” Kroll explained. She also sought a medical 

school that offered rotations and a chance to practice overseas. 

Wonder where that influence comes from?

And what about service? What about the empathic side of 

Aristotle’s equation?

Kroll chose “K” in part because of its service opportunities. 

As a freshman she worked in the AMIGOS bilingual mentoring 

program at Maple Street Middle School. One year later she was 

coordinating the entire AMIGOS program for that school. In her 

senior year she was a civic engagement scholar at the Mary Jane 

Underwood Stryker Institute for Service-Learning and co-coordi-

nator of AMIGOS at Kalamazoo Central High School. 
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Snorkeling in Ecuador 
with Matt Vazquez ’09 
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mentored the same student, Maria 

Ascencio, whose high school sophomore 

year corresponded to Kroll’s collegiate 

senior year. “She likes math in particular,” 

said Kroll, “and she’s doing well in school.”

Kroll came to “K” thinking pediatrics, 

but her ER work in Ecuador and San Diego 

prompted thoughts of surgery. “I like the 

adrenalin of emergency care,” she told 

me during our first interview, but on that 

subject she wrote near the conclusion of 

her first semester of med school, “I’m not 

so sure now. I’ve already been exposed to a 

lot of different fields, and they’re all so interesting. I’m just trying to keep an open mind.”

Sounds liberal arts to me! And that slight stab of worry she felt last spring? Gone. “I’m 

so happy with my ‘K’ education,” she wrote. “I’m lucky that my biology major prepared 

me well for medical school (especially in terms of being accustomed to intense study). And 

study abroad and the many positive experiences in the Kalamazoo community made me 

feel well rounded. My med school friends tease me for talking about ‘K’ so much. I miss it!”

The words “science” and “know” share a common root that means “to cut.” The poet Robert Pack in 

an apostrophe to a surgeon wrote, “You’re taught to think of flesh / by feeling with a knife – as if the line / 

dividing cruelty from cure were drawn / so fine, only a steady hand, and not / the blundering, brave heart, 

could trust itself.”

I think Kroll will be a great physician because of the trust both her hand and her heart will inspire.

And she thinks “K” had a lot to do with that.

Lauren ran 
cross-country 
at “K,” so why 
not run track 
in Ecuador. 
She’s pictured 
(second 
from right) 
with other 
members of the 
Universidad 
San Francisco 
de Quito track 
team, including 
fellow “K” 
classmate Dan 
Hulbert (far 
right). 

With teacher 
and mentor, 
Paul 
Sotherland, 
professor of 
biology

With alumnus 
and mentor 
Vishal Bansal 
’95, M.D. Their 
experiment, 
which became 
the basis of 
Lauren’s SIP, 
helped uncover 
the biochemical 
steps that lead 
to intestinal 
permeability 
after brain 
injury. 

Lauren Kroll 
with Maria 
Ascencio

Lauren before the white 
coat entry ceremony at 
medical school



Nicole Finnemann ’03 was wrapping up her Kalamazoo College study abroad 

experience in Quito, Ecuador, when an incredible opportunity came her way. 

 A math professor approached her and asked if she wanted to go to the 

Galapagos Islands to help address the substandard mathematics education 

offered there. 

For Finnemann, the chance to help was too good to pass up. But, she 

wondered, how would she pay for it?

Enter the Clare Boothe Luce Scholarship Program. 

Since its inception in 1989, the program has helped more than 1,500 

undergraduate and graduate woman students enrolled at private and Catholic 

colleges and universities across the country to thrive in the traditionally male-dominated world of science, technology, 

and mathematics. Each year, the program provides millions of dollars to institutions of higher learning, which in turn 

provide the money to young women accepted into the program through a rigorous application process.

“After the Santa Cruz math education project, I returned to Kalamazoo College for my senior year. I was more 

proud of the impact I had made through that program with the teachers, students, and overall curriculum than I had 

been of anything in my life,” said Finnemann, currently the director of research and academic affairs at the Korea 

Economic Institute in Washington, D.C. “I have (the scholarship) to thank for giving me that.”

Finnemann is part of an exclusive club of six Kalamazoo College alumnae who received a Luce Scholarship during 

the period (2001-2003) the College was awarded the grants.

Brittany Nestell ’02, another grant recipient, has 

always loved math. Throughout her childhood, she 

received constant support from her family to pursue 

a career in math. So it came as no surprise that she 

studied to be a math teacher while at Kalamazoo 

College. Currently, she teaches 7th and 8th grade math in 

Perry, Michigan.

“It was a huge financial lift to know that I didn’t 

have to take out any loans in the spring session of my 

senior year,” she said. “The Luce Scholarship was an 

amazing gift.”

Nestell sees firsthand the need for scholarship 

programs that connect women and science. She sees 

girls who are bright and talented in math and sciences 

lose interest in these fields because many have no 

confidence in their abilities. Programs need to be in 

place, she said, that help young female students realize 

they are just as capable of succeeding in these disci-

plines as their male counterparts.

The program certainly was beneficial to Elizabeth 

Tank ’03, giving her the opportunity to conduct research 

in the laboratory of James Langeland ’86, Ph.D., the 

Upjohn Associate Professor of Life Sciences and  
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Rusty Bikes and Thunderstorms

Scholarship Program 

Helped Propel 

the Science/Math 

Careers of Six 

Alumnae

(TOP)
Brittany 
Nestell

(ABOVE)
Elizabeth Tank

(RIGHT)
Jessamyn 
(Margoni) 
Calderwood 
“mooses 
around” on 
Isle Royale

L U C E  S C H O L A R S



chair of the Kalamazoo College biology 

department.

“Being a recipient of the award gave 

me the extra confidence to pursue my 

goals and the means to do so,” she said.

And what success she’s had!  

While working in Langeland’s lab, Tank 

had the opportunity to meet faculty 

members from Washington University in 

St. Louis, who urged her to apply to their 

university. She studied at the university’s 

medical school, where she received her 

Ph.D. (2008), focusing her research on 

yeast prion biology. Her post doctoral 

research explores the genetic regulation 

of aging in the roundworm, C. elegans, at 

University of California at San Francisco.

“Receiving this award demonstrated 

publicly that I wanted to pursue a career 

in science,” Tank said. “I feel that it gave 

me an advantage in regards to being 

able to receive future awards”—such 

as a scholarship from the Alzheimer’s 

Association and a Cold Springs Harbor 

Laboratory travel award. 

Women have a place in the lab 

alongside men, she added, and programs 

like the Clare Boothe Luce Scholarship 

Program ensure that future generations of 

young female scientists and mathemati-

cians have the help to get there.  

Biology grad student and occasional 

dhole (Asiatic wild dog) tracker Kate 

Jenks ’02 would agree. Jenks is currently a 

joint graduate student at the Smithsonian 

National Zoological Park’s Conservation 

and Research Center and at the University 

of Massachusetts, where she is working 

on her Ph.D. in organismic and evolu-

tionary biology and wildlife and fisheries 

conservation. She won a Luce Scholarship 

in 2000, and her first bit of advice to her 

sisters in science is: find a female mentor. 

“The instructors at Kalamazoo 

College didn’t treat women in the STEM 

fields [science, technology, engineering, 

mathematics] any different than our male 

counterparts,” said Jenks, “but it would 
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(TOP)
Nicole Finnemann on the 
day her Clare Boothe 
Luce Scholarship was 
announced

(INSET)
Kate Jenks at a sea 
turtle nest in Costa 
Rica

(LEFT)
Dawn Archey
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have been helpful to have a forum to hear from women graduate 

students about the challenges of advanced schooling at different 

ages, or the specific strains placed on women trying to balance 

family and career concerns.”

Although the Luce Scholarship did not change Jenks’ career 

plans—her interest in science was firmly entrenched by the time 

she came to Kalamazoo College—having the burden of tuition 

removed from her shoulders enabled her to finish her undergrad-

uate studies debt free. This gave her the opportunity to pursue 

post-graduation volunteer opportunities that were directly related 

to her interests in biology.

“I didn’t feel pressured to apply for jobs unrelated to my 

field just to make ends meet,” she said. Jenks worked as a prima-

tology field assistant at the Phu Khieo Wildlife Sanctuary in 

Thailand, and then as project field manager in Khao Yai National 

Park, serving as liaison between WildAid and the Smithsonian 

Conservation and Research Center back in the United States.

“I led ranger teams and spent many weeks in the jungle, 

photographing wild carnivores, including dholes. More recently, 

I have initiated my own field research on dholes. I am currently 

pursuing a Ph.D. that will provide essential new information on 

the importance of dholes for natural ecosystems in Thailand, their 

behavior and their conservation status.”

Jessamyn (Margoni) Calderwood ’03 is an analytical chemist 

in research and development at LECO Corporation in St. Joseph, 

Michigan. The Luce Scholarship gave her the positive reinforce-

ment to pursue a career in physics and chemistry. Her excitement 

is evident when Calderwood describes her workday: “I get to use 

my physics, chemistry, and mechanical engineering degrees on a 

regular basis. We design and produce analytical instruments used 

to determine the quantity of elements in a multitude of materials.”

Calderwood can’t remember a time when she wasn’t 

fascinated by science. Although neither of her parents (a social 

worker and a special education teacher) worked in hard sciences, 

they encouraged her to pursue her own interests. “I loved building 

with blocks as a kid, and I was always interested in how things 

work. Science could explain many of life’s little mysteries like 

rusty bikes and thunderstorms, so it seemed like a natural path 

for me to follow.

“I don’t think most women are discouraged from the 

sciences,” she added, “but I don’t think they are necessarily 

encouraged, either. While the top students may receive encourage-

ment to continue their studies, a woman getting B’s might not get 

the same level of encouragement a man might. There seems to be 

more of a need for women to prove to others, and maybe also to 

themselves, that they can actually be a science/math major.”

Calderwood chose to come to Kalamazoo College because 

of the 3-2 engineering program and the many opportunities for 

study abroad. Ironically, she participated in neither. Her pursuit 

of a double science major (physics and chemistry) derailed 

the 3-2 plan and made it too complicated to schedule in study 

abroad. She would, she said, choose Kalamazoo all over again 

because of the personal encouragement of her science professors, 

including the research opportunities that opened to her because 

of the Luce scholarship. “That research then set me up for engine 

laser  studies in graduate school—the College of Engineering at 

University of Michigan.”

Calderwood concluded: “I think it’s important to support 

women in the STEM fields so they can receive some positive rein-

forcement for their choice. Support, monetary or otherwise, can 

go a long way toward keeping women in the sciences by simply 

letting them know others believe in them.”

Kalamazoo College math major Dawn Elizabeth Archey ’02 

couldn’t agree more. “The Luce scholarship encouraged me along 

my mathematical path and affirmed that I was a serious contender 

in the sciences,” she said. “It is often a lonely experience as 

a woman in mathematics; there are not very many of us. We 

need the support of other mathematicians, particularly female 

mathematicians.” 

Archey is a two-year postdoctoral research fellow at Ben 

Gurion University in Israel. Her interest in math came late in life, 

she said. As a child in elementary school, “I hated it. I was terrible 

at multiplication tables.” But her interest grew gradually, and 

when she had reached the point of talking about the ideas behind 

mathematics and not just the rote memorization of formulas, 

Archey was hooked. 

She credited her professors at Kalamazoo College for 

cementing her love of mathematics. John Fink, Rosemary K. 

Brown Professor in Mathematics and Computer Science, had 

“inhuman patience” with her endless questions, she said. “And 

Dr. Michele Intermont was my main influence to become a math-

ematician. We would walk together and have deep conversations 

about mathematics and life. She showed me what a female math-

ematician could look like and showed me that I could go to grad 

school and gave me the practical advice to get there.”

Archey recalled the STEM luncheons at Kalamazoo College 

with fondness. “They gathered women from all the STEM fields, 

both professors and students. It helped me to feel I was in a bigger 

community than just the women in the math department.”

In considering her future, Archey said: “When I finish my 

postdoctoral research in Israel, I hope to find a tenure track job 

at a liberal arts college like Kalamazoo College. It would be my 

dream job.”
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Babysitting 
One Big Baby

Burt DeWilde ’07 is three years 

into his Ph.D. program at State 

University of New York-Stony 

Brook. He’s opted to specialize 

in high-energy physics and is 

currently at work on the ATLAS 

experiment, which sounds like 

a ton of fun if you like to crash 

things. ATLAS is a particle 

physics experiment involving 

the collisions of protons of 

extraordinarily high energy. 

The discoveries that result 

will reveal new information 

about the forces that shaped 

our universe and that will 

determine its fate. Last August 

DeWilde became an official 

Ph.D. candidate, having passed 

all his core courses and compre-

hensive exams. In the fall he 

put the finishing touches on a 

paper with 75 co-authors. Its 

subject? Hardware testing of 

prototype silicon strip sensors 

to be used in future upgrades to 

the ATLAS detector at CERN (a 

physics laboratory in Geneva, 

Switzerland). DeWilde has 

moved (semi-permanently) 

to CERN, where he recently 

baby-sat a particle accelerator 

(shown at right) all day.



FACULTY
Lucasse Winner
Professor of Japanese language and literature, Roselee Bundy, Ph.D., (left) received 

the 2009 Florence J. Lucasse Fellowship Award for Excellence in Scholarship 

in recognition of her outstanding achievement in research and publication. She 

specializes in the literature of pre-modern Japan, with focus on medieval poetry and 

early literature by women. She has published several studies on the poet Fujiwara 

Teika and on the 10th-century Kagerô diary, the first piece of prose literature in 

Japanese by a woman. Most recently, she has published on the relationship between 

the Imperial Court Poetry Contest of 960 and the women of Emperor Murakami’s 

rear court. Bundy teaches Japanese literature in translation from all periods, Japanese 

women’s literature, Asian-American literature, and Japanese language courses. When 

not involved in academic matters, she is an avid runner, cyclist, and swimmer. The 

Florence J. Lucasse Fellowship may be given annually to members of the Kalamazoo 

College teaching faculty and honors outstanding achievement in creative work, 

research, or publication. Bundy is pictured with Kathleen Smith, Ph.D., professor of 

Romance languages and literature, who presented the award.

At Work for Educational Equity
Professor Emeritus of Education Romeo Phillips traveled to Liberia 

to deliver a paper on rural education in that country at a weeklong 

meeting of the Liberian Studies Association. He knows the subject 

well, having received three Fulbright Grants in the 1980s to live in 

the country and develop the Rural Teaching Education Institute, a 

certification program that provided high school graduates intensive 

pedagogical training, strong academic disciplinary skills, and 

incentives to continue to teach in the rural areas of the country. 

Recent warfare in the country stalled progress in rural education; 

with the advent of peace, Phillips’ recent visit was part of a new 

strategy to improve rural education throughout the country. During 

his visit he met the country’s president, Her Excellency Mrs. Ellen 

Johnson Sirleaf. In the photo at left, Phillips greets the president 
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at a special reception to honor conference participants. He also 

spent some time with Kalamazoo College graduate George “Gib” 

Brown ’92 (bottom photo on page 11), who works at the U.S. 

Embassy in Liberia. Phillips also traveled to Sierra Leone where 

he met Rev. Dr. Paramount Chief (Kamajei Chiefdom, Moyamba 

District) Jeremiah Sinnah-Yovonie Kangova, II, a “K” graduate 

of the Class of 1973. In the inset photo on page 11 Phillips and 

Kangova flank Honorable Madame Paramount Chief Haja Fatmata 

Koroma Kajua (Mano Dasse Chiefdom, Moyamba District).

STAFF
Guiding Light
Rob Townsend, Facilities Management, is the 2009 Lux Esto 

Award Winner. That award honors a faculty or staff member who 

has served the College for 26 years or longer, making significant 

contributions, promoting good will, and exhibiting exemplary 

dedication to the campus community. Townsend has had a 

profound impact on hundreds of students, particularly through his 

leadership of the College’s recycling effort and LandSea orienta-

tion program. Former President Jimmy Jones likened Rob’s work 

in those programs to a ministry. And current President Eileen 

B. Wilson-Oyelaran said: “Rob’s most important contribution 

has been his interaction with students. He has shown us that 

everybody at ‘K’ has the potential to make important and direct 

contributions to the central educational mission of this College. 

This fact is evident in the number of Rob’s loyal student recycling 

workers who have gone on to lead sustainability efforts at colleges, 

municipalities, and companies across the nation. All the members 

of Rob’s student ‘ministry’ leave the College with their idealism 

intact and, because of his mentoring, with a better understanding 

of what is possible when that idealism is linked with action.” 

Townsend is pictured with his family shortly after the award 

ceremony (l-r): wife Jenifer, Rob, daughter Molly, and son Cooper. 

Not pictured is Jenifer and Rob’s daughter Mary, who was in 

Arizona.

100 Years of Service
Kalamazoo College honored four employees for reaching their 

milestone 25-year service anniversary. The celebration took place 

on May 26, and the honored foursome included (top photo next 

page, l-r): Paul Manstrom, Chuck Quoss, Jim Ringler, and Van 

Nickert. Nickert coaches football and teaches physical education. 

Manstrom, Quoss, and Ringler work for the College’s facilities 

management unit.
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THE COMMUNITY
Trustees Honored
Rosemary Brown and E. Turner Lewis ’63 were awarded 

trustee emeriti status at the June 2009 Board of Trustees meeting. 

Their years of service—Lewis was a board member from 1991 to 

2009; Brown from 1998 to 2009—and tireless efforts on behalf 

of “K” were honored. Trustee emeriti status makes them lifelong 

non-voting members of the board. 

STUDENTS
Great Space
Charles F. “Chuck” Mason ’10 discovered and secured a summer 

internship with Mike Spencer, the city planner and zoning admin-

istrator of Charlevoix, Michigan. During that work, Mason helped 

Spencer complete an application for a prestigious award bestowed 

by the American Planning Association (APA). In October, 

Spencer wrote the College’s Center for Career and Professional 

Development that the City of Charlevoix’s East Park was selected 

as one of America’s Best Public Spaces by the APA. Spencer wanted 

to be sure to recognize Mason’s contribution. CCPD recognizes 

Mason’s good efforts on its behalf as well: Spencer is eager to 

sponsor future “K” interns. 

Philadelphia Freedom
Six students spent fall quarter 2009 at the The Philadelphia 

Center: sophomores Nathan Gilmour, Zachary Holden, 

Catherine Oldershaw, and Jamie Schaub; and juniors Robert 

Hipskind and Shannon Kennedy. All took seminar and elective 

classes and completed internships. Seminars included “Power and 

Authority,” “Education at Work,” “21st Century Entrepreneurship,” 

and “Urban Political and Social Issues, Systems, and Practices.” 

Electives included “Exploring Relationships in Fiction and Film” 

and “Social Justice.” Gilmour split his internship working with a 

commercial photographer who specializes in the performing arts 

and doing freelance photography for the city newspaper. Holden 

worked with a Philadelphia attorney whose practice focuses on 

family and employment law and civil rights. Oldershaw worked 

at Norris Square Neighborhood Project, a nonprofit, community-

run, multicultural, environmental and cultural learning center. 

She also interned at First Person Arts, which transforms real life 

stories into memoir and documentary art. Schaub worked at the 

Children’s Crisis Treatment Center, which provides comprehensive 

mental health services to Philadelphia’s neediest children and their 

families. Hipskind was a student organizer at Kensington Welfare 

Rights Union, a multiracial organization that organizes people on 

behalf of economic justice. Kennedy split her internship as a grants 

and outreach intern at Bread and Roses Community Fund and as a 

student intern for State Representative Babette Josephs.

Righteous Connection
Kalamazoo College sophomore and biology major Luke Petersen 

was awarded a Next Generation 

Scholarship from Niman Ranch 

last August. Niman Ranch is 

a network of more than 600 

independent family farmers and 

ranchers who raise livestock 

according to the highest standards 

of animal husbandry and environ-

mental stewardship. Petersen was 

raised on his great-grandmother’s 

farm outside Lawrence (Mich.), 

where his parents, Steve and Jan 

Petersen, have raised hogs using sustainable farming methods for more 

than two decades. In October Nicolette Hahn Niman ’89 returned 

to campus for her 20th Homecoming celebration. She compared 

traditional farms to industrial agriculture in her presentation 

“Righteous Meat: Farming and Eating Sustainably.” Hahn Niman is 

a writer, lawyer, rancher, and activist. She is the author of Righteous 

Porkchop: Finding a Good Life and Good Food Beyond Factory Farms. 
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Dr. Alexander Goes to Washington

“As a White House Fellow, I’ve spent the past year working on broad issues that affect public health,” says Brian 

Alexander ’99. Issues like the quality of care that’s available in our Veterans Affairs hospitals, and the use of 

electronic medical records [EMR] technology to improve medical treatment and prevent medical errors.  “Those kinds 

of issues are extremely important, of course,” he adds, “especially during a time in which the entire nation is struggling with healthcare 

reform. But I never want to forget that the purpose of medicine—and my purpose in completing this White House Fellowship—is to 

serve that patient who’s sitting right in front of me.”

At the tender age of only 31, Brian Alexander has already spent several years taking care of terminal cancer patients and conducting 

groundbreaking research on the disease at Harvard University’s famed Dana-Farber Cancer Institute.  As a “radiation oncologist” who 

earned his M.D. at the University of Michigan (2004), he long ago became accustomed to spending about half his workday treating 

patients and the other half investigating the molecular dynamics behind the genetic “accidents” that trigger the dreaded disease.

All of that changed when Alexander won a fierce competition (he beat out more than 700 other candidates) and landed one of the 

14 slots in the White House Fellows program for young American professionals.  From September of 2008 to this past fall he lived in 

Washington, D.C. and served as “special assistant” first to Secretary James B. Peake and most recently to U.S. Army General Eric K. 

Shinseki, Barack Obama’s recently appointed Secretary of Veterans Affairs.  His assignment: provide the VA chief and his top aides with a 

steady stream of research and position papers on every aspect of medical care offered to the nation’s military veterans.  

The VA today manages the largest public healthcare program in the U.S., with more than 1,400 hospitals, clinics, and nursing 

homes; 15,000 doctors; and 61,000 nurses.  

“As a White House Fellow, I was responsible for providing research data to help shape healthcare policies within the hospital 

system.  I also made recommendations on ways to improve care, which meant I attended lots of meetings among hospital administrators 

and planners all around the country.”

Like the other Fellows in the program—all of whom are assigned to year-long administrative posts of one kind or another in the 

executive branch of the federal government—the former Hornet pass receiver was expected to gather in all of the knowledge he could, 

while loaning his unique professional skills to the taxpayers for 12 months.

Launched in 1964 as a pet project of then U.S. President Lyndon B. Johnson, the White House Fellows program was designed to 

allow the federal government to take advantage of the services of some of its best and brightest young citizens.  During their year in the 

nation’s capital, the Fellows work in a variety of different executive departments, including healthcare, education, energy research, and 

environmental science.  Past fellows include such nationally prominent figures as historian Doris Kearns Goodwin, former Secretary of 

State Colin Powell, and former San Antonio Mayor and Secretary of Housing and Urban Development Henry Cisneros. 

       

Upset Specialist and Supreme Court Justice  

Alexander came to “K” by way of University of Michigan.

He recalls he “just didn’t seem to fit in” as a freshman on the U of M’s sprawling campus back in 1995.  “I’m a great fan of U-Mich 

 —and I returned there later to study medicine—but I found that I wasn’t doing too well sitting in giant classrooms that contained 600 
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students.  I realized I wanted a smaller academic community—and I also discovered that I missed playing football.”

The solution was Kalamazoo College.  He’d been recruited by the Hornet coaches in high school, and when he came to “K” in the 

fall of ’96 he was soon playing both quarterback and wide receiver.  “I had a fabulous time,” he remembers, “and the friendships I made 

have continued to this day.” He fondly recalls a memorable upset of Wheaton College, one that required a 21-point comeback against a 

team ranked in the top 10!

But equally memorable was his academic effort, especially in a course on Constitutional Law.  “We argued a bunch of cases in a 

mock Supreme Court,” he says, “and I wound up as a ‘Justice’ in the famous Korematsu case involving the incarceration of Japanese-

Americans during the Second World War [Korematsu v. United States, 1944].

“Well, I got completely wrapped up in reading about that case, and I guess I overdid it.  As a ‘Justice’ in the mock trial, I asked so 

many detailed questions that they finally told me to back off so they could finish the arguments!  I went a little overboard that day, I 

guess—but Professor [Jerry] Mayer was a superb teacher, and that case was a terrific example of how a liberal arts course can inspire you 

to think for yourself.”

That’s a skill Alexander found vital for success in medical school, in Harvard’s five-year radiation oncology residency, and, most 

recently, in the White House Fellows program.  “For me, this past year has been the opportunity of a lifetime,” he says.  “Among many 

other things, I’ve had a chance to talk with two different Presidents [George W. Bush and Barack Obama] and interact with multiple 

cabinet officials and business leaders. I also had the opportunity to be part of an incoming Administration that is passionately dedicated 

to the idea that all Americans are entitled to high-quality care, regardless of their income.   

 “I’ve learned a lot about policy and leadership through my interactions with Secretary Peake, Secretary Shinseki, and the rest of 

his leadership team as well as through the wide variety of educational experiences that the White House Fellows program offers.  For a 

doctor who will specialize in taking care of cancer patients and in cancer research in the years ahead, the experience has given me an 

appreciation for the importance of good, principled leadership and the role that government plays in society.  The process of healthcare 

reform is just beginning—the next few years are going to be decisive in determining the future shape of medicine in the United States—

and I am extremely proud that I got to play even a small role.” 
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About a year ago a colleague mentioned that her friend 
Tom Magill once remarked to her that he felt his “K” 
experience helped him cope some 30 years later with his 
cancer diagnosis and treatment. She suggested his story 
should be shared in LuxEsto. Tom graciously consented to 
an interview and the story. That same day I learned from 
another friend about alumna Nancy Yeager’s battle with 
cancer. Coincidentally, Tom and Nancy lived in the same 
city. Their stories—perhaps the singular, story, is in some 
ways more fitting—are shared below. Tom Magill died on 
October 5, 2009, while this issue of LuxEsto was in prepa-
ration. His family gave permission to share his story post-
humously.  The title comes from a piece by Hungarian poet 
Miklós Radnóti, from the collection Clouded Sky: 

“Red waves of scarlet fever

and measles washed you ashore.

Once a lake tried to swallow you but it spat you out.

What do you think, why did time take you in its arms?

And your heart, your liver, your wing like lungs,

this sloppy, wet, mysterious machine, 

how does it work—why? And the terrifying flower,

cancer, has it bloomed in your flesh?”

H
e was zooming along a rural 

highway in northern Michigan when 

his cell phone began to chirp. Tom 

Magill ’75 hit the green button on 

the Nokia.  A moment later, he was 

listening to his wife, Carol Brock—a 

pediatrician who was calling from 

their home in Atlanta—describe the results of a biopsy which 

had been performed on some suspicious-looking cells taken 

from his neck a week earlier.

The biopsy results had just been faxed to Carol.

“I’m sorry, Tom,” she told him quietly.  “The report says it’s squamous cell carcinoma.  It’s malignant.  They say they want you to 

get a PET [positron emission tomography] scan as soon as possible.  Do you want me to schedule it for Monday?”

But Magill wasn’t listening anymore.  Stunned and incredulous, the 53-year-old father of three was reeling with the shock of 

realizing the worst: I’ve got cancer.  Me.  It’s real and I’m going to have to face it.

That phone call from Carol took place on a bright, sunny afternoon in early September of 2006, and it changed Tom Magill’s life.



“I was driving through this beautiful scenery in the Upper Peninsula of Michigan,” he would 

recall three years later, during an interview at a popular French restaurant in downtown Atlanta, 

“and all at once, I got hit with a ton of bricks.  As an attorney, I was accustomed to reading medical 

reports as a routine part of my job.  But this report had my name on it along with all these nasty 

words like ‘malignancy’ and ‘metastatic growth.’

“At first I didn’t want to believe it.  I went straight into ‘denial’—which I later learned is the 

first stage in learning how to accept a cancer diagnosis.  I found myself hoping against hope that 

there had been a mistake.  That maybe the PET scan and the CAT scan and the biopsy, maybe they 

were all wrong?  Maybe the doctors hadn’t read them right.

“That went on for a couple of weeks, and then the reality sank in.  I had cancer, and I was going 

to have to live with the fact from then on.  And with that realization, the depression—the next stage 

in the process—began to settle in.  How was I going to deal with this new state of affairs, this ‘new 

normal,’ as I soon began to describe it?”

As a successful civil litigation attorney who’d been directing his own high-profile law firm 

(Magill and Atkinson) in Atlanta since 1996, Magill was accustomed to solving problems by relying 

on both his native smarts and his bulldog determination.  A tenacious litigator, he’d been practicing 

his craft in the Georgia capital for nearly 30 years, while gaining a national reputation as a mediator 

with an uncanny knack for orchestrating settlements between insurance companies and litigation-

minded claimants.

Magill’s talent was for finding solutions, no matter how tangled and complex the insurance 

problem he and his clients might face.  But he couldn’t “solve” his cancer . . . and for the first time in 

his life, he was confronting a situation in which his considerable intellectual powers were of no use.

“After you get that diagnosis, life, somewhat shockingly, goes on,” he said.  “Events keep on 

happening, and you’re still going to have to deal with them.”

Returning to Atlanta, he sat down with his oncology specialist and learned that the days ahead 

were going to be very difficult. The squamous cell carcinoma was in the base of his tongue and had 

spread to the lymph nodes in his neck.

“The ENT [ear, nose and throat] specialist said to both of us on our first visit that he had 

good news and bad news.  He told us: ‘The good news is that it’s treatable; the bad news is that the 

treatment is very harsh.’ He looked me in the eye and said: ‘This is gonna hurt like hell!’”

Several days later, the news got even worse: the PET scan had also revealed an unrelated cancer 

in Magill’s right kidney. Treatment for the head and neck was put on hold for two weeks so that he 

could meet with a urologist and have his right kidney removed.

“K”-Lessons
In the early 1970s, Magill, who was majoring in economics and political science, had the good 

fortune to sign up for an elective course in history. For one assignment he reviewed several boxes of 

original materials related to the impeachment of President Andrew Johnson in 1867.

“This was in the middle of Watergate,” Magill said. “And there I was, learning all about the 

only vote of impeachment ever brought against a U.S. President.  That was an absolutely fascinating 

assignment that taught me a great deal about the importance of learning about the past in order to 

better understand the present.”

Magill also learned another very important lesson on the very first day of his foreign study 

in Madrid, Spain, when he fell off a Spanish friend’s motorcycle, fracturing and dislocating his 

shoulder.  Rushed to a local hospital, he took a deep breath, gritted his teeth—and decided he didn’t 

want to fly back home for treatment and surgery.  What followed were several weeks of painful 

healing in a foreign city, an experience that would stand him in good stead 30 years later when he 

found himself confronting the dreaded disease that is cancer.
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“Although I never imagined it at the time,” he said, “that foreign study accident was excellent preparation for this stage of my life.  In 

some ways, the toughest part of struggling with cancer is the uncertainty; you never know what the next round of chemo or the next radiation 

treatment will bring.  And you don’t know what the ultimate outcome will be.  And even if you do go into remission, you never know when 

the disease might come back.

“If you’re going to survive psychologically, you have to teach yourself how to live with uncertainties—how to live one day at time, or 

even one hour at a time.  And I do think I got a head start on that in Madrid, after I was injured and spent a great deal of time lying flat on my 

back, recuperating and thinking about things.”

              

A Blessing
In the fall of 2006, Tom Magill came to a decision about his future.

No matter what happened—and no matter how difficult it turned out to be—he was going to fight.

The fight began soon after the cancer specialists removed his diseased kidney and then put him into a brutally powerful treatment 

regimen of combined chemotherapy and radiation.  “With the chemo-radiation, you’re okay for about three weeks,” he explained, “and then 

about the fourth week, the side effects hit you like a ton of bricks.  I was throwing up 10 and 12 times a day.  I was taking four or five medica-

tions to stop the vomiting, but nothing worked. 

“Soon I was losing six to eight pounds a week, until I’d dropped more than 30 pounds in the two months of chemo-radiation and 20 

additional pounds over the following few months.  I lost the ability to swallow, and then I lost my voice.  My daily routine was simple.  On a 

good day, I would get up around noon.  I’d take a shower, get dressed, come downstairs, and sit down on the sofa and promptly fall asleep.  I 

was tired all the time; I can’t describe how tired.  

“But Carol was a wonderful caretaker.  She was at my side through all of this, and she went with me to every one of my doctor’s appoint-

ments.  And the big effort of each day was our walk.  We’d go as far as I could, sometimes only half a block, and then I’d limp home.  And 

this went on, day after day.  It’s pretty harsh.  You can’t have people over, because you don’t want the risk of infection.  You can’t go anywhere, 

for the same reason.  So you just sit there looking at the four walls.  I couldn’t even drink, because I couldn’t swallow; eventually, I had to 

learn how to swallow all over again.

“Until the cancer struck, I’d been a successful trial lawyer.  So you can imagine what it meant to me, losing my voice.”

“The hardest thing is to watch someone you love suffering that way,” Carol would say later, “and to know that you aren’t able to do 

anything more to relieve it.  We both did our best, that’s all we could do.  But one thing that really helped both of us was our cancer support 

group at Emory.  The people in the group had all been through what we were going through, and their advice was enormously helpful. ”

It was exhausting, it was merciless; yet, somewhere in the middle of the struggle, Tom and Carol began to realize that there was also a 

“blessing” involved.

“It brought the two of us much closer together,” said Tom.  “When you live through such an intense experience with another person, you 

can’t help but get closer.  It was very hard—but the gift was there, and it was a gift of love and acceptance and kindness that we both shared.  

I was cranky at times.  I complained at times, and I whined about my situation, but Carol never let that knock her off stride.  She kept both of 

us going with her love and her courage, and I believe that experience has changed us both forever.”

Another benefit came when Tom realized that he was growing stronger in his Roman Catholic faith each day and stronger in his willing-

ness to let God decide his fate.

“It’s not my plan that will decide things.”

After three months of treatment, Magill’s cancer went into remission.  During the following three months, with much hard work, he 

regained his voice and his ability to swallow. For the next 15 months or so, he said a prayer of gratitude each evening before bed.  He had 

survived!   He had been given another chance to live.  He went back to work at his law firm with renewed energy, and he spent as much time 

with his three grown children as he could.  He and Carol took lots of time to savor life fully.  And then one afternoon last summer the doctors 

informed him that the kidney cancer had reappeared, this time in his lungs and bones.

The struggle would resume. Once again, Magill would take it “one day at a time,” hang onto his sense of humor as best he could, and say 

a prayer of gratitude for all the good things he had enjoyed during the remission, as well as for those he continued to enjoy.

By mid-September of 2009 he was struggling through chemotherapy, but he was also sharing with others a story, about his telephone 

call to his sister Ann on the day he learned his kidney cancer had returned.

“She told me that at the moment I called her, she had been reading the gospel story where Christ fell asleep in the fishing boat and a 

storm comes up.  And the apostles in the boat were terrified, so they woke him up.

“And he said to them: ‘Why are you afraid?  Don’t you know that I am with you always?’”
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“ When Nece ssary  Use  Words”

(Excerpts from the eulogy for Tom Magill 
by his children—Jenny, Connor, and Chris)

…. Dad loved to play golf, and we will really miss the sound of the 

happiness in his voice as he would look up at the sky—no matter how 

stormy and cold the weather—and say “It’s a great day to play golf!” This 

was inevitably followed by the words “Ah, not a cloud in the sky!”—even 

if it was pouring rain. When his energy was low during the rounds of 

chemotherapy and radiation at the beginning of his cancer treatment, he 

would still ask us to drive him over to the golf course, just so he could sit 

and look out over the 18th hole and watch others play. 

Dad was incredibly courageous and truly humble throughout his 

experience as a cancer survivor. On his first day of radiation treatment, 

he sent us all a text message that said, “Had first radiation today. One 

down, 34 to go. Didn’t feel a thing. Bring it on. Love, Dad.” Instead of 

complaining about having to go to the hospital Monday through Friday 

for his daily treatments, he joked that the reason he didn’t have to go on 

weekends was that his doctors had miraculously discovered that “cancer 

only grows during the week.” Even when the side effects were incredibly 

painful and grueling, we rarely heard him complain. He once said to a 

colleague who asked about his experience, “You learn what’s valuable and 

to love what you’ve got when this happens. If you spend any time in a 

cancer treatment center, you see how debilitating and ruthless a disease it 

is, and you see people with such spirit and enthusiasm fighting it ….”

So much of Dad’s attitude and spirit came from his deep faith in God 

…. St. Francis of Assisi once said, “Preach the gospel at all times, and 

when necessary use words.” This is truly how Dad lived his life.
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Ode To A Naughty Node   

Burn, baby, burn

envisioning a diminishing little black cinder

not able to stand up to the barrage of

protons or ions or whatever-ons

zeroing in on the target    

 

i have been taught to honor my body

and i honor this node for having done

its job: trapping the renegade cells

but now its sacrifice is for the better good

as i lie each morning like a

rotisserie chicken

staring up into the gantry that delivers the dose

 i focus all that massive energy toward

the node

willing it a quick and thorough death

i will not miss this part of me

but i will certainly remember it

            – Nancy (Tierney) Yeager ’66       
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When the moment of poetic inspiration finally arrived, Nancy (Tierney) Yeager ’66 was ready.

It happened on a blustery winter afternoon, on a busy highway outside Atlanta, as the 64-year-

old computer informatics manager drove home from a radiation therapy session designed to block the 

spread of her life-threatening breast cancer.

First diagnosed with the ailment in 2001, Yeager had been struggling intermittently with the 

disease for nearly a decade.  In recent months, however, her doctors had been growing more hopeful.  

Increasingly, they were convinced that her cancer cells were in full retreat and were now concentrated 

entirely in a single lymph node located directly beneath her collarbone.

This fact gave them a strategic opportunity.  If the oncology team at Emory Hospital in Atlanta 

could use radiation to annihilate the offending node, they were convinced that Yeager would go into 

“complete remission.”  In layman’s parlance, she would be “cured” of her cancer and thus able to 

resume her highly active and highly creative lifestyle.

But first they had to wipe out that tainted node.

Yeager was on board; in fact, she was in charge.

“I want you to make a crispy critter out of that node!” she’d told the doctors at the oncology 

summit meeting.  “I intend to make sure it gets toasted out of existence, and I want everybody  

focused on that.”

What followed that medical summit was a series of powerful radiation treatments that slowly 

began to shrink the node.  “I came in every day to get irradiated,” Yeager would later recall, “and we 

would start with the crispy critter and we would end with the crispy critter and then a hug.  

“And then one afternoon last January, as I was driving home from a radiation treatment, this 

poem suddenly came to me and I began to scribble it down as I drove.  I sat at one stoplight after the 

next, composing a cancer poem right there behind the wheel.”

By the time Yeager was back in her own driveway in suburban Atlanta, the first draft was 

complete.  Ode To A Naughty Node was her effort to make light-hearted humor out of what had so far 

been a difficult life-and-death struggle.  Implicit in the poem’s humor is her tribute to the significant 

support she’d received during that struggle.

The poem was also an example of Yeager’s “philosophy of healing”—an attitude and a state of 

mind that she believes were “hugely important” in helping her to survive.

 

The Whole Shebang—In Middle English !
 The daughter of an Episcopalian minister who preached in far-off Laramie, Wyoming, Nancy 

Tierney first arrived on campus in the autumn of 1963.

“I’d been raised as a pastor’s kid, and that can be pretty confining at times,” she recalls with an 

amused chuckle today.  “Being the daughter of a minister meant that you always had to have a clean 

face and clean hands—and you were always nicely dressed and nicely behaved.

“But the times were beginning to change in 1963.  The Vietnam War was about to explode, and 

people would soon be marching and protesting everywhere.  I’d been something of a rebel, growing 

up, and I found that studying the liberal arts at an intellectually high-powered school like ‘K’ made me 

Survival Ode
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even more rebellious.

“Then in my junior year, I went to Sierra Leone for my ‘study abroad’ semester.  I spent six months in West Africa, and that 

experience completely changed my perception of everything.  I got a good look at how the rest of the world lives, and at a society where 

sharing your worldly goods with your neighbors was an important part of daily life.  By the time I got back to Kalamazoo I was well on 

my way to becoming a hippie—and I’ve been a hippie ever since!”  

A passionate book lover whose parents had refused to allow a television set in their home, Yeager soon fell under the sway of a 

“wonderfully intense” literature professor named Larry Barrett.  “That was my first exposure to just how dynamic novels and poems and 

short stories could be,” she remembers.  “Dr. Barrett challenged us to the max, and I remember writing a paper on Moby Dick and the 

significance of the number three, and how exciting it was to be exploring all these ideas and images from Herman Melville.

“That was fabulous stuff, and then I took an amazing Chaucer course, and the professor took us over to the theatre, and we enacted 

one of the Canterbury Tales.  We put on bed sheets [as costumes], and we were jumping around onstage. We did the whole shebang in 

Middle English!  It was an unforgettable experience, and I still remember some of those lines today.”

In addition to a lifelong passion for Chaucer and Melville, Yeager would depart Kalamazoo (she left one semester shy of her under-

graduate degree, and then completed it many years later) with a gift that forever changed her life: her 1966 marriage to David Yeager ’64.  

During 43 years of marriage—and while raising two children together—these two free spirits would wander the country at length before 

finally settling in Atlanta so that David could work on his Ph.D. at Georgia State University.

While David attended grad school and struggled with his dissertation, Nancy started employment at the famed Emory University 

Hospital and began a long and varied employment with Emory Healthcare.  

But then disaster struck.

While showering at home one evening, Yeager discovered a small, mildly painful  lump in one breast.  Alarmed, she immediately 

scheduled X-rays and a consultation at an Emory cancer clinic, where her worst fears were confirmed.  Like 180,000 other women in the 

U.S. each year, she had developed breast cancer and now faced an arduous health challenge that might very well end her life. She felt 

“depressed and discouraged and terrified.”  But during the lengthy struggles that followed, as she slowly taught herself how to fight back, 

she discovered she had inner reserves of “strength and acceptance and even laughter” that she hadn’t tapped.

When first diagnosed, on the advice of her oncologist, she immediately opted for surgery and radiation.  “Things went very well at 

first,” she recalled during a recent interview in Atlanta.  “As a matter of fact, they went almost too well.  Within a few months, the tests 

were all coming back negative and it looked like I might be in the clear.”

Not true.  Four years after the surgery, another small lump made its appearance, this time underneath her collarbone.  Because 

surgery would no longer be effective, she was forced to endure four separate rounds of chemotherapy during which she was often 

nauseous and struggling with hair loss, inflamed skin tissues, aching joints, and other painful symptoms.

In spite of her discomfort, she managed to keep working. She readily admits that the pain she was experiencing took a heavy toll on 

her family.  “I lost my patience frequently and I took it out on them more than I should have,” she recalls.  “But they rose to the occasion, 

and they gave me the love and support I needed to make it through.  I was grouchy and irritable and hard to be around for long stretches, 

but they understood my toxic mood was a result of my in-toxic-ated body.”

After four rounds of “chemo,” the doctors told her that her body could tolerate no more, and that they wanted to attack the key area 

of the cancer—the lymph node that she eventually came to call the “crispy critter”—with massive doses of cell-destroying radiation.

That strategy paid off. Last spring, tests revealed that the affected node no longer exists, and that the rest of her body appeared to be 

free of the disease.

A survivor, Yeager’s now preparing to settle into part-time retirement at “a cottage in the mountains of North Carolina,” where she 

plans to continue her lifelong avocations of hand-crafting dolls, making jewelry, and designing custom-tailored knitwear.  “I know I’m 

fortunate to be here,” she says, “and I’m extremely grateful that I’ve been able to regain my health.  I’m living one day at a time, and you 

can be sure that I’m savoring each and every moment!”

 Does she have any advice for all those confronting this painful and deeply challenging illness?

 “When people ask me that question, I always try to tell them three things,” she says.  “First, remember that it’s okay to cry and 

even to despair at times, provided you don’t get stuck in it.  Second, don’t ever be ashamed to ask for the love and the support and the 

understanding you will need to survive.

 “Third—and maybe most important of all—don’t take your illness so seriously that you forget how to laugh.  If you can see 

the comedy in your struggle, even a little bit, you’ll be able to keep it in perspective.  Laughter is the best medicine of all, so indulge in as 

much of it as you possibly can!”    
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Nancy Yeager believes good health depends 

on laughter.

“Norman Cousins wrote a terrific 

book some years back [Anatomy of an Illness, 

1979] about how he recovered from a life-

threatening illness by watching the Marx 

Brothers and laughing his head off every 

day,” she says.  “Cousins’ experience suggests 

that laughter really is an effective medicine, 

and I used that strategy to get through the 

pain and the discomfort of chemotherapy and 

radiation.”

While dashing off a series of humorous 

journal entries and poems about her breast 

cancer, Yeager kept up a running series of 

jokes with her treatment doctors and nurses, 

who soon grew accustomed to hearing her 

fire off hilarious comments about the “crispy 

critter” (a cancerous lymph node) they were 

trying to destroy with X-rays.

With Nancy’s blessing, here are five 

zingers about the funny side of going eyeball 

to eyeball with the Grim Reaper.

Woody Allen on overcoming his fear of death:  “Hey, I’m not 

at all afraid of dying . . . I just don’t want to be there when it 

happens!  I mean, what if you get to the other side and they can’t 

break a twenty?”

Rodney Dangerfield on what it was like to undergo three 

straight open-heart surgeries: “After the second one, I told my 

doctor I was getting cut on so often it was like being back in the 

old neighborhood!”

Death and politics: A fiery, lifelong Democrat was on his 

deathbed, but then rallied for one final request: He wanted to 

change his voting registration and become a member of the 

GOP.  Amazed, his lawyer asked why he would bother, since 

he clearly stood at death’s door.  With the last of his strength, 

the old man growled: “I want to know that when I croak, I’ll be 

taking a Republican out with me!”

One last drink before I go:  The Irish nun was 98 years 

old and about to die.  To ease her suffering, the sisters at the 

convent gave her a glass of warm milk fresh from their cow.  

When it failed to help, they hit on a bright idea . . . and filled 

her glass with top-of-the-line Irish whiskey.  After downing 

the hooch, the dying nun suddenly brightened and gave them 

a radiant smile.  Hoping to take advantage of the moment, the 

other sisters asked if she had any last words of guidance for 

them, before she departed for keeps.  The nun nodded and then 

whispered her final words: “Whatever you do, don’t sell that 

cow!”

A final wish:  Two elderly retirees were gabbing about the 

prospect of death over their coffee one morning.  “If you could 

listen to the mourners as they stood above your casket,” asked 

one of the gaffers, “what would you hope to hear them say?”  

“Oh . . . I’d like to hear them saying that I was a kind, 

loving man who was always good to children,” said his 

companion.  “What would you like to hear them saying?”

The other senior reflected for a moment.  Then: “Oh, that’s 

easy.  I’d like to hear somebody yell: ‘Look – he’s moving!’”

Reap light
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SOLACE  AT NIGHTFALL

Dr. George Drake 
(right) and Jerry
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Early in his medical career, it occurred to George Drake ’69, M.D., that he had never seen a natural 

death. Even terminally ill patients on the verge of death were sent to the hospital to be hooked up 

to machines for one last effort to prolong their lives. Often they died in pain and without a loved 

one by their side. 

“To be a witness to someone who died naturally without that kind of intervention was rare,” Drake recalls. 

So when the opportunity arose in his private practice, Drake made it a point to sit with patients who 

were dying without intervention to see what a natural death was like. “I began to believe that as a society 

we needed a better way of looking at death,” he says. Decades later, a better way knocked on his door. 

While dining in a friend’s home, Drake met Linda Beushausen, then vice president of administration of 

Hospice at Home, a nonprofit regional hospice based in St. Joseph, Michigan. They talked about how the 

hospice movement was beginning to change the way people view and experience death.

“She piqued my curiosity,” Drake recalls, “and I decided to get involved.”

Today Drake is the medical director of Hospice at Home, and he cares for dying patients on a daily 

basis. While that may seem depressing, hospice work is surprisingly uplifting, he says. To help someone 

truly live until they die, to give the patient and family members comfort and peace and help them make 

the most of the time they have left, is “fascinating, challenging and fulfilling work.”  

When a patient enters hospice care, the focus of energy shifts from the disease to the person, and 

how to make that person’s remaining days or months as meaningful and comfortable as possible. Most 

patients are cared for in the place they call “home”—a private residence, nursing home, or residential 

facility. Because hospice recognizes the human side of suffering, the entire family, not just the patient, 

becomes the focus of care.

“Hospice is a holistic concept, meaning we’re not only treating physical pain, but also the emotional, 

social and spiritual pain,” says Drake. That can mean everything from addressing fears and anxieties to 

helping the family reconcile long-damaged relationships. 

Hospice care is provided by an interdisciplinary team of trained professionals, typically a physician, 

nurse, a social worker, hospice aides, and a spiritual counselor, among others. The individual needs of the 

patient and family determine which team members visit the home and how often. Frequency can range 

from weekly visits to around-the-clock care. Anyone who is expected to live less than six months can seek 

out hospice services.

And more and more are doing so. Roughly 1.4 million Americans—or one in every three of the 

nation’s dying—received hospice care in 2007. That number is expected to mushroom as baby boomers 

age and seek a better way to die.

It’s just before 9 a.m. when Dr. George Drake pulls into a driveway along Route 51 in the small farming 

community of Dowagiac, Mich. Drake is making a house call, one of several he will have made by week’s end. The 

61-year-old patient living in this home, Jerry, has prostate cancer and has been under Drake’s care for five months. 

 On this late autumn morning, the physician and Cathy Duryee, a Hospice at Home registered nurse, settle 

into the living room with Jerry, his wife, Glenda, and two adult sons. Jerry admits that he “overdid it” yesterday 

and is paying the price today. Accustomed to being active, he finds it challenging to give in to his cancer by slowing 

down. “I like to mow my own lawn,” he says. “I like to golf. I had been golfing up to a week or so ago. I miss that.”

 His cancer has metastasized to his bones, causing pain in his pelvis, legs and lower back. A fentanyl patch 

continuously delivers pain medication through his skin, and, when needed, Jerry takes morphine to relieve break-

through pain. He also takes medications for nausea and agitation.

 Drake offers several options for bringing Jerry’s pain under better control, and various family members give 

E



input. In the comfort of their home, they troubleshoot Jerry’s sleep diffi-

culties and loss of appetite. 

 Later, Glenda says she’s grateful that Cathy lets her know what 

Jerry really needs. “He’s not honest with us. He’s always been a very 

active person and he wants to stay that way, and he’ll tell me at times 

that he feels better than he does.”

Launched 28 years ago, Hospice at Home has grown from a 

small, all-volunteer organization to one of the largest hospices in 

Michigan with a daily average patient caseload of more than 170 

patients and a workforce of 160 employees.

When not providing direct patient care, Drake helps to 

develop plans of care for patients, reviews patient eligibility for 

admission, educates hospice staff, attends management meetings, 

and makes sure the hospice abides by Medicare rules and regula-

tions. He stays in contact with hospice nurses—often into the 

night—answering their questions about patient care, discussing 

treatment alternatives, and approving medications.

“A lot of communicating goes on between the nurses and the 

families and the medical directors,” Drake points out. 

Conversations often lead to modifications or an expansion of 

care. If a patient has begun losing mobility, for example, the nurse 

might arrange for a physical therapy consultation to help him or 

her develop a new way of moving around. If family caregivers need 

assistance or respite, home health aides will be called in to bathe, 

dress, and feed the patient. Volunteers are often called upon to 
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provide a variety of physical and emotional 

comforts, from running errands to offering 

companionship.

The medical director and nurse might 

decide to use complementary therapies 

as adjuncts to conventional care. While 

massage is the most frequently requested 

therapy for symptom relief and relaxation, 

staff and volunteers also use aromatherapy. 

For patients feeling depressed or lonely, a 

visit by a trained pet can create a sense of 

comfort and connection.

According to Beushausen, who is now 

chief executive officer, music therapy has 

worked wonders to help soothe patients. 

It may be provided live—volunteers sing or play the guitar in 

the home—or on CD. Hospice at Home also recently formed a 

Threshold Choir, a group of community and staff volunteers who 

sing a cappella to patients at bedside. 

Hospice work is considered one of the most demanding 

fields in health care. While the rewards can be many, so are the 

emotional challenges of interacting with dying and grief every 

day. Hospice at Home makes the training and nurturing of team 

members as important as patient care. All new team members, 

including volunteers, undergo eight weeks of training. Training for 

clinical staff goes even beyond that.

“It’s a long and intense process, but when we send them out 

to see patients, we need to feel they’re ready to deal with people 

who are dying,” Drake explains. “Even if they’ve been exposed to 

death in a hospital or nursing facility setting, in hospice it’s more 

intense because it happens all the time.”

Because feelings of loss and grief among staff are inevitable, 

weekly team meetings include bereavement time for sharing 

emotions. A small memorial service gives team members an oppor-

tunity to honor patients who died during the past week and to 

process their losses.

“People can light a candle, and we all say something about the 

person we’d been taking care of,” Drake says. “Sometimes we read 

poetry, sometimes people sing. It’s very ad lib, but it’s wonderful. 

And very necessary.”

Cathy Duryee’s phone number is prominently displayed in nearly 

every room of Jerry and Glenda’s house. Knowing that their hospice 

nurse is just a phone call away gives family members a sense of comfort 

and reassurance that they are being cared for. “How many people can 

pick up a phone and get help right away?” Glenda asks. 

 “I’m a worrywart,” says Jerry’s son Gus. “If I didn’t have Cathy 

or someone else to call with questions, I’d probably have (Jerry) in the 

hospital or doctor’s office every day.”

 Jerry had had a particularly scary 

day the previous Sunday—“a wipe-out,” 

he calls it. He was confused, forgetful and 

clumsy, generally in a daze. Knowing that 

Cathy was due to visit the next morning 

and knowing they could reach an on-call 

nurse any time of night if Jerry’s condition 

worsened, the family never had to consider 

running Jerry to a hospital emergency 

room. 

 “If we didn’t have hospice,” says 

Glenda, “our lives would be so much more 

chaotic.” 

“One of the most important things we do is listen,” Drake 

said. “When talking to a person who is dying, you want to know 

what pain they’re having and to find out about their suffering—

their emotional, spiritual suffering. If you listen carefully, you hear 

hints about what else is going on in their lives.”

Drake began listening, really listening, while a student at 

Kalamazoo College. The school’s rigorous academics and emphasis 

on critical thinking forced him to learn how to listen closely and 

think about what people were saying. He grew to love hearing 

other people’s stories. 

But later, as a physician in private practice, he found that 

listening can be a liability as well as an asset.

“Because I would take the time to listen to my patients, to 

learn about them as people, I had trouble keeping my doors open 

as a business,” he recalls. “Primary care in this country in the 

past decade or two has been all about volume. If you’re going to be 

successful, you have to see 30 or 40 patients a day. It’s hard to get 

to know somebody when you’re seeing them for five or 10 minutes. 

Medicine becomes piecework, and that’s alien to me. It’s not who I 

am or who I want to be.”

Hospice at Home makes listening a priority, not just for 

medical directors, but for the entire hospice team. Hospice aides, 

in particular, are likely to hear telling information they can bring 

back to the team.

“Because they’re involved in such intimate, personal care 

of the patient, that relationship gets very close,” Drake explains. 

“Things get revealed, and when it comes back to the team, those 

with the appropriate expertise—psychology, spirituality—can 

intervene. That’s the wonder of working as a team.”

Accepting an illness as terminal brings about a sea of emotions. 

For Jerry, feelings of guilt and anxiety are at the forefront. He feels 

guilty about being a burden on his wife and children and worries about 

At home in his living 
room, Jerry is flanked 
by Duryee and Drake.
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the effect his death will have on them. He feels guilty, too, about Duryee 

having to come to his house to check on him. 

 “Like he’s a burden on me,” Duryee says. “He says, ‘You have 

other people who are worse; you need to see them, not me.’” 

It’s difficult to give your care over to other people, when once you 

could do it on your own. 

 “Between my wife and the kids and hospice, it’s been pretty much 

a full-time job,” Jerry says.

 Glenda’s emotions are in check for now. She says it’s not about 

her at this point: “I’m not ready to go there. I have to stay strong.”

 Cathy reminds Jerry and Glenda and sons Eric and Gus that 

counseling is available if they want it; all they have to do is ask. 

A 2007 study by Duke University concluded that hospice care 

is one of the few health care services that improves quality of life 

while saving money. Yet with everything that hospice care offers, it 

has been vastly underutilized. According to the National Hospice 

and Palliative Care Organization, for every person who receives 

hospice care, there is another person who is eligible but doesn’t 

seek it out.

Cost is generally not the issue; hospice care is covered 

under Medicare, Medicaid and most private insurance plans, and 

grants and community donations provide additional support so 

that patients can receive care regardless of their ability to pay. A 

primary cause of underutilization is the unwillingness of patients 

and physicians to accept the reality that the patient cannot be 

cured, Drake says. Physicians are trained to do everything possible 

to prolong life, and even when they recognize that treatment is 

futile, most feel uncomfortable delivering the bad news to patients 

and their families.

Drake expects that to change now that palliative care is 

becoming a recognized subspecialty in medicine and more patients 

are realizing they can take control of their end-of-life care. Baby 

boomers see how their parents are dying and want a better way.

“Whereas the previous generation followed doctors’ orders 

without asking questions, we now have a more educated, internet-

trained generation of people who know what they want and what 

they can have,” Drake explains. 

Drake has a favorite quote about doctoring. In a lecture 

delivered to Harvard students in 1929, Dr. Francis Peabody said, 

“The secret of the care of the patient is in caring for the patient.” 

Since that lecture, generations of medical students have learned 

those words; Drake feels fortunate to be able to live them. 

“Sometimes it feels like a dream, to be able to make such a 

difference in people’s lives, at this time in their lives,” he says. “I’m 

where I’m supposed to be. I really feel that deeply.”
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Debra Dew, R.N., a case 

manager for Hospice at 

Home and  a close colleague 

of Dr. George Drake ’69, 

happens to be the sister of 

Kalamazoo College Writer-

in-Residence Diane Seuss 

’78. Seuss wrote a poem 

about her sister’s work. 

Dew shared it with Drake, 

who often reads it aloud at 

various gatherings.

Changes Inside

Do you feel something changing inside you?  I don’t know,

baby.

She unwound the wet sheets from his legs, his feet and hands gone lilac, 

moving in the direction of morning glory, and then, well, 

night sky, close to night sky.  Catheterized him.  I don’t know this man, 

only heard tell of him.  Earlier, she’d drained liters of fluid 

from his liver.  Not unusual, the oceans a body can hold.  And who 

wants to admit that inside the tides have shifted, have receded 

or tumbled ashore?  Who can own up to the iridescence, the urchins 

and bones and stars inside us, to the wind shift, 

the sailing ships shifting course?  I don’t know, he says, but he knows, 

and he calls her, his strange nurse, baby, for every dying 

sailor sees a mermaid off the prow, and every man must confess 

to beauty as he goes, to this woman who brings opiates 

in gloves the color of snow.
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How do you make a better world for all? 
Four members of the Class of 1997 have wrestled with that question since the fall quarter of their freshman year at “K”; later as two 

married couples (their weddings were two weeks apart in 2004); and today as the founders of Peace House in the Eastside neighborhood 

of Kalamazoo. Peace House is a community in the Catholic Worker Movement, which “is more an organism than an organization, with 

core ideas of solidarity, justice, and non-violence,” explains Jerry Mechtenberg-Berrigan. 

He and his wife, Molly, and their close friends Jen (Kipka) and Mike DeWaele returned to Kalamazoo after nearly a decade of post-

graduation social justice work, much of it in Catholic Worker communities throughout the United States.

“Jerry and I knew that we wanted to start a Catholic Worker community together,” says Molly. “When we visited other communities, 

The Catholic 
Worker 
community 
known as 
Peace House 
(l-r): Alice 
DeWaele on 
the lap of 
Jen DeWaele, 
Mike DeWaele, 
Molly 
Mechtenberg-
Berrigan, Amos 
Mechtenberg-
Berrigan, 
Jerry 
Mechtenberg-
Berrigan, 
Jonah 
Mechtenberg-
Berrigan, 
and Clara 
DeWaele.



I always thought how I would organize things myself. We had been in touch with Jen and Mike about the idea. 

A couple of years ago we started getting together and meeting about it and really saying, ‘Let’s get serious.’”

Getting serious meant looking back at Kalamazoo, ranked seventh on the list of the poorest American 

cities (population under 250,000) with a poverty rate of 33.4 percent, according to U.S. Census Bureau 

statistics.

“We sat down for a couple hour of hours with community organizer [and Kalamazoo City Commissioner] 

Don Cooney,” says Jerry. “We told him we wanted to work with kids and we asked what was going on in town. 

Don identified three different neighborhoods in need: the Northside, Eastside, and Edison Neighborhoods. He 

told us that a greater number of established organizations existed in the Northside and Edison neighborhoods 

than in the Eastside. So we chose to work in the Eastside. It was where we felt we were most needed.”

In 2006 the four purchased a home in the Eastside neighborhood. Two years later, with the help of grant 

money and individual donations, they purchased the adjacent house and two empty wooded lots. 

Then they began to put their plan into action, with the help of many people. In 2008, they were able to 

make significant progress clearing their neglected land, thanks to countless volunteers, notably “K” students 

during the College’s 175th anniversary event, the “Day of Gracious Giving.”

In May 2009 more than 125 volunteers helped build a wooden play structure at the Peace House (in a 

neighborhood desperate for more play space for children) and helped create gardens for fresh produce and 

green space for recreation. The Hornet women’s soccer team helped with that and also organized a soccer 

camp at the College for neighborhood children.  

The playground was finished by early June, and was open five days a week all summer. When school 

started, Peace House began a tutoring program. Committed volunteers have helped make it all happen. “We are 

dedicated to providing a safe and nurturing space to play and learn for children in the Eastside neighborhood,” 

said Mike. “We aim to foster the dignity, talents, and sense of worth in our young friends and teach them the 

tools to be agents of positive change in their own right.  The Kalamazoo Promise [a college tuition grant program 

for Kalamazoo Public School kids] is an exciting, singular opportunity, but many of the young people we know in 

this neighborhood are going to need help to be able to take advantage of it.” 

left - 
Jerry gets 
some construc-
tion tips from 
neighborhood 
helpers.

center -  
Clearing land

right - 
Play break
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Deep Roots
Peace House traces its roots to the Catholic Worker Movement, which began in 1933 when activist Dorothy Day and philosopher 

Peter Maurin put into action a way of living that stressed nonviolence and works of mercy on behalf of neighbors in need. Today, there are 

more than 130 Catholic Worker communities in the United States. The movement is ecumenical, decentralized, and not formally linked 

to the Catholic Church or any religious denomination. 

According to Mike, “We have many connections with other Catholic Workers, and we feel part of the family. It’s easy to put yourself 

under that umbrella.” 

Members of Catholic Worker communities—like Molly, Jerry, Jen, and Mike—live simply and are not paid for their work. Three 

of the four friends maintain part-time jobs outside of Peace House to cover family expenses. The Peace House community, like all 

Catholic Worker communities, “invents its own model,” explains Mike, “in response to unique local needs.”  They rely on donations 

to pay property taxes, mortgage, utilities, and other 

community expenses.  

The four friends meet weekly and develop a 

common calendar for the Peace House, essentially the 

two residences opened to the entire neighborhood. 

They share community building ideas with each other 

and jointly decide on which to bring to fruition. The 

four also share meals four nights each week, and their 

children (four in all, two in each family) are growing 

up like siblings.  

Peace House has sponsored many special events 

to improve the sense of community in the neighbor-

hood, including a barbecue in July; an end-of-summer 

school-supplies-distribution party; a Haunted 

Playground for Halloween; and a Christmas party for 

students in the tutoring program. It hosts monthly 

conversations on peace and justice with the goal of creating common understanding of these issues. Topics in this discussion series—a 

Catholic Worker tradition called “Clarification of Thought”—range from local poverty to U.S. foreign policy. 

  “K” Inspiration
Kalamazoo College brought together the four students and activists-in-the-making in 1993. Molly and Jerry met in their first-year 

seminar, “Non-Violence in a Violent World: Christian Attitudes towards War and Peace.” Out of that class, Jerry and Kristin (Betts) 

Boland ’97 formed the Non-Violent Student Organization in January 1994. NVSO invited to campus national figures like Marrietta Yeager 

of Murder Victims’ Families for Reconciliation, California theologian Ched Myers, Minneapolis anarchist/revolutionary Marv Davidov, 

and Jerry’s parents, longtime peace activists Philip Berrigan and Elizabeth McAlister.

“Jerry’s family had a strong network with Christian peace organizations throughout the country,” said Mike. “NVSO members came 

from diverse religious backgrounds, but all shared a deep commitment to peace and justice.”

By their junior year, NVSO had become a major force on campus and was at the hub of many conversations and experiments in 

nonviolence. In 1995, the organization applied for a Living/Learning Unit and the first Peace House was born.

“I learned that if you want to do something, you need patience and you need to surround yourself with dedicated individuals,” says 

Jen. “‘K’ is a great laboratory for figuring stuff out because it provides the freedom and encouragement to do so.”  

Jeanne Hess, volleyball coach at Kalamazoo College, has encouraged and mentored Jen, Mike, Molly, and Jerry since their       

student days. “They continue to be an inspiration to me,” Hess says. “They give back; they live thoughtful and full lives; they care about 

their neighbors and the planet; and I believe that they can be an inspiration to the College community to get involved and interested in     

social justice.”

After graduating, the group continued to learn how to make a better world. Molly, Kristin, and Jen took a 10-month trip visiting 

Catholic Worker Communities around the country. Between 1998 and 2006 Molly and Jerry lived in activist communities in Minnesota, 
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One workday’s volunteers Building a playground
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Connecticut, and Wisconsin, while 

Jen and Mike did the same in Detroit, 

Philadelphia, and rural upstate New 

York. “We kept in touch with Jen and 

Mike during those times,” says Jerry. 

And although founding a Catholic 

Worker community in Kalamazoo was 

not the original plan for any of the four, 

it did become the current answer to their 

lifelong question. It has also inspired another generation of questioners.

Lisa Gernand ’10, a religion major at Kalamazoo College, is writing her Senior Individualized Project on the Peace House as a 

“faith expression.”

“I have been exploring ‘lived religion,’ a concept developed by Robert Orsi and evident in the lives of these four people,” said Lisa. 

She has done individual interviews with each member of the Peace House, and she volunteers her time there two to three times a week. 

“I look at the Peace House and see that every day is a religious action,” says Lisa. “The gardening, the playground, the 

meals together; it is all ritualized, and it is reinforced by the individuals’ relationship to God and to the values of the Catholic 

Worker Movement. 

“I think the success of the Peace House gives hope to graduating seniors. [Molly, Jerry, Jen, and Mike] live their lives according to 

what they believe, and they contribute to the world around them,” she adds. “They do that and can still raise a family. I hope that I can 

live my ideals enough to never risk losing them. Their work really inspires me.” 

For more information on Peace House, or to offer support, please contact Peace House, 321 Phelps Ave., Kalamazoo MI 49048 / 

269.492.1206 / peacehouse@tds.net.

Food break



32  L U X E S T O  F A L L  2 0 0 9

The text message leaves Harbor Springs sometime in the morning and heads to 

outer space.

It bounces off a satellite, shoots back down to a cell phone tower on earth, then 

lights up Eva Schmidt’s phone 245.36 miles away in Kalamazoo.  Or 271.49 miles 

away in Albion.  Or wherever the Kalamazoo College women’s soccer team might be 

playing that day.

In time for kick-off, of course.

“Hey, E!  Have a good game!  Love, mom.  xoxo”

Christine Rau-Schmidt ’80 remembers the days when there were no text 

messages to send, no cell phones to use, and, when she arrived on campus as a 

freshman in 1976, no Kalamazoo College women’s soccer team.

Until the day she and a few other girls kicked a ball around the Quad after 

class.  They did it the next day, too.  And the day after that.  Week after week.  Soon, 

a few women from Western Michigan University’s team caught wind of what was 

going on and started to show up.

Women?  

Playing soccer in the grass over at the Quad?

The guys on K’s men’s team figured they ought to have a look.

“You know how it works,” Christine says, chuckling about the sudden male 

interest.  “It was a social situation in college.  The first guy I remember coming out 

was Rob Reynolds and he was probably just looking for a date, because I remember 

there was one girl on the team whom he really liked.”

But Christine and her friends were serious—and they were on to something.  As long as there wasn’t snow on the ground, the 

fledgling Kalamazoo women’s soccer club found any patch (or pitch) of grass it could.  The women played at the Quad.  They played on 

the football field.  They used the actual soccer field.

“As time went on, we got more and more serious as a team and the girls from Western just kind of disappeared,” Christine says.  

“Other girls from ‘K’ would just come out.  It wasn’t a big tryout or anything.  If you wanted to play, anybody could play.”

They needed numbers, and once they had enough players to field a team the hunt was on for competition.  High school girls’ teams?  

We’ll come to you.  High school boys’ teams?  Bring it.  Christine and her teammates drove their own cars with their own gas money 

anywhere they could, even as far away as Michigan State.  While they were there, they squeezed in a match against a Lansing area high 

school team, too.

“The first year we were really crappy,” Christine admits.

But they were playing.

Soon, they began to look the part.   

“I was always in charge of designing the T-shirts and then taking them to some junky printing shop right in downtown Kalamazoo,” 

Christine says.  “And we borrowed everything.”

Shin pads, soccer balls, cones, nets, whatever—the women took it.  Then the men’s team delivered an assist when it got “K” to 

provide one of the Checker vans in its athletic department fleet.  Hey, it’s hard to draw up strategies with your hands at 10 and two.

Christine studied abroad her junior year, which meant having to miss soccer for more than six months.  She returned to find the 

women’s soccer club in good hands, though.  More hands, too.   After a few years of steady growth, the athletic department couldn’t help 

but notice.

Finally, in 1982, the College announced its first women’s intercollegiate soccer team.  Christine had graduated and was out in the 

real world pursuing an art career.  

Go figure.
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October 31, 2009. Halloween.

Just past noon on a cold, cloudy, blustery fall day in Kalamazoo.  Angell 

Field—the football field—looks like a tractor pull, but the soccer field up the hill 

and around the corner is worse because of earlier rain.  

Thirty years later and the Lady Hornets still scramble for grass.  

Roughly 60 bundled up fans watch Eva Schmidt, a junior 

defender, patrol the mud in sleek white polyester shorts and a 

white top with the “K” logo emblazoned on her chest.  No Hope 

College attackers get by her or her teammates on this day.  The 

Hornets win the match 1-0 and advance to the semifinal of the 

Michigan Intercollegiate Athletic Association tournament.  

Then they beat Calvin in a shootout to earn a trip to the 

tournament championship—the first time in MIAA history a team 

seeded lower than third has gone wire-to-wire in the postseason.  

But the same was true of Albion College, and four days later the 

surging Britons nipped “K” in a shootout to capture the title.

“This will be one of my most memorable seasons of soccer 

and that’s due to the fact we did so well,” Eva says.  “It gives us 

something to look forward to next year and something to build on.”  

Speaking of that, the school announced in late November 

that it would create a permanent, full-time women’s coaching 

position for the first time ever.  Field renovations are also planned.  

Eva and her teammates also get their sharp game jerseys, two 

shades of practice jerseys, warm ups, and individual practice balls 

for free, but “if we want embroidered sweatshirts or zippys, we 

have to pay for them,” she says.

Like mom used to.

“I just think about how lucky I am to not only come to a 

great school, but to come to a great school where I can play a 

sport I’ve loved my whole life,” Eva says.  “It really impresses me 

when I hear my mom tell stories about those first years, because I 

think about it now and I don’t even know if I could do that now.  

How did they start practicing?  How did they get organized?”

These days, Christine makes it to as many games as she can.  

When she doesn’t drive the roughly five hours from her little town 

along Lake Michigan to wherever her daughter is playing, she’s 

usually on the Internet trying to find a live broadcast feed.

Or she’s texting.

“I’m just so proud of it,” Christine says.  “I’m so proud of Eva and those 

girls.  When I see them on the field; when I see what’s come to fruition after all 

those weeks and years of having fun; we made it happen.  

“It was a blast.”

Christine 
Rau-Schmidt ’80 

on the shoulders 
of her daughter, 

Eva ’11. What’s 
not pictured is 

the fact that 
the College’s 

women’s soccer 
program rests 

on the shoulders 
of Christine and 

other alumnae 
who guided 

Hornet women’s 
soccer from 

pastime to club to 
intercollegiate 

team.
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Dear Alumni:

During my tenure as president of the Alumni Association Executive 

Board, I’ve often been asked how alumni can stay connected with our 

alma mater.  There are many opportunities, and the College website 

(www.kzoo.edu) is a great place to start.  The “Alumni Relations” link 

provides information on events such as commencement, homecoming, 

and regional gatherings of alumni.  

You can search the Alumnet online directory to locate classmates. 

(While you’re there, register your own information so that classmates can 

contact you!) You also can read BeLight, the College’s e-zine, and submit 

class notes.

Try the “Stay Involved” link to volunteer to assist students (through 

the Center for Career and Professional Development) with career develop-

ment advice, internships and externships, senior individualized projects, 

graduate school, and job searches.  

And while you’re at it, why not join a Guild? Four were launched 

in early 2008—Business, Health, Sustainability, and Justice and Peace.  

Check out guilds.kzoo.edu for some online discussion.

Each year the Alumni Association presents several awards during 

homecoming (Distinguished Achievement, Distinguished Service, 

Weimer K. Hicks Award, and the Athletic Hall of Fame), and you should 

help us determine who receives these. Use the “Awards and Nominating” 

to suggest deserving individuals. 

There are plenty of opportunities to stay involved, and we look 

forward to your participation. 

 

Sincerely, 

Chris Bussert ’78, President, AAEB

Upcoming Alumni Events

African-American Alumni Reunion Weekend: April 9 and 10

Detroit “Join the Swarm” Alumni/Admission Event: April 11

Ann Arbor “Join the Swarm” Alumni/Admission Event: April 11

Washington, D.C., “Join the Swarm” Alumni/Admission Event: April 12

Traverse City “Join the Swarm” Alumni/Admission Event: April 18

Hornet Golf Jamboree: June 14

Traverse City Alumni Event: July 15

San Francisco Alumni Event: July 20

Homecoming 2010 (Reunions for classes that end in 0 and 5): 

 October 15-17

If you have questions about alumni events, contact Sass Havilar at 

shavilar@kzoo.edu or 269-337-7283.

Homecoming 2009 was 
a dandy! Here are the 
highlights.

Eclectic Museum; Generational Tourney; 
and 37 Years of Orange and Black: 

The 2009 Alumni 
Association Awards

Kalamazoo College helped launch the careers of 

three outstanding leaders, and during Homecoming 

2009 activities, the College lauded their accomplish-

ments.  David Wilson ’69 received the Distinguished 

Achievement Award; Ven Johnson ’83, the 

Distinguished Service Award; and Professor Emerita 

of Art and Art History Billie Fischer, the Weimer K. 

Hicks Award.  

Born and raised in Denver, Colorado, Wilson 

came to Kalamazoo College in the fall of 1965, majored  

in natural sciences, and studied abroad in Munster, 

Germany.  A conscientious objector during the Vietnam 

War, Wilson performed alternative service as an orderly 

in various hospitals’ mental and emergency wards.  

After fulfilling that duty he was accepted into the film 

program at the California Institute of the Arts where 

he earned a reputation as the “coolest, most austere” 

filmmaker there.  In 1976 he graduated with an M.F.A.  

Throughout the late ’70s and early ’80s, Wilson made 

a living as a filmmaker employing a highly-specialized 

robotic special-effects camera.  

In 1980 he began making miniature dioramas on 
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the side, an avocation that turned into a full-time career when, in 

1984, he decided to leave the film business and found the Museum 

of Jurassic Technology (MJT). He created traveling collections 

for galleries, community centers, and museums.  The MJT got a 

permanent home in 1988 in a storefront in Culver City, California. 

With exhibitions named “Garden of Eden on Wheels: Collections 

from L.A. Mobile Homes and Trailer Parks,” and “Tell the Bees: 

Belief, Knowledge, and Hypersymbolic Cognition,” the MJT 

has been described as a place that “raises questions about what 

museums are, mean, and do…. [an] always changing exhibition 

[and] a gentle intellectual parody of repositories of art, history, and 

culture that invites the visitor to reflect on and reexamine what is 

being presented and protected.”  

For his work with the MJT, David has been the recipient of 

numerous awards and grants, including the prestigious MacArthur 

Fellowship.  He has lectured extensively about his work around the 

world and has been featured in major magazines and a book. 

Ven Johnson enrolled at “K” in the fall of 1979 after 

graduating from Saginaw’s Douglas MacArthur High School.  He 

focused his studies on political science and physical education, 

spent his career development quarter with the law firm of Brown, 

Coleman and DeMent (now Miller Canfield), and studied abroad in 

Munster, Germany.

Johnson was an outstanding Hornet tennis player.  The team 

finished third in the nation (Division III) during his freshman, 

sophomore, and senior years. It finished second in the nation his 

junior year.  Johnson won the MIAA conference title in singles and 
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It Doesn’t Get Better Than This!
A fall afternoon (sunny), a father (Seth Denawetz ’94) and 
son (Ryan Denawetz) take in the Homecoming football game.  

Breathless
On your mark, get set…Saturday morning’s 5K run/walk sprints into a weekend of Homecoming fun.



doubles three straight years, was the 

MVP of the conference his senior year, 

collected two Opie Davis Best Senior 

Athlete Awards and the Alan B. Stowe 

Sportsmanship Award. He was a 

four-time Division III All American.  

He earned his law degree from 

University of Detroit School of Law 

and is a prominent Detroit-area 

attorney. He is a frequent lecturer 

on legal issues for the Institute of 

Continuing Legal Education and 

the National Business Institute, and 

he helps law students with mock 

trial preparation at the University 

of Detroit Mercy Law School.  His professional memberships are 

legion and impressive.  He serves on the board of directors at 

Eternal Mother Temple, is a member of the RESTORE Foundation 

juvenile and adult drug court, and volunteers with the Pontiac 

Alumni Association, which offers tennis programs to Pontiac City 

youth.  

Johnson remains an ardent supporter of Kalamazoo College 

and Hornet athletics.  Fourteen years ago he and several other 

Detroit-area alumni began hosting an annual tennis match pitting 

former and current tennis Hornets against one another. That event 

has grown steadily and today features some 30 alumni as well as a 

post-match party for the team, alumni, families, and friends.  The 

group is in the process of launching a similar match in the Chicago 

area.       

Dr. Billie Fischer is an institution at “K”.   She earned a 

B.A. at the University of Kansas and a master’s degree and Ph.D. 

at the University of Michigan.  She came to Kalamazoo College in 

1972 as a sabbatical replacement and continued to teach part time 

at “K” until she was hired as a full-time art history instructor in 

1977.  For the next 32 years, Fischer taught courses in all areas of 

Western art history.  She also chaired the Department of Art and 

Art History and the Fine Arts Division at various times and chaired 

several committees, including Educational Policies, Admission, 

Academic Standards, and Personnel.  In 1986 she received the 

Florence J. Lucasse Fellowship Award for Excellence in Teaching, 

the faculty’s highest honor.

Fischer is deeply involved in the co-curricular life of the 

College. Over the years she has attended countless student plays 

and musical performances, often with her two children in tow.  

An avid Hornet fan, she is a fixture at athletic events (her favorite 

game was a triple overtime men’s basketball victory over Calvin 

College).  Fischer remains in touch with more than 50 of her 

former students, some of whom have become close friends.  For her 

outstanding interest and participation in student life, she received 

Student Commission’s Frances Diebold Award in 1992.      

Fischer also served on various committees at the Kalamazoo 

Institute of Arts. She has been a member of that organization’s 

board of directors as well as its committees. She has given lectures 

to “K” alumni at the Detroit Institute of Arts and elsewhere.  Her 

community work includes the Kalamazoo Public Art Commission 

and the International Congress on Medieval Studies at Western 

Michigan University.  In 2005, Fischer received the Community 

Medal of Arts from the Arts Council of Greater Kalamazoo.  

Although she retired from teaching last September, her 

attendance at “K” performances and athletic events is unlikely to 

diminish.  She particularly enjoys the Summer Common Reading 

Program for first-year students and intends to continue her partici-

pation in that program every year.
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It was a great 
afternoon for sports, 
and the football team 
(and fans!) gave a 
valiant effort against 
Alma College. The 
Hornets lost in that 
contest 32-23. Men’s 
soccer tied Hope that 
day (in Holland), 0-0, 
spoiling the Dutchmen’s 
debut of their new 
soccer stadium. And the 
women’s soccer team 
beat Olivet at home, 4-1.  

Homecoming means 
sharing memories with 
professors.  Dave 
Magerlein ’74 catches 
up with Professor 
Emeritus of Mathematics 
Jean Calloway at the 
Department Coffee. 
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Alumni Awards

Flanked by President Eileen B. Wilson-Oyelaran  (left) 

and Alumni Association Executive Board President 

Chris Bussert ’78 (right) are (l-r): Ven Johnson ’83, 

Distinguished Service Award winner; and Billie Fischer, 

Weimer K. Hicks Award winner.  David Wilson ’69, 

left, Distinguished Achievement Award, was filming on 

location in the Republic of Georgia and unable to attend 

the awards ceremony.  

Athletic Hall of Fame Awards

The Class of 2009 Hornet Athletic Hall of Fame includes three 

alumni and one coach.  Pictured are (l–r): Clint Wagner ’96, 

baseball and football; President Eileen B. Wilson-Oyelaran; 

Mitch Veldkamp ’91, swimming and diving; Bob Kent, retired 

swimming coach and professor emeritus of physical education; 

Sandi (Poniatowski) Gerwin ’00, soccer; and Alumni Association 

Executive Board President Chris Bussert ’78.  The Hornet Athletic 

Hall of Fame also inducted two teams: the 1966 Men’s Tennis Team 

and the 1980 Men’s Swimming and Diving Team.  

The 1966 MIAA Champion Men’s Tennis Team posted 19 wins 

and two losses, with victories over Duke University, Ohio State 

University, and Central Michigan University, among others.  

Pictured are (l-r): front row—Bob Engels ’66, retired coach George 

Acker; second row—Bill Jones ’67, Mark Baron ’66, Tom Hitch 

’69;  back row—George Smillie ’66, Dave Tidwell ’69, and Alumni 

Association Executive Board President Chris Bussert ’78.  

The 1980 MIAA Champion Men’s Swimming and Diving Team 

splashed through its season with 12 wins, one loss (6-0 in the MIAA).  

The team dominated the conference championship meet, winning 

10 of the 16 events, setting six MIAA records, and outscoring the 

combined total score of the remainder of the field, 198-194. Pictured 

are (l-r): front row—Dean Thelen and Helga Thelen (parents of 

the late Dean Thalen, Jr. ’83), John Spitzer ’83, Timothy Ryan ’81, 

Timothy McGinnis ’82, retired coach Bob Kent; second row—

William Oberholtzer ’83, Christopher Roberts ’81, Peter Romano ’83, 

David Hoisington ’83, Ralph Venen ’83, Scott Powley ’83, Kevin 

Shugars ’83; third row—Assistant Coach Michael Winblad ’72, 

Joseph Baublis ’82, Michael Burns ’82, Rodney Dykehouse ’80; 

back row—David Zimmer ’83, Donald Knoechel ’80, and Alumni 

Association Executive Board President Chris Bussert ’78.
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B
ack in the early 1980s 

six dollars would buy 

you a campus haircut or 

a recording of original 

piano compositions, 

BOTH by the same artist: 

Robert Severinac ’85! And therein hangs 

a tale of the liberal, and the stochastic, 

arts. Let’s start at the end.

Today Severinac is a successful 

plastic surgeon and owner of Indiana 

Plastic Surgery Center (IPSC) in Fort 

Wayne. He’s one of several physician 

owners (as well as president-elect 

of medical staff) of nearby Dupont 

Hospital, an enterprise that is “off the 

charts” in patient and employee satisfac-

tion. He runs a second business (Rejuva 

Med Spa) from his IPSC office that is 

focused on skin care products and laser 

treatments. He’s also starting a new 

business called LQ Earth to provide 

“the healthiest drink on Earth,” he says. 

He’s part of a team of medical profes-

sionals creating a foundation to help 

international children with craniofacial 

abnormalities get treatment in the U.S., 

specifically at the Children’s Craniofacial 

Center, which he co-directs and which 

Ideally, 
treatment “from 
the inside out” 
for cleft palate 
and lip begins in 
the first weeks 
of life. Patients 
who present 
at the Center 
much later in 
life will prompt 
innovations in 
the treatment 
protocol.
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Robert Severinac 
in his office. In the 
background is his “K” 
diploma, one of many, 
but, intentionally, 
the closest to his 
workspace. Severinac 
operates two businesses 
from this office and is 
in the process of adding 
a third which will focus 
on nutritional supple-
ments. Poor prenatal 
nutrition may be one 
factor in the incidence 
of cleft palate and 
lip, motivation enough 
for this stochastic 
entrepreneur. 

Stochastic 
Artist



specializes in cutting edge treatment of children with cleft lip and palate. He’s a deeply spiritual man (a first-

generation American born of Croatian parents with family roots in the Catholic Church) who reads Eckhart 

Tolle and believes that God and heaven are immanent in every moment, those ticks of “now” to which our 

busy lives too often anesthetize us.

Decades ago, “when I was in high school, I visited a friend at ‘K’ and it seemed a good fit for who I 

thought I was,” says Severinac, “a good place to develop broad interests.” That certainly was true for his 

broad undergraduate portfolio, which included: medicine (biology major and NIH internship); entrepreneur-

ship (he made and sold 1,000 cassette copies of his SIP, “Piano by Dusk and Moonlight,” an original score 

composed abroad and performed in Stetson Chapel, and he worked as a driver and interpreter for ABC 

Sports during the 1984 Winter Olympics, which coincided with his study abroad); campus employment (he 

was a floor advisor and security guard, and the self-taught hair stylist learned lessons about managing client 

expectations* he finds valuable today);  travel (Bethesda, Maryland; Zagreb, Croatia; Bonn, Germany); and, 

most importantly, music.

Releasing Music

The Children’s Craniofacial Center’s (CCC) theme—“Everything is going to be alright”—comes from 

a Bob Marley song. “I’ve been a musician my entire life,” said Severinac. By placing out of the College’s 

language requirement (German) he freed time for courses in conducting and music theory. In addition 

to piano, he plays guitar, harmonica, and percussion. Before his kids were born he was vocalist and 

keyboardist for a Fort Wayne rock band he dubbed “The Now” (in tribute to Tolle). A full complement of 

instruments sits at his home where a grand piano would otherwise be, and each of his four children plays at 

least two instruments.

And music is an apt metaphor for his surgical work with young patients. Each patient is a unique 

musical score, and his or her lifetime the opportunity to play the entire composition.

Severinac’s repair of clefts enables the release of a patient’s entire composition, figuratively, and the 

development of his or her voice, literally. In a sense, he restores music that has yet to be heard.

Cleft lip and palates are more serious than the immediately apparent and often profound physical 

deformity. They can alter an infant’s hearing and ability to produce sound, both of which are critical for 

cognitive development in the early years. Well into adolescence the condition can affect dental development, 

facial growth, appearance, social interactions, and the ability to enunciate.

These widespread effects explain the CCC’s team approach to treatment. The Center was co-founded 

in 1996 by Severinac and Baron Whately, D.D.S., one of the country’s leaders in pioneering orthodontic 

procedures. The Center’s team includes a plastic surgeon, an orthodontist, an otolaryngologist, an oromax-

illofacial surgeon, a pediatric dentist, a nurse coordinator, and a speech therapist. Treatment means 

procedures that begin (ideally) within the first weeks of life and may continue into early adulthood. 

Every other month the Center’s team, each of whom has a separate practice, assembles to see patients, 

a routine that optimizes professional communication and care, and a convenience that reduces the number 

of office calls for patients’ families. That benefit for families is vital, many of which are often struggling 

economically. About half of the Center’s cleft cases are treated on a pro bono basis. Several patients have 

come from other countries, with their international travel subsidized as well. Severinac and the team are in 

the first phases of creating a foundation that would expand treatment access to more international patients.

The Center’s treatment protocol—repairing the cleft “from the inside out”—is highly innovative 

and practiced by only 20 percent of cleft teams, Serverinac said. “It requires a highly specialized set of 

skills.” Within the first weeks of life, Whately creates and affixes a customized appliance on each plate 

of the infant’s cleft palate. For about three months at home the parents turn a small screw in the device a 
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Severinac has known 
Jaden since he was 
a baby, when he did 
surgical repair of 
Jaden’s cleft palate 
and lip. Jaden is now 
nine and in fourth grade 
(favorite class: gym, 
Severinac elicited). He’ll 
likely receive treatment 
related to the cleft 
through the age of 15.

___________

* “I remember only one unsatisfied customer,” recalled Severinac. “She asked if I could cut her hair to look like Farah 
Fawcett’s, and she had a photo to show me. I looked at it and thought I could do it. When I was done, she frowned and 
said she didn’t look like Farah Fawcett. That taught me a great deal about setting realistic expectations.” 

Laikin is exhausted 
after a strenuous 
evaluation. Severinac’s 
plastic surgery practice 
allows him to do about 
50 percent of his 
work at the Children’s 
Craniofacial Center pro 
bono. The CCC team is 
forming a foundation to 
expand access to pro 
bono treatment. Says 
Severinac: “If there is 
a greater good in what 
you’re doing, you’re 
bound to be successful.”



The Children’s 
Craniofacial 
Center takes a 
team approach 
to patient 
care. Pictured 
with Laikin, a 
16-month-old 
girl recently 
adopted from 
China, and 
her father 
(far right) are 
(l-r):  pediatric 
dentist James 
Sharpe, 
otolaryngolo-
gist Stephen 
Schreck, 
oral surgeon 
John Shank, 
Severinac, and 
orthodontist 
Baron Whately. 

quarter- to half-turn daily, which slowly brings the palate 

together. After the device is removed Severinac repairs 

the now-approximated gum line portion of the palate 

with a bone graft from the infant’s hip. When the infant 

is about a year old, Severinac repairs the cleft lip and the 

remaining palate.

Hand Work

Severinac knew he wanted to be a physician before 

he ever set foot on the Quad. His career internship 

allowed him to experience medical research at the 

National Institutes of Health, both as a normal healthy 

volunteer test subject (in exchange for room and board) 

and as a research assistant investigating “red blood 

cell microviscosity.” His NIH roommate was a young 

man with a rare, non-contagious disease, and conver-

sations between the two at the end of the day helped 

confirm Severinac’s preference for clinical practice over       

medical research.

But in what specialty? He entered 

medical school planning on pediatrics, 

and his first rotation was in that area. 

And though he enjoyed the cognitive 

aspect of pediatric medicine, he felt 

something was missing. His second 

rotation, general surgery, began to 

illuminate the “something,” and 

his third, plastic surgery (in which 

his first case was a cleft repair on a 

baby), confirmed his desire to work 

with children and use his hands to            

fix things. 

Like Aristotle, Severinac views 

medicine as a stochastic art. By virtue of their work on 

things not of their own making (like the human body), 

stochastic artists experience a reality thicker than 

the theoretical, more subject to fate, failure, and the 

unpredictable. Their perception of reality derives from a 

combination of cognitive and hands-on efforts, a combi-

nation likely to temper any conceit of mastery. In a recent 

book (Shop Class as Soulcraft) on the value (cognitive 

and otherwise) of hand work, author Matthew Crawford 

writes about the stochastic arts:

Because the stochastic arts diagnose and fix things that 

are variable, complex, and not of our own making, and 

therefore not fully knowable, they require a certain dispo-

sition toward the thing you are trying to fix. This dispo-

sition is at once cognitive and moral. Getting it right 

demands that you be attentive in the way of a conversa-

tion rather than assertive in the way of a demonstration. 

I believe the mechanical arts have a special significance 

for our time because they cultivate not creativity, but the 

less glamorous virtue of attentiveness. Things need fixing 

and tending no less than creating.

Less glamorous, perhaps. But to witness Severinac’s 

team interact with patients and to see the cumulative 

results of their work is to experience the beauty of atten-

tiveness. Attentiveness requires a keen awareness of the 

difference between the self and the non-self (Crawford 

contends that fixing things is a cure for narcissism). Such 

awareness explains, in part, Severinac’s spiritual affinity 

with Eckhart Tolle, who believes happiness is a matter of 

transcending one’s ego. Self transcendence seems more 

likely for the attentive person than the assertive. 

New Protocol

Often the upper jaw of a child who had a cleft 

repaired will fail to grow adequately over time. When 

the child is 10 to 13 years old, the team’s oral surgeon 

may perform a procedure to move forward the jawbone. 

Amazingly, new bone will grow in the vacated space. 

The procedure is possible because of the operations that 

occurred years ago, in the patient’s first year of life.

So much depends on timing, on fate.

International adoptions of children with clefts may 

demand a new treatment protocol; often these children 

first present at the Center at 16 months or older, relatively 

late in life. Advancement in the treatment for these cases 

will be a matter that is medical, entrepreneurial, moral, 

and, at least in a figurative sense, musical—not only in 

terms of the way the center responds, in “concert,” but 

also in what’s at stake for the patient: the possibility to 

“play” one’s entire “musical score.”

 “K” was pretty good preparation for a hand in such 

work. “I have always felt that Kalamazoo College prepared 

me in ways that I can’t quite put into words,” says 

Severinac. It takes music.
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Essential Scholarships –       
to build and sustain a diverse student body   

Passionate Faculty – committed to 
student engagement and experiential learning

Meaningful Connections –      
to the world of work and service 

Making a difference 
in the lives of students 

Maximize the impact of your gift 
to Kalamazoo College

Employer Matching Gifts

50,000 companies match gifts to non-profit organizations.  

Does yours? Inquire about your employer’s matching gift 

opportunities at http://www.kzoo.edu/giving?p=match.

Reunion Giving Challenge

Increase the impact of your reunion gift!  Make a gift that 

exceeds the amount of your previous year’s gift and the 

increase will be matched 2-to-1.  Eligible classes include: 

1964, 1969, 1974, 1979, 1984, 1989, 1994, 1999, 2004.  

Please go to http://www.kzoo.edu/giving/?p=reunion to 

make a gift or for more information.

Consider a Meaningful Gift Today

Convenient online giving to the Kalamazoo College Fund 

can be found at http//www.kzoo.edu/giving/ or you can 

make a gift using the postage paid envelope provided in this 

issue of LuxEsto.
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Your Gifts 
at Work



“I 
tell my students that history is about 

great sweeping trends like the collapse 

of communism, the end of the Cold War, 

and the dissolving of the Soviet Union,” 

said David Barclay, the Margaret and 

Roger Scholten Professor of International 

Studies.  “But history is interesting 

because of its quirkiness and accidents.”  

Consider, for example, the fall of 

the Berlin Wall, which Barclay did during several recent lectures 

commemorating the event’s 20-year anniversary.

“It began about 6:30 pm on November 9, 1989.  The head 

of the East German Communist Party, Günter Schabowski, was 

trying to articulate new travel regulations between East and West 

at a press conference.  He inadvertently said that East Berliners 

could go to West Berlin without previous permission.  Western 

journalists, including Tom Brokaw, asked for a clarification of his 

surprise statement. Schabowski simply repeated himself apparently 

unaware of its implications.

“By 8 pm the borders were opened even though no official 

confirmation had been given. By 10 PM 20,000 East Berliners were 

lined up at the border crossings ready to go west.”  

According to Barclay, the military commanders at the gates 

hadn’t heard the press conference broadcast. But faced with 

thousands, and wishing to avoid violence and casualties, they 

simply opened the gates. At first, they stamped people’s visas, but 

as the overwhelming numbers of people advanced, the guards 

gradually withdrew.

Sounds as serendipitous as it was dramatic! 

But according to Barclay, the real impetus for change had 

occurred the previous month in Leipzig, East Germany, and, as 

with most catalysts of seemingly sudden change, its energy was 

in fact cumulative.  For some time, citizens of Leipzig had been 

holding Monday evening demonstrations calling for political 

reform.  

On October 9, 1989, the protestors held their biggest demon-

stration, seeking that night to make Leipzig their “Tiananmen 

Square” (referring to the Chinese government’s June 4 massacre 

of on-the-street reformers). Incredible courage! And the situation 

was tense; emergency medical staff set up aid stations in antici-

pation of massive bloodshed.  Kurt Masur, the conductor of the 

Leipzig Orchestra (who later became conductor of the New York 

Philharmonic Orchestra) appealed to Communist Party leadership 

not to use violence against the protestors.  But the army had been 

called up and made ready. However, in the end, no one was shot, 

and nothing happened.  

Leipzig proved to be a test, and the Soviets’ surprisingly 

nonviolent response to the demonstration that night proved a step 

in the opening of the Berlin Wall the following month and the 

dissolution of the Soviet empire some two years later. 

“Serendipity can contribute to a powerful revolution, and a 

confluence of seemingly unrelated events can make a difference,” 

said Barclay.  The fall of the Wall also illustrated how unprepared 

Westerners, including German scholars, were for the monumental 

changes taking place in Communist countries.

On the same night that Schabowski was flubbing his press 

conference in East Berlin, Barclay was hosting Michael Geyer, 

a famous German scholar from the University of Chicago, who 

had just delivered a speech on campus.  After that speech, the 

professors were having dinner at a local restaurant when they 

heard the news about the Berlin Wall.  They scoffed at the prospect 

until they returned home and saw the television images of people 

standing on top of the Wall by the Brandenburg Gate.

“I was shocked,” said Barclay.  And he wasn’t the only one.  

About a month earlier, just two days prior to the October Leipzig 

incident, he was in Milwaukee attending the annual meeting of 

the German Studies Association (he is the organization’s current 

director).  On that day a panel of five British and American 

historians addressed an audience of 800 about the possibility of 

change in East Germany.  Four of the panelists were certain the East 

German regime would quell any unrest and that it should not be 

underestimated.  One panelist disagreed, contending that the regime 

was “brain dead without a future.”  He was hooted down by most of 

his colleagues. But at least one attendee expressed agreement. She 

was the wife of Willy Brandt, who had been mayor of West Berlin in 

1961, when the Wall was built, and had served as chancellor of West 

Germany from 1969 to 1974.  

“My generation thought the Cold War was frozen in place and 

would never go away,” said Barclay.  “I was teaching a course about 

Germany at the time, and when the question of unification came up 

in class, I told the students it would not happen in my lifetime or even 

in theirs. I guess historians shouldn’t predict the future.”

Barclay visited Berlin in July 1990, his first trip after the opening 

of the Wall.  He wanted to walk through the Brandenburg Gate to 

convince himself that what he had seen on television had actually 

taken place!  At a nearby Italian ice cream stand he bought a lemon 

gelato, a treat he’s typically unable to resist.  He proceeded to the 

Brandenburg Gate and, gelato in one hand, touched it with his other.
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“I’ll never forget that experience,”        

he said.  

The opening of the Berlin Wall and the 

fall of communism he considers lessons in 

“historical humility” that illustrate the law of 

unintended consequences and the danger of 

an arrogance of power.

Nor does he underestimate the influence 

of the Tiananmen Square massacre ( June 4, 

1989), half a planet away, on the events of 

November 9 in Berlin.  “I watched old videos 

of that fall,” said Barclay “in which the East 

German leadership praised the Chinese 

solution to uprisings and threatened their 

people with similar measures if they tried 

rebellion.  It was on their minds; and yet, 

when the time came, it didn’t happen.

“The people had discovered they no 

longer had to be afraid of their government, 

given the political situation and the enfeebled 

state of the Communist Party in the Eastern 

Bloc.”

Just imagine the courage and inspiration 

required to make such a discovery; after all, 

the people had been promised a Tiananmen 

Square.

With two notable exceptions (the 1991 

overthrow of the Romania’s Ceausescu 

government, and the August 1991 Moscow 

coup attempt against Mikhail Gorbachev) 

the fall of communism was by far the most 

peaceful of revolutions after the most horrifi-

cally violent century in history, said Barclay.  

He was in Berlin in December 1991 

when the Soviet Union was officially 

dissolved.  One day the huge Soviet embassy 

flew the red flag with hammer and sickle. 

The next day in its place the breeze stirred 

the red, white, and blue-striped flag of 

Russia.  

“I had literally seen the pages of history 

turn,” Barclay said. Photo: Hans Glave
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Worlds Music

L
ost in Prague, Albert Camus 

observed, “The music of 

the world finds its way 

more easily into this heart grown 

less secure.” Study abroad moves 

us from the certainty of what we 

think we know into a thicker, more 

shadowy reality where we may know 

little or nothing at all. As a result 

we grow more attentive, perhaps 

(or hopefully) more humble. Travel 

and living in another country are 

celebrated each year in PASSAGE, 

the student magazine of study 

abroad featuring photos and writing. 

The 2010 issue will publish in June.
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