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In Memoriam  

 
Classmates Remembered at Prior Reunions  

 
Ellen Aikenhead Stevens  10.15.2005  

Mary Anne Ashton King  10.01.2008  

Nancy Barnes Clark   03.08.2001  

Margaret Bleick Dillard  11.17.2008  

Laura Bruton Clausen Coelen  09.05.2008  

Alison Buck Cook   05.03.2003  

Ann Buffinton Terryberry  08.25.1998  

Margaret F. Burrill Laing  12.07.1987  

Francine Collignon Zobian  01.19.2014  

Donna deGoey    07.28.1961  

Dorothy Eldredge Jegla   02.19.2011  

Linda Elliott Conway Bumpus  06.18.2015  

Norma Farrar Good   01.11.2009  

Kathryn Firth Glazier   05.09.2008  

Sally Fulton Burke   06.06.2015  

Elizabeth T. Gay Levine  09.17.1976  

Jane S. Gibson    11.26.1998  

Sally Ginsberg Abraham  10.16.2015  

Meredith C. Gould   03.19.2006  

Joyce A. Grinker   11.01.2003  

Pamela Heinl Burdick   07.30.2011  

Marguerite J. Herschel Mittendorf   07.09.2004  

Sally J. Hike Mutch   09.07.1993  

Martha Jordan Weygant  11.21.2009  

Jane Kaplan Yendell   08.14.2012  

Irene L. Kask Pink   09.10.1988  

Sarah C. Kelleher   10.06.2013  

Ann Kilcrin Ward   10.22.1972  

Roberta Koop Pappas   10.01.2007  

Susan Langsan Black   12.09.2012  

Carlyn A. Lehman Querbach  10.20.1977  

Janet Lombard    05.28.1986  

Rebecca Maglidt Mead   11.21.2011  

Mary R. Magner Miller   06.19.1986  

Kate Mayer Hudig   01.13.2014  

Barbara McMahon Forest  02.17.2012  

Dorothy A. Moore   01.16.2001  

Sarah-Anne Morton Smith  03.22.2010  

Susan J. Mosher Suzman  10.28.2002  

Janet Nack Aagenaes   05.15.2011  

Marjorie L. Nelson   09.17.1962  

Lucinda Parshall Karger  08.04.2010  

Marcia E. Read    10.01.1963  

Carolyn Reynolds Sunderman  08.06.2002  

Anke M.S. Rose Germain  09.05.1978  

Sally C. Rutter Birch   12.10.1994  

Ellen Samuels Baar   10.16.1998  

Martha Rees Smith McBride  02.03.2014  

Virginia L. Smith Jones   07.16.2005  

Carol A. Stengel Linden  03.02.1964  

Virginia Stromsted Glauber  07.14.2011  

Katherine A. Thorman   10.22.2002  

Margaret VanSant Mills  12.19.1998  

Harriet Vermilya Zipp   08.08.2001  

Brenda M. Walters Wadda  10.01.1966  

Janet Whitney Patton   08.26.2000  

Caroline Williams Loysen  04.12.2010  

Sara Jane Woodward   06.09.2006  

Norita Wyse Berman   11.24.2000  

 

 

 

Classmates Remembered at our 60th Reunion May 22, 2021  

 
Jeanne L. Austin      02.01.2017  

Linda Lee Baldanzi      10.12.2018  

Sylvia Beasley Snyder       11.18.2018 

Diane Bement Devitt Kushner     05.18.2000  

Ellen Cramer Culver      11.04.2017  

Jo-Ann Fine Danzis      01.28.2015  

Patricia Livingston Perlman     07.30.2018  

Sally Niness Graham      02.02.2019  

Electa Sevier Black      10.00.2002  

Melissa Tyler Meyer      06.16.2017  

Louise A. Weintraub      04.30.2020  

Renee Zwick Rubin      04.24.2020  
 



  



 

  



  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Class of 1961  

Updates 
 

  



 



Judy Ashworth 
 
I am enjoying living in Cambridge MA. I am in an antique house right across from a branch 
library and on the bus route.  I'm looking forward to things opening up more but definitely 
don't want to rush it. After my husband Hurtt died, I moved from our farm on the Eastern 
shore of MD to be near my four "kids" and grandchildren, all of whom live in MA. I have five 
grandsons, all awesome, of course, ranging in age from 8 to almost 20, one in CA in college. I 
am very much accustomed to living alone by now. I enjoy renting not owning, container 
gardening, reading, movies, knitting, puzzles, organizing family photos, bread baking, and my 
landlord's big white Chesapeake Bay Retriever, whom I care for when they are away.  Family 
and friends enjoy a week on Lt. Island, south of Wellfleet, on the Cape every June, renting two 
houses right on the bay. It is really an island. We love it because you can't get to it or off of it 
unless the tide is out. Full moon tides are amazing.  I'm not sure if you want photos of me for 
this page, so I'll include a few that you can leave out if that is the plan. 
 

 
 
 

  



Sallie S.E. Austin Raleigh 

Mount Holyoke College BA 1961 

Executive Training Program Bloomingdales Federated Department Store, N.Y, N.Y Assistant Buyer 

Assistant Buyer, Shillito’s Department Store, Cincinnati, Ohio 

University of Cincinnati Teacher Certification Masters Program 

Teacher- Government, Economics, Sociology to Seniors at Oak Hills High School, Cincinnati, OH 

President, Community Cooperative Nursery School (first woman), Rowayton, CT, Chair for  3 years of Fund 

Raising Art Show, Art for the Budget Collector. Proceeds  provided scholarships to the nursery school. 

Member Darien, CT Representative Town Meeting 9 years.  Chair, Education Committee 

Chair of Darien Schools PTA, Editor of PTA Newsletter, Chair Darien Council of School Parents 

Darien Board of Education 12 years.  Board Chair 7 years.  First woman to hold chairmanship. 

Personal Lines Manager, Craig M. Ferguson & Company, a division of Arthur J. Gallagher Risk Management 

Services, Stamford, CT  

Member, Linden Ponds Political Interest Committee 

Children:   Kimberley English Raleigh, Yale University, University of Chicago Law School.  Deputy Chief U.S. 

Department of Justice , Cybersecurity Law and Policy. 

Elizabeth Quigley Raleigh, Amherst College, Administer of Grants, Tufts University, New England School of 

Acupuncture graduate.  Acupuncturist 15 years in practice. Cranial Sacral Therapy, Posture Education, Allergy 

Elimination.  

Hannah Edmundson Austin Raleigh, Northwestern University, Represents Infor in the Middle East, Africa and 

Europe.  Infor is a multinational global software company that builds software cloud products and focuses on 

business applications delivered via cloud computing as a service. 

  



  Jennifer Bagster-Collins Seaver  
 
Learning how to live as a single woman is still a work in progress, especially since I seem to be more 
forgetful with each passing year.  I am thankful to have all my senses still. I can live an active (albeit 
solitary life during COVID-19). Therefore, I plan to live in this1925 semi-detached house in West Chester, 
Pennsylvania for the foreseeable future. 
 
Most days are filled with writing, knitting, doing sudoku and crossword puzzles, reading books online as 
well as ‘real’ books from our local library. Reading Barack Obama’s  A Promised Land (a 900+ page 
volume I) on line was a challenge! But at least once a day, I get outside for a walk, work in the yard, or 
run errands. I’m also an active member of the local Episcopal Church. 
 
Mimi (MHC ’52) and George, her husband of more than 67 years, were both infected by COVID-19 last 
December. Thankfully, they have recovered. I have received my injections. I’m in frequent contact with all 
of my family and friends by phone or on Gmail and Facebook. I also follow the Facebook Peace Corps 
Iran Association and Costa Rican Birding groups.  
 
Little did I know that when my self-published book, Journeys: A Novel of Iran came out in 2004, how 
much I would enjoy writing nonfiction. For several years, I posted the blog, Travel aJENNda.com. Then a 
year ago, I read about one way to keep loneliness at bay was to keep a journal. The working title of my 
story is: ‘Silent Journeys: Walkie-Talkies in a global pandemic.’ Writing helps me recall my years as a 
1960’s Peace Corps Volunteer in Iran and so many domestic and international independent trips which 
Paul and I made to five of the seven continents. (My Kenyan safari in 2014 added Africa to this.)   
 
Now, I’m writing about other trips to Alaska, Hawaii, California, Canada, Norway, Iceland, Costa Rica after 
Paul’s death. I was also a solo traveler on a cruise through the Mediterranean Sea. I planned to take a 
Holy Land pilgrimage when the global pandemic struck. Indeed, it appears that any future travel plans 
will remain on hold for 2021. 
 
Nevertheless, I’m also learning Spanish on an Internet program. Having been married for forty years to a 
college professor of Spanish, I want to learn more than just simple tourist words and phrases so I can 
spend more time watching the birds in Costa Rica.  
 

 



  



  



Frances Blair (Frannie/Fran) 

 

 On Friday, the 13th of March, 2020, I came home from a day of subbing (AP math) at the local high 

school to the news that Governor Inslee had ordered total state-wide school closure, beginning on Tuesday.  

Suddenly, I was retired!  I have long been pretty involved in local politics, so I turned my energies not into 

cleaning out the garage or relandscaping my yard, but into quarantine politics.  Masked, I put up yard signs all 

over the county, distributed campaign literature to voters’ doors, and -unmasked- wrote over a thousand 

postcards to inconsistent voters around the country urging them to vote.  I continued to act as a volunteer ballot-

processing observer at the county Elections Department; we just had to keep six feet away from anyone else and 

be masked. 

 My book club learned to use Zoom, as did the whole country, and my church created YouTube worship 

for Sundays combined with Zoom social hours on Wednesday evenings.  My teachers’ association convention 

went virtual: how wonderful not to have to drive five hours to the other end of the state, not to stay (but never 

sleep) in a strange hotel bed, and not to spend far too long nit-picking details at our business meetings!  

Fortunately, the pandemic shutdown came a couple of months after my annual visit to my son and his family in 

Hawaii (three granddaughters, ages 6 -13), which coincided with Ann Merchant Boesgaard’s Astronomy 

Society award ceremony!  I joined Liz Hottel Barrett & Bobbi Childs Sampson & husbands to cheer loudly! 

 While staying home, I have never felt isolated or bored, and find I am so busy that I must schedule time 

for reading, and limit Zoom webinars to one a day.  Reunion will unique; it will be wonderful to see and talk 

with you all, if not in person!      

 

  



Catherine Bloecker Nelson 
 

 
On the Chilkat River, AK - July 2019 

 
 

The last five years found us downsizing for the second time.  We had moved to a 
lovely 55+ community in central Florida in 2010 and enjoyed the Florida lifestyle and 
warm weather for eight years.  However, as we approached our 80th birthdays we felt 
a pull to live near one of our children and made the decision to leave the deep south 
for North Carolina.  Three years ago we downsized again (not nearly as dramatic as 
the first time) and now live in a 2-bedroom apartment in a very comfortable CCRC in 
Durham.   
It was a wise decision, especially in light of the pandemic that affected us all.  Although 
we have been under a lockdown for more than a year now, we have not been lonely or 
bored.  Two meals a day are delivered to our door.  Excellent concerts, talks, life long 
learning courses, movies, fitness classes and other programs are provided regularly 
either through Zoom or our two in-house TV channels.  Best of all, we have been able 
to visit our daughter each week at her home only a half mile away.   
Now we are beginning the return to the normalcy.  In-person programs, social hours, 
fitness classes and other things are now starting to be offered.  We certainly enjoy 
being with friends again. 
When this pandemic started in February of 2020 I had never even heard of Zoom.  
Now it is an integral part of my life and one wonders how we ever communicated 
without it.  As I mentioned above, we have taken fitness classes (even ones offered at 
nearby CCRC’s) and attended wonderful concerts presented by local music 
organizations.  We have also attended local, state and national meetings of 
genealogical and historical organizations. We have weekly get togethers with siblings 
and their spouses who live thousands of miles away and with friends locally.  And, yes, 
we have not been able to escape committee meetings!  As with google, zoom has 
become not only a new noun and verb in our vocabulary, but also a part of our life.  
 



 



 

Carol Bloomberg Glassheim 

 

I have now lived in Albuquerque New Mexico for some 45 years ( how is that possible?) I have been an English 

teacher,(first masters , MAT at Harvard Grad School of Ed.)  a hippie chick baking cheesecake and being a 

waitress and part time farm girl in Vermont. On a more traditional track, once I ended my hippiedom, I have 

been planner for human services, an administrative resident at a hospital ( after completing a second master’s 

in public administration with a concentration in health) and a coordinator for senior programs at a family 

health center. From there I coordinated senior programs at Blue Cross/Blue Shield and at a local hospital. My 

next job was Manager of Health Promotion at our State Agency on Aging in Santa Fe—I commuted to 

Albuquerque—about a 45-minute drive . From that position, I became the coordinator of education at the 

medical school at the University of NM. And hence to the coordinator of ethics and humanities at the medical 

school, my favorite ever job. It was a wonderful opportunity to interact with wonderful and idealistic young 

people, learn a great deal about medicine and satisfy my long-term interest in the field of medical ethics. 

When the grant money ran out my last job was as a health educator at a hospital specializing in senior health 

and end of life issues. Then I retired in 2004. 

 

   Once I took my time traveling and enjoying myself, I began to put together the community I had long 

envisioned: Casa Clara, an intentional community for cooperative aging. It took a number of years to make this 

a reality as we renovated five fourplexes and built a community space with my apartment on top. That was 

competed in 2007 and I moved in November of 2009. The community prospers and things are going well. We 

have all managed to stay healthy in these perilous times enjoying the privilege of being able to meet on our 

patio or porches and staving off isolation. 

 

  Before the PLAGUE, I volunteered as a tutor to foreign students wanting to work on their English, as an 

educator and general volunteer at Planned Parenthood and as a public speaker for Compassion and Choices ( 

a newer emanation of the Hemlock Society) where we proudly, after years of effort, got the legislation for 

medical aid in dying just last month. I also traveled a good deal in SE Asia, the mid-East and Europe. Now I will 

be overjoyed if I get to Santa Cruz, California which had become my go to place for pleasure. 

 

   On a more personal note, I have been divorced many years, no children, many friends and a very pleasant 

life here is the sunny Southwest. 

  



  



Joan Bunting Lennon 
 
Only 35 years ago, I was single, living and working in Manhattan and loving it. 
 
Today, I am living in the Adirondack Park with my husband of 30 years, running our own business 
from home and loving it. 
 
During the changes and challenges of life I have always turned to books for solace, wisdom and 
escape. These are ones I have read or reread recently and recommend. 
 
A Man Called Ove - Fredrick Backman 
My Grandmother Asked Me to Tell You She’s Sorry - Fredrick Backman 
Britt-Marie Was Here - Fredrick Backman 
What Rose Forgot - Nevada Barr 
The Other Einstein – Marie Benedict 
The Swans of Fifth Avenue – Melanie Benjamin 
O Pioneers and My Antonia - Willa Cather 
Between the World and Me - Ta-Nehisi Coates 
The Chelsea Girls – Fiona Davis 
Untamed - Glennon Doyle 
Middlemarch - George Eliot 
The Keeper of Lost Things - Ruth Hogan 
Lab Girl – Hope Jahren 
The Henna Artist - Alka Joshi  
The Book of Longings - Sue Monk Kidd 
The Call of the Wild - Jack London 
Anne of Green Gables - Lucy Maud Montgomery  
The Giver of Stars - Jojo Moyes 
Becoming – Michele Obama 
The Overstory – Richard Powers 
Blessings – Anna Quindlen 
A Gentleman in Moscow: A Novel - Amor Towles 
A Room of One’s Own - Virginia Woolf 
 
Favorite series best read chronologically: Janet Evanovich (Stephanie Plum series), Sue Grafton 
(Alphabet series), Jan Karon (Mitford novels), Kevin Kwan, (Crazy Rich Asians trilogy), Louise Penny 
(Inspector Armand Gamache series) Alexander McCall Smith (The Ladies No. 1 Detective Agency). 
 
Favorite authors of stand-alone novels: Dick Francis, John Grisham, Carl Hiaasen. 
 

What are you reading? Would you care to share? 

billjoan8@gmail.com. 

  



Correction: It was Frannie Blair, not Franny Trask  



Crittendon Sallie M 

 

 

  



Callie Davidge Demtrak  



  



  



 



  



  



  



  



  



HARRIS, Susannah (m. Wilson)  

After my husband died, I decided to remain in Oxford. I am writing about the cities I’ve lived in and loved:  San Francisco, 

London, Lahore - with an Epilogue on Oxford of “the dreaming spires.”  Covid here, as elsewhere, has been a sober reality.  However, 

I was fortunate in that I’d made a tumultuous downsize move end of 2019 which completed just before lockdown.  I was able, 

therefore, to tinker happily about the new house I’d renovated, putter in my apron size patio garden and meet up in an allowed 

“bubble” with my old MHC classmate, Primila Lall Lewis and her husband who, it transpires, live nearby. So I thought I’d use my 

page to recount how Primila and I “accidently” re-connected.  

In our final year at Holyoke, English majors were required to take Literary Criticism. It was a gruelling seminar headed by a 

razor sharp triumvirate: Professors Ben Reid, Jean Sudrann and Marianne Brock. Primila Lall, an MA scholar, was in the class while 

working on an independent thesis.  She was thrown together with 61’ers. And I – even then developing an interest in the subcontinent 

–got to know her well enough so that when she and other overseas students drove across the country home-staying with alums, they 

stopped at my home in San Francisco.  That was the last I saw of Primila – summer 1961 – until…… 

One day in 1968 I was walking down the corridor of an academic building in Kinnaird College, Lahore where I’d been 

teaching for four unbroken years.  One of my honours students, Shaista Surajuddin, came running up to me inquiring what I‘d be 

doing over the summer holidays. I told Shaista that I was going to Kenya, upon which she urged me to look up cousin Primila from 

Delhi who had married an Englishman working for Oxford University Press there. I paused a moment and then hesitantly asked “And 

was Primila’s maiden name Lall?” 

“How did you know that?” gasped Shaista. 

“Because we took a Lit. Crit. Class together at Mt. Holyoke,” I replied.  “Just like the one I am teaching you now.” 

And so, I reconnected briefly with Primila in Nairobi in 1968 and soon discovered that quite a few of my students in Kinnaird 

College were, like Shaista, her cousins as – before Partition - her own family had once lived in Lahore, and Primila  had been born in 

that city.  Two of her aunts were colleagues and friends. 

But the story doesn’t end there. When my husband and I retired, we chose to move back to the UK where we’d both lived for 

periods before we met.  We found a bungalow in Oxford.  One day twelve years ago, I was standing at a crossing waiting for the light 

to change when I saw Primila Lall Lewis standing on the opposite pavement. Embraces all around; and, since then, weekly meet-ups 

as we pass one another’s home. 

Whatever this synchronicity has been, it is one of the 

richest blessings of my old age. We have found our long 

friendship a delight and a comfort – full of memories spanning 

Holyoke, Lahore and the numerous places of the mind with our 

shared love of literature.  We remind one another when it is 

necessary - in the difficulties of old age and the grief of losing loved 

ones – that we are survivors because we are uncommon women. 

And that has just been programmed into our very spirits by such 

places, persons and literature as Holyoke gifted us.  

  



From Susan Higgins Donnelly: 

This poem probably sums up, as well as anything I can contribute, my feelings about those college years.  

Looking back to one’s earlier self is an exercise involving compassion and irony, but appreciation also for 

the relief of maturity.  And how much do clothes share our lives! 

 

        THE BROWN DRESS 

 

That crooked-smiling girl 

at the edge of the photograph 

they’re handing around 

at reunion seems so distant 

from me I’d deny her, 

but for the brown wool dress 

she’s wearing—a dress I loved. 

She seems reluctantly  

part of the picture, 

probably just heard a joke, 

more likely told one.  The dress 

was new that year,  

I think.  The hard year. 

I can’t place this occasion, 

where she’s looking 

so pretty and scornful, 

so incredibly slender, 

but I want to tell her she’ll grow 

out of the need for wisecracks, 

and happily out of that dress, 

though she’ll never find one 

she likes better. 

Cinnamon color, really. 

Leather belt. 

Three-quarter-length sleeves. 

 

 

 

 In The Maureen Papers and Other Poems 

  

 

 
    



  



  



  



NICKI Huttrer Haller –  
 
I was born in Paris, France, because my parents were from Vienna, Austria, and had left their home two days 
before Hitler entered the city in 1938.  They left suddenly, overnight each with one suitcase for Montpelier, 
France, where my Dad had a job as a chemist. From there they traveled to Roscoff on the coast of Normandy 
where my Dad worked at a Marine Biology Laboratory. While there, he was conscribed into the French Foreign 
Legion.  After two months, he was returned to Roscoff because he had a daughter, me, who was a French 
citizen and baptized a Catholic.In 1940 when France became occupied by the Germans, we emigrated to the 
United States.  I was one years old when we arrived at Ellis Island. 

My first school years were in Summit, New Jersey, and then from 5th grade onwards, in Bethesda, 
Maryland, where my dad worked for the National Institutes of Health. During my school years, I was 
interested in all sports and music. My summers from 9th - 12th grade were spent at a Music and Arts camp in 
Burlington, VT.  I completed High School in Bethesda, MD, and went to Mt. Holyoke College in Massachusetts 
where I majored in Zoology.  

I spent my first year after college in Bern, Switzerland, where I had a job as a laboratory assistant. I was 
hoping to improve my German language skills, however, I found out that the Swiss preferred to practice their 
English.  After I left Europe, I obtained a job at Albert Einstein School of Medicine in a genetics laboratory 
where I worked for three years.  I got married during that time and had my first child in New York area before 
moving the family to Boston.  For the next 40 years I lived in the Boston area, raising my two sons, getting 
divorced, obtaining two Masters’ degrees, one in Learning Disabilities from Lesley College and a second in 
Reading at Boston College.  By then I was already teaching learning disabled children and then working as a 
reading specialist in the local public schools.  

When my sons reached Middle School I realized, as a single parent, that I no longer needed to hold a 
teaching job (school vacation hours).   I found the most interesting, satisfying and fun job working in a non-
profit company which placed women on welfare into jobs in the private sector, such as John Hancock 
Insurance Company, banks etc. through a “supported work” program.  It was during these years that I met my 
current husband, Jere Beasley.  

My final working years were spent working for the Boston Public Schools.  First in Human Resources as 
a recruiter of Special Education Teachers, PT’s, OT’s and Speech Pathologists.  At that time the Boston Public 
Schools were under a federal court order to hire minority teachers.  

After that, I decided to work in the Boston schools as a Chairperson for Special Education meetings. 
When I retired from the school system, I spent 3 years working part-time at the Carroll School for the Blind in 
Newton, MA.  This was an eye opener for me, learning how adults (age 17 and up) who become blind are 
trained to function in our busy world. 
Jere and I moved to Boulder in 2008 to a cohousing community in North Boulder and enjoyed 12 years living in 
community.  I found a piano group to participate with here in town.  

In January 2020 we moved into a CCRC called Frasier Meadows here in Boulder.  We are enjoying living 
here and are especially pleased how well this CCRC managed the Covid crisis.   I also enjoy biking, hiking, 
concerts and being part of a book group. We have a son and daughter who currently live here in Boulder. 
 
  



  



Katherine Kaufmann Snelson 
 
Broadstrokes:  I still live in NYC in my apartment 12 blocks from my daughter and her family.  With Covid 
restrictions we hardly saw each other all year.  My 9 year old grand son is in 3rd grade, my 19 year old is a 
freshman at University of Arizona – first semester was from home.  Now he’s there.   
I am still practicing psychoanalysis and psychotherapy half days.  As it is, I’ve paid one full year rent on 
my office and haven’t used it yet.  Just keeping the plants alive. 
Four years ago, Ken died at 89 of prostate cancer.  Since then, I have become  involved with a new man….a 
photo of us together with the dog, Annie should accompany this. 
Politics these last years has been much on my mind.  I’ve felt I had lost the country I grown up to love and 
respect.  It’s been very disillusioning – but this wasn’t the first painful period.  We’ve had many. For me, 
things are looking up with our new administration. 
Narrow strokes:  I work, go to the gym in my building or walk or bike in the country.  I have a trainer I’ve 
been seeing on FaceTime all year, 3 times a week. I cook, eat, do dishes endlessly, stream movies and 
other shows, read less than I would like, but always the New York Times first thing in the morning.  Being 
in a new relationship, and at this age, takes a lot of time and energy. 
I miss friends, family, movie theaters, museums, theater – all the reasons I’ve lived here in NYC.  Soon our 
life will start to resemble something more familiar and hopefully include travel again. 
I’ve had both vaccinations and hope you all have too.  
I’ve kept up with my South Rocky Group of 8 through monthly zoom meetings this last year.  Otherwise 
we meet every 1 ½ years or so.   We’ve known each other for 64 years.  So MHC still runs deep. 
 

 

  



 



  



 



  



 

  



  



  



  



  



Susan Rhodes Brown 

More Change 
 

All of us who graduated from Mount Holyoke College in 1961 have encountered multiple 

changes. My husband, Duncan and I, have been married since 1961 and we relish our years of 

companionship, family, travel and plain old fun. Of course, like everyone, we’ve had 

heartaches, too, but we try to accept those as part of our ever-changing reality. 

 

Our children and grandchildren are all healthy. Two of the six have graduated from college and 

the rest are working toward degrees. Our son, Barrett, is CEO of Cedarworks, and our daughter, 

Sarah, is in the third year of a doctoral program in neuropsychology. 

 

Duncan and I have made one of our largest changes in the past year. After years of enjoying 

cold winters we decided to give up skiing, simply to protect our aging joints, and discovered 

that cold winters aren’t much fun without outdoor activities to provide a focus. Enter Florida: 

last March (2020), we purchased a condominium in Sarasota, persuaded by the profusion of 

cultural offerings there. We just moved in and already know that, contrary to our younger 

expectations, we’ll happily spend lots of time in Florida - even without skiing. - 

 

 
 

 

Biggest change to date: exchanging winter on ski slopes for winter in Florida. 
 
Hope to see you all (so to speak) at reunion! 
Susan Rhodes Brown 
  



Mount Holyoke College 60th 
Reunion – May 21-May 22, 

2021 
   

 As I write this page, I am 
grateful to be able to say that 
my husband, Steve, and I are 
both fully vaccinated, that 
several of our adult children 
and their spouses have been 
vaccinated, and that our entire 
family has stayed healthy 
during the pandemic. 
 This has been a year of 
change and transition for us.  
After 45 years, we sold our 
beloved home in White Plains, 
New York, in December 2019, 
pre-pandemic.  In January, we 
went to Viet Nam on a 
wonderful Harvard Alumni trip.  
In February, we went to San 

Francisco to see our youngest grandchildren (twins, now aged 9), whom we have not seen since.   We were planning to 
divide our time between an apartment in New York City and our summer home on Martha’s Vineyard.  The pandemic 
changed that.  We have been on Martha’s Vineyard since returning from California and have recently become residents 
of Massachusetts.   
 During this past year, we have spent much of our time on Zoom, both personally and professionally.  Steve 
continues to work as an environmental lawyer, and devotes much of his time to his work as Chair of the New York City Bar 
Association’s Task Force on The Rule of Law.  I continued teaching at Pace University School of Education through the 2020 
spring semester, first in person and then virtually.   I am currently on leave from teaching, but am still involved as a member 
of the School of Education Advisory Board.  Because of Zoom, during this transition time, we have been able to stay 
connected to our various activities related to our New York life.  We have also begun to become more involved in activities 
and the community here on the Island.   In some ways, Zoom has deepened our connections and relationships with many 
people who are important in our lives.  Steve and I remain committed to and actively involved in social justice causes and 
issues, including my working on the presidential election. 
 Our four children, three sons and a daughter, their spouses and their children live all over the country, San 
Francisco, Ann Arbor, White Plains and, happily for us, here on Martha’s Vineyard.  Three of our grandchildren are 
currently in college having a very different experience from what we and our children had.  We are hoping for a big family 
reunion this summer on Martha’s Vineyard.  Although we haven’t made any specific plans, we are also looking forward to 
traveling again.  We are hopeful that the country will begin to emerge from the losses and suffering experienced during 
the pandemic, that we will begin to heal as a country, and that we will become a more just society for all.   
 My memories of my days at Mount Holyoke always fill me with deep gratitude, richness, and a desire to continue 
to learn and grow.  This desire has guided me during this time of the pandemic, helping me feel that, although there have 
been limitations and disappointments, there have also been opportunities to reflect, move in different directions, and find 

and create new, meaningful, and joyful experiences.  
 
Joan Schlosberg Kass ‘61 
  



Carol Schwartz Haag 

 

My news is that as a 5th career Unitarian Universalist minister (preceded by Social Worker, Mother, Girl Scout 

organizer, and  Peace worker) I retired from official service in 2003.   Since then I have volunteered for the 

Universalist Retreat and Renewal Center Murray Grove in New Jersey as board member and then, 6th career, 

as fundraiser, establishing and chairing the development committee.   

The fun really started a 

decade ago when we 

launched plans for the 

Sestercentenial (250th) 

anniversary of the first 

Universalist sermon 

preached in America on 

September 30, 1770, by 

John Murray.  Prospects 

for a major weekend 

celebration in September 

2020 were rolling along - 

and then COVID hit.  

There were going to be 

NO crowds gathering on 

the Murray Grove 

campus.  We pivoted to a 

virtual program and, silver 

lining, people could 

connect from all over the 

country.  Participants were from 55 UU congregations in 25 states and Canada and well over 1000 participated 

in a live streamed worship service on Sunday.  Maximum bed capacity at Murray Grove is 44, so quite a 

success.   

 

In addition to the Sestercentennial event itself, we commissioned a performance of “Love Notes,” a dramatic 

rendition of the correspondence, leading to their marriage,  between Judith Sargent and John Murray that was 

performed several times in various locations over the year.  And the final triumph was building a 

representation of the Hand in Hand, the ship that brought John Murray and Universalism to our shores 250 

years ago.  It now rests on the grounds of Murray Grove in Lanoka Harbor, New Jersey.  Welcome all! —  come 

visit, see the Hand in hand, find rest and renewal and support the Murray Grove mission of bringing love and 

justice to all. 

www.murraygrove.org 

 

 

http://www.murraygrove.org/


  



Carol Spalding Bulkeley 
25 Woodview Lane, Woodside CA 94062 

kinnieb@aol.com  cell: 650 520-3386 
 

I will have been married to my husband John for 60 years this September.  Aside from the normal ups and 
downs, (I threw a plate at him once; he ducked and it broke against the fireplace), we have had a good life and 
a good marriage.  We have 3 children, all of whom are married, and three grandchildren.  Although our legal 
address is California, we spend about 5 months at Hayden Lake in northern Idaho where we enjoy lake 
activities in the summer and fall colors in the autumn. John, an avid fly fisherman, spends a lot of time at our 
Clark Fork River cabin in Montana where I join him periodically.  He’s a lot better fisherperson than I am.  Since 
John retired 20 years ago, we have done a lot of traveling including annual visits to Mexico. Some of our 
adventures: fly fishing, hiking and golfing in New Zealand, 5 trips to various countries in Africa, biking in 
Morocco and Europe, snorkeling in the South Pacific, and golfing in various places. We’ve been to Antarctica 
and Easter Island. In 2020 we made it to Mexico before being shut down.  John has survived one heart attack 
and two bouts of prostate cancer, and I am healthy (still walking 18 holes of golf), so we hope to continue our 
active lifestyle a bit longer.  We still have our own hips, knees and shoulders. Two of our grandchildren have 
graduated from college and are working in NYC.  Our third is still at home in Davis, Ca.  Getting everyone 
together is a challenge, but we see them as often as possible. Pictures:  Mexico, Easter Island, with our 
children in Hayden Lake, fly fishing on the Missouri River in Montana. 
 

 
 

 
  

mailto:kinnieb@aol.com


Virginia Sparrow Smith 

smithsm1@cox.net 

Ten days after graduation I married and moved to Fort Knox, KY with my husband Mike who was completing his stint in 

the Army.  There our first daughter was born, and shortly after, we moved to Washington DC.  For two years we worked 

at Sidwell Friends School where I ran the children's library, while Mike taught and coached.  We then moved to the 

University of Illinois where I worked while Mike pursued a Master's degree.  When Mike graduated, he accepted a job at 

United Aircraft Research Lab in East Hartford, CT, and for the past 54 years, Mike and I have lived happily in Manchester, 

CT!  Since both of us were Army brats and moved numerous times, it still surprises me that we have been content to 

stay in one place.  However, we do spend our summers at our nearby lakefront cottage, so we are able to get a change 

of scenery! 

We had two more daughters, six years apart, which probably makes me the longest serving PTA member in our class!  

For a number of years, I sang with our local Gilbert and Sullivan group, hiding in the last row of the chorus.  As a church 

deacon, I served as the liaison between a dozen church groups and Honor Court which oversees court ordered meetings 

for addicts..  I earned my Master Gardener certificate, and took many non-credit courses at our community college.  We 

housed a French foreign exchange student for a year, but spoke mostly English except when her parents and two 

brothers came to visit for a couple of weeks.  They didn't speak English, so my MHC minor in French got a real workout!   

When our youngest was six years old, I started classes for my MBA at the University of CT, graduating in 1983.  However, 

I never pursued a career and instead worked at about ten different jobs over the years.  Among other things, I wrote 

research papers for medical devices, and taught courses at our local community college.  In addition, I also not only sold 

computers, but assembled them as well.  Mike thinks that I am one of the few wives who can open up her husband's 

computer and repair it for him!  We also were foster parents for four emotionally disturbed or physically handicapped 

children.  For a few summers, I took all of our children to summer camp in Maine, where I taught swimming. 

The most interesting job I had was my last one, working at American Airlines making phone reservations.  The travel 

benefits were what really made the job worthwhile, and the perks extend into my retirement years!  For employees, 

travel costs were low, and we could make flight plans at the last minute. Mike and I went to Japan several times to visit a 

daughter who was teaching there. Later, that same daughter lived in Europe for ten years, so we made annual trips to 

visit her.  We went to the Caribbean, and sometimes found ourselves to be the oldest couple at the honeymoon resorts!   

When I retired from American in 1999, I became a docent at the Wadsworth Atheneum Museum of Art,  and also 

volunteered to be an usher at the Bushnell Center for the Performing Arts.  Both of these activities have kept me busy 

for the past 22 years.  And now that the pandemic is finally winding down, we look forward traveling again and visiting 

our six grandchildren. 

  



  

Marian Strong Moore 

As I reflect on the 5 years since our last reunion, one phrase takes the headline:  

 Life Changing and Growing 

John, my husband of 55 years, died after several years of suffering with Parkinson’s and accompanying Lewy 
Bodies dementia.  If there is any good news of his last years, it is that he was well cared for in the skilled 
nursing area of our Life Care Community.  While I was sad that we could not live together during his last year, I 
was able to visit with him every day and was comforted knowing he was in good hands.  As many of you know, 
the grieving process is a bit of a roller coaster but, I am surrounded by loving family and very supportive 
friends.  It does not get any better. 

The choice that John and I made, close to seven years ago, continues to have been a good one.  I am 
grateful to him every day for his making it possible for us to afford to move to Seabury Life Care Community.  
Close friendships have developed and I have seized upon new activities.  It seems that my career in non-profit 
development continues as I serve on the Board of Directors of the Seabury Charitable Foundation, whose 
mission is to provide for residents who have outlived their resources through no fault of their own and for 
projects that enhance the lives of those in our community.  Our donor base consists of residents and the 
families of residents.  We rely heavily on bequests and planned giving.  

My new Seabury pals are very active.  We play pickleball outside year round.  We xc ski, snowshoe, 
play tennis, lots of hiking and some biking.  I am active in the Residents Council and continue activities with old 
friends like church choir, book group and bridge group, symphony and theatre.  Let’s hear it for ZOOM!!  
Another exciting activity is the Adult Learning Program sponsored by the University of Connecticut.  Lots of 
fascinating lectures on topics I wish I had studied at MHC, had I more time. I am getting quite proficient at 
ZOOM, as are many of you. 

While I miss John a great deal, life is full and interesting.  Do I wish to be young, again?  Only in the 
physical sense because I cannot do all that I have over the years.  But, it is Okay.  That’s life and there’s much 
else to do and enjoy.  Besides, it is interesting watching me do some growing.  Would that I knew then what I 
know now!!!  Do I have regrets?  Sure, don’t we all?  I am trying to focus on what I can do and be in the next 
five years. 

 Watching my children bring up fantastic children is an enormous joy.  Of course, I love them to pieces 
but, also I like being around them as interesting people. 

What I will miss this reunion is the chance to sit and chat and get to know you better. Each reunion I 
have had the opportunity to do that and find that I wish I had known that woman while at MHC. Let’s make 
lunch dates and look forward to our 65th reunion! 
 

  



  



  



 



  



WELLES. Sherry  Urner 
 

 2016 -2021: Five years of aging, moving to a CCRC, evading the virus, enduring separation from family 
and friends. I feel fortunate on so many levels and in so many aspects of my life. 
 I don’t feel old, I don’t act old, I look a little bit old – but not like my grandmothers 60 years ago!  I 
enjoy tennis, walking (especially on the beach,) water aerobics, and gardening.  I take low dose blood pressure 
meds – that’s all. I don’t need naps. My weight has only changed a bit…. I have energy for a busy life! 
 My husband, Jim, has had some significant cardiac issues in the past 3 years and is now dealing with 
pain and restricted activity as a result of a worn-out knee. Our sailing days are over, travel is no longer an 
option, but we exercise together in the pool and partner for a lot of bridge (most recently on-line, of course,) 
and love time with our kids, grandkids and friends; this is an acceptable trade-off. 
 Because we’re 81+, because health care issues are inevitable, because I didn’t want either of us to be a 
future caregiver without medical support, and because we wanted to move to a new community when we 
were still capable of enjoying a new lifestyle, of making new friends, of joining and enjoying community-
sponsored activities  - for all these reasons we sold our condo in the beach and tennis community (Sea Oaks)  
in Vero Beach, FL and moved to a life-care residential community, also in Vero Beach. We’re adjusting, happy, 
relieved to be where we are!  It helps that we have our cottage at the shore (N.J.) where we plan to spend 4 + 
months, escaping the Florida summer and finally enjoying family and friends in our BayHead home.   
 Covid-19 is a relentless and virulent virus, and it certainly changed our daily lives for the past year+ - 
and for months to come.  We were careful and vigilant, and horrified by the mounting tragedies as a result of 
this novel virus.  We were terrified when our daughter and husband were hospitalized in Conn last April; I’ve 
never felt so helpless as I did that week. (Nancy and Scott are fine today, and I’m grateful for their resilience 
and good health.) So, like most everyone else, we passed the months of quasi-quarantine with jig-saw puzzles, 
trying new recipes, sorting through closets and cupboards – AND being ready at a moment’s notice to show 
our condo to any prospective buyer. It took 6 months to sell… The good news is that we had 6 extra months in 
SeaOaks with friends and familiar surroundings, with a great beach across the street, pools to keep us active 
and cool, and even tennis “with our own ball.” Tho’ no parties or large gatherings, we were happy to invite 
friends for a “driveway drink” = BYO chair, drink and snack, and 6’ distancing! 
 Zoom has been a blessing during Covid. Zoom enabled us to “meet” with our children regularly. I’ve 
been zooming with my high school classmates weekly. I’ve kept up with Board commitments and town 
meetings via Zoom. And for the past few months as Nom Comm chair I’ve joined the Reunion Planning 
Committee meeting, weekly, on Zoom to plan the 60th reunion – 18 of us, with great leadership from Barbara 
Freeman Douglas and Mary Ginn Weinland, working creatively to make this virtual reunion memorable and 
fun.  Wish we could share hugs, but we’ll have to be content with “virtual hugs!” 
 

 

  



Dear Friends,                                                                                                               

When my husband and I went to have our two Covid-19 shots, I asked everyone, servicing the center, if they were 

volunteering. The answer was “Yes” for everyone. Today my daughter called…she was on her way to volunteer at her 

local vaccination site in Vermont. It thrilled me that so many people are willing to give time to help with the battle to 

control Covid-19.  

My husband has Alzheimer’s Disease and we belong to an organization in Brewster that supports the patient and the 

care giver. Two days ago, I tripped in the garage and fell with my head hitting the edge of a wooden step.  I quickly had a 

bump the size of a goose egg. A neighbor took me to the hospital and soon the people in the support group learned 

about my story. Since then, I have had calls asking about my health, if I wanted supper, if I wanted…anything. I am 

surrounded by very kind people.  

With all of the dreadful news we hear daily about the loss of life from Covid-19, the loss of voting rights, the impacts of 

racism, the hardships of people everywhere…these kindnesses restore one’s feeling of goodness in the world. 

We have two daughters, one a doctor in Vermont with three children and the other a journalist, currently working for 

the Boston Globe, with one little girl.        

                    

We love our home and so have decided to stay in it as long as we can. I vow to be more careful, however.                                                                                              

Sue Wheatley Carr           

  



  



 


