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From the Alumni President

Team Players

One of the things I enjoy most about my work with the Washington and
Alumni Board is our meetings on campus twice a year, on Homecoming and Alyp
weekends. It is always great to be back on campus and there are, of course, all ¢
requisite activities that accompany these big weekep
on the University calendar. In addition, the Alup
Board spends a good deal of time meeting with and heg
ing from University officials, administration, and fac
as well as other alumni volunteers and students.

The feeling I always come away with—and it’s sopn
thing my fellow directors agree on—is managing a
versity is an incredibly complex task, one ¢}
Washington and Lee performs extremely well. I wish
of you could experience the Alumni Board’s front-
seat and behind-the-scenes view of Washington and

It takes many people to operate a university, espee
ly to do so with the skill and personal attention of Wa
ington and Lee. The admissions staffs of both the |;
and undergraduate school fill the campus with the best and brightest students, w
the deans and faculty guide and shape in the pursuit of knowledge. Coaches provi
one of many extracurricular classrooms. The Buildings and Grounds crew keeps ¢
campus looking its best. The Dining Hall folks make sure that students and visit
alike are well-fed. The University Relations group, including the alumni, comm
cations, and development offices, keeps us in touch with our @/ma mater while we
ing to secure the resources necessary to maintain our institutional goals. The treasi
er’s and business offices manage our fiscal resources so that we can continue to of
one of America’s best values among national liberal arts colleges.

Credit for Washington and Lee’s excellence among educational institutions
to many people. On any team there is a leader, and much of the credit for the suce
of our Washington and Lee team goes to President John Wilson.

Wilson’s tenure has seen the construction of the Lenfest Center for the Perfor
ing Arts, Gaines Hall dormitory, and the Watson Pavilion for Asian Arts. Ackng
ledging the importance of history and tradition of the University, Wilson advoca
Fraternity Renaissance and worked to truly strengthen the Greek system while ot
schools were taking the easy way out and abolishing fraternities altogether. Wi
saw W&L through undergraduate coeducation—a challenging yet vital step to €
the University’s future strength, and one that has been accomplished very well.

President Wilson’s stewardship of Washington and Lee’s physical, academic,
cal, and historical resources is indeed palpable. Just as there will eventually be =
students, new faculty, new courses taught, and new buildings built, the Board
Trustees will soon name a new president—the University’s 22nd.

We are grateful for the work John has done on behalf of Washington and
Throughout his tenure, John has been very respectful of those who have gone b
him while also being “not unmindful of the future.” As alumni looking towards
250th birthday and beyond, we too, must be non incautus futuri. As we start yet ang
er chapter in the life of Washington and Lee I trust we can count on you for your €
tinued support, interest, and encouragement.

Robert K. Wittpenn ’82
President, W&L Alumni Association
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Leader of the Club

The headlines on all the obituaries
for my friend Bill Pusey (In Memoriam,
page 55) described him as an ex-profes-
sor of German.

Well, yes. As Dr. Leyburn had been a
professor of sociology; as Bob Huntley
taught law.

I never took a course in German, so
the headline I'd have written would
have been more along these lines: W.W.
Pusey 11 Dies at 84: Soul and Personality of
Washington and Lee. Or perhaps a head-
line in the language of the business
world: Led Successful Program as Dean,
Acting President to Re-engineer WEL.

On reflection, my headlines would
have been a bit much for the commer-
cial media. What is incontestable, how-
ever, are these three remarkable ele-
ments of Bill Pusey’s legacy.

1. You don’t have to go to W&L to earn a
place in the WEL pantheon. As in all major
religions, converts to W&Lism often
become its most ardent and articulate
proponents, and Dean Pusey is an out-
standing example. He went to Haver-
ford and Columbia—not exactly disad-
vantages, surely, but circumstances that
sealed his fate less inevitably than (for
example) attending W&L did mine. In
the ranks of non-alumni who’ve left
their permanent imprints on W&L, he
joins Dr. Gaines, Dean Leyburn, Jim
Whitehead, the namesakes of nearly
every building on campus, and a dozen
others. Not to mention W. and L. them-
selves, of course.

2. Clubs are incredibly important. I'm
not sure why. They just are. I know a
woman who quite overtly evaluates peo-
Ple on their “clubbability”—that is,
Whether she’d want to belong to the
same club. Bill Pusey belonged to every
club you can imagine. He was the first
Mman to join the Rockbridge County
League of Women Voters (in this, as in
nearly everything he did, he was
Inspired by a certain puckishness, in
addition to noble motives of duty). He

also belonged to the Fortnightly, a Lex-
ington scholars’ discussion group that
expected its members to commit serious
research and prepare papers worthy of
publication, which the group would dis-
cuss and criticize; and he was an officer
of the Pub Club, whose purpose and
meetings were only a little less elegant.

But for my money, Bill Pusey gets
the Clubbability Trophy for having
founded the Foxstick Hiking Club, a
group of gentlemen (back in the days
when that was permissible) who went
out on Sunday afternoons, whenever it
wasn’t too wet, too hot, or too cold.

The Foxstick Club embraced all
manner of former boys, from the mayor
and the editor of the local newspaper to
various W&L colleagues. Bill Pusey was
Trailmaster-in-Perpetuity. On our hikes
we all carried Foxsticks (weapons in
case we ever encountered a fox, which
mercifully never happened), and we
congratulated ourselves on our modest
perambulatory accomplishments with a
swig or more of Foxnip, the recipe to
which I assume he took with him to the
next world. (I hope he did; none of us
has it here.)

3. And so is civility. This is the single
attribute that I think his friends most
closely associate with Bill Pusey. It’s the
value that he always said is the most
important in the world—and the most
endangered.

At Washington and Lee, he personi-
fied it. He and his wife of 50 years, Mary
Hope, who died four years ago, con-
stantly entertained students as well as
faculty in their storybook home, where
more than a few of us encountered our
first (and for most, our last) finger bowls.

But Bill Pusey’s civility went well
beyond social gatherings. I think his
constant concern for civility resulted
from a combination of instinct, intellect,
and environment. I doubt that he ever
met anyone he didn’t like, and if he did,
you never could tell, which is probably a
pretty good start at defining the term.

So I'll miss Bill Pusey a lot—for all
the reasons we always miss friends who
die, but for these other three as well.

Robert Keefe 68
New York City

Is He or Isn’t He?

Robert Mottley’s portrait of John
Wilson (Fall 1994) is probably as close as
our Alumni Magazine will ever come to
grappling with the legacy of our outgo-
ing president. The article captures the
Wilson that many of us remember fond-
ly: the adoptive son of the South whose
love for W&L is beyond impeachment
and the aloof academic whose eccentric-
ities of dress and habit possess an
endearing quality. To know Wilson is to
develop an appreciation for the intro-
verted stoic who absorbs his critics’
attacks with a sincere bewilderment.

There is, however, the proverbial
other side. It is the Wilson whose admit-
ted “elitism” led him to defend the
Confidential Review Committee and
law school military recruitment ban. It is
the Wilson whose confessed “micro-
management” has overwhelmed faculty
department heads and whose bent for
documentation had diminished a once-
pervasive trust and comradery among
professors—necessitating an ever-bur-
geoning “administrati.” And it is the
Wilson whose quick Irish temper has
thrust the University into precarious
positions and has alienated many stu-
dents, faculty, and alumni from their
president.

Perhaps Wilson is not some political-
ly correct monolith who has rent Wash-
ington and Lee from her tradition-rich
past. But if so, why the preoccupation
with convincing alumni that he isn’t and
he hasn’t?

Cameron Humphries 93
Manhattan Beach, Calif.

A True Southern Lady

I read with sadness of the passing of
Emily Penick Pearse. While I attended
law school at Washington and Lee, I had
the pleasure of serving as student cura-
tor of Lee Chapel. Many of my fondest
memories of that job were from my daily
contacts with the cadre of ladies who
worked at the chapel with me. Emily
Pearse burst upon the scene in 1969,
just as I started my second year as cura-
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tor, and imbued me with the love of my
University, and General Lee, which I
continue to feel to this day.

Once, while visiting with her at her
home in Nags Head, N.C., we attended
Easter Sunday services together.
Unhappy with the organist, who was
closing the service with a rather pathetic
version of “Jesus Christ is Risen Today,”
Emily, who was an accomplished organ-
ist, rushed from the pew and made her
way to the balcony and literally pushed
the organist aside and the organ echoed
forth with her beautiful rendition of the
same song.

Emily was in every sense of the word
a true Southern lady and shall be greatly
missed.

Robert Austin Vinyard ’70L
Abingdon, Va.

Your notice of the death of Emily
E.P. Pearse and the intriguing and
evocative photograph accompanying it
(Fall 1994) beg elaboration from those
who knew her even slightly.

At the time I knew her, in the late
1970s, Mrs. Pearse was one of the most
striking people in Lexington, not the
least due to a complexion, high-coloring,
gaze and luxuriant white hair which sug-
gested, in a radiant and more lively
manner, the look of Queen Victoria in
later portraits. She had, in fact, the same
look of penetrating and alert intelli-
gence much remarked by biographers of
the Queen Empress—the famous “drill
eye” which, in Mrs. Pearse’s case, was
accompanied by an equally “drill ear” of
perfect pitch. She was adamant about
the tuning of the Lee Chapel organ and
could often be heard to say, for instance,
that the G or F was “not right.”

Mrs. Pearse, who insisted on student
friends using her Christian name, led a
very full and fascinating life which she
could relate with buoyant anecdote and
wit. As a girl, she had known Mary
Custis Lee and was fond of one story
concerning General Lee’s daughter and
her father, University treasurer Paul
Penick, which explained something of
the origins of her own wit. “I was fright-
ened of Mary Custis Lee as a child,” she
said, “and thought her a horrible old

maid which, of course, she wasn’t really,
but to a child she would seem that way.
One day she came into my father’s
office and began to lecture him about
where she intended to be buried. She
had a black parasol and pointed it at my
father’s chest and said she wanted him
to understand that she expected him to
make sure she was buried in Lexington.
He looked her straight in the eye and
said, ‘Miss Mary Custis, nothing would
give me greater pleasure than to see that
you are buried in Lexington.” ”

By her account, Mrs. Pearse’s life in
Washington was no less interesting and,
in the late 1930s, she housed the family
of Baron von Trapp after their escape
from Austria. She had a genuine appre-
ciation for high-spiritedness and retold
with unabashed glee of young men she
had known filling the reflecting pools
and fountains along the Washington
Mall with soap powders.

This affinity for high spirits actually
transcended many decades of cultural
change. In the winter of 1976, she
offered me a ticket to the Rockbridge
Concert Theater Series and said she
would come pick me up at my dormitory
room before going to a recital at VML
Aghast that she might be witness to
either the roughhouse or lewdness
endemic to Gilliam and Graham-Lees in
those days, I quickly arranged a ren-
dezvous for another place. I apologized
to her for having to do this, but she let
me know good-naturedly that she
“knew all about sons,” had grown up
around Washington and Lee and, like
Kipling, knew that young men in bar-
racks would not be angels.

Several years later, I encountered
Mrs. Pearse at her station in Lee
Chapel, recuperating from a broken leg
which was the result of a fall on an icy
street a few days before Easter. At that
time, she was serving as the interim
organist for the Baptist church and,
rather than disappoint the congregation,
she played for the Easter services, sus-
tained throughout, according to a then-
current story, by ammonia capsules.
Setting a leg was clearly secondary to
doing out the duty.

On another occasion, she related to
me her experiences at the United

Daughters of the Confederacy copy
tion, held in Alexandria that y
Apparently Mrs. Pearse, who, ingj
tally, possessed a clarion of vojee
great force and volume when requi
and a half-dozen of her friends k
trapped in an elevator during a
the Masonic Memorial. “Wel],
never heard such noise from so m
ridiculous old women, thinking
were going to be killed or some g
nonsense, so I told them right then
there to be quiet. What would Gey
Lee have done, if he had been s
an elevator? He would not start scre:
ing and crying like this, I said. |
never so ashamed of anyone as [ w
those women carrying on like that,
just told them to hush right now,
they did.”

The text of her chapel tours
intoned and incanted more like a ro
than any docent’s guide book;
always invited guests to look at
Recumbent Lee’s left hand which,
her pronunciation, was “veky
quisite.” On the anniversary of Gen
Lee’s death each year, following
memorial service in the chapel, t
prayerful tone was decidely more
giac, and touched very near to the mo
fully sublime.

One cannot help reflecting v
incredulity that so many Washing
and Lee students failed to make &
effort to know or appreciate Virgi
of her stripe. Mrs. Pearse was a vital
palpable link to some of the most de
mining episodes of Washington
Lee’s history, and the manner of her
was resonant with associations far n
relevant to the essential nature of
two men for whom the Universit
named than those of the many self-¢
scious, self-appointed, or self-pro
arbiters and explicators of the “
Experience.”

Frederick Madison Smith
Marietta, Ga.

Truth, Honor, and Leybur

I am at the age that I read the
Memoriam section of the Alumni



gzine before scouting out the exploits of
living classmates or the achievements of
the current (and s0 vibrantly youthful)
student body. As always [ am struck by
the events that surrounded the lives of
the men who attended W&L in the
1920s, '30s, and ’40s. Whatever their
careers, In Memoriam notes their mili-
tary service during World War II, usually
listed matter-of-factly in a paragraph
about their lives. A pattern emerges,
over time, that many graduates of that
era served in war and continued as civic
and church leaders in the years that fol-
lowed. As a veteran of the Vietnam War,
I don’t envy or see glory in anyone’s
battlefield experience, but I do long for
the certainty these men appear to share
with their contemporaries about faith in
the nation and themselves.

It was also wonderful to see the trib-
utes to Dr. Leyburn (Summer 1994).
After two years away from the campus, |
returned in the summer of 1964 as a
junior with no clear idea of what courses
to take. Walking with my new spouse
along the campus, we found Dr. Ley-
burn tending roses in the garden at the
back of his house. He spent more than
an hour listening and then suggesting
that I ask Dr. Jenks to be my advisor in
the study of history. Dr. Leyburn sug-
gested that I get my nose out of the col-
lege catalogue and the various course
requirements and become educated by
taking classes from the best professors.

Dr. Leyburn had an abiding belief in
the abilities of his students. He saw and
encouraged in me the quality of scholar-
ship, something I did not easily see in
myself. Accepting his challenge, I wrote
a paper comparing the similarities in
pattern and theme, chapter by chapter,
of Homer’s Odyssey and Joyce’s Ulysses.
The result was a handshake, a smile,
and an unqualified A. It was his pleasure
at my accomplishment that both sur-
prised and satisfied me.

I have changed much—and lost
WUCh—sincc those days in 1960s Lex-
ington. But the inspiration and the wis-
dom and the deepest values of truth and
honor will remain with me always.

Bruce W. Rider ’66

Grapevine, Texas

A Few Good Men

I certainly enjoyed William Cocke’s
article, “Civil Warriors” (Summer 1994),
highlighting alumni such as Bill Brock
’53 and Bob Goodlatte 771 who have
brought honor to the political system. By
personal experience, I got to know the
good character of Billy Webster *79
when his business conducted a voter
registration effort several years ago. An
error was made on a form and to imple-
ment a legal correction he put aside par-
tisanship and contacted me to file the
proceedings. Renowned Democrat that
he is, he employed our county’s only
Republican-oriented law firm.

In this day of dirty tricks and
“gotcha” journalism, it is refreshing to
know that civility can succeed and that
indeed there are good people desiring to
serve the public.

Joe Wilson 69
West Columbia, S.C.

Wilson is a South Carolina state senator.

Definition, Please

After reading “Cy of Relief” (Fall
1994) with great interest and emotion, |
consulted Webster’s about the meaning of
disorder (as in, “Cy Twombly, modern
art’s ‘Granddaddy of Disorder,’ redis-
covers the quiet of Lexington”). The
gentleman defines it as: 1. lack of order;
2. breach of the peace or public order; 3.
an abnormal physical or mental condi-
tion: AILMENT.

May I ask: What is your definition?

Philipp R. Amlinger
Fairfield, Va.

The Alumni Magazine of Washington
and Lee welcomes letters. Address corre-
spondence to: University Editor, Washington
and Lee, Publications Office, Lexington, VA
24450. Letters may also be faxed to (703)
463-8024. All letters should include the
author’s name, address, and daytime phone
number. Letters selected for publication may
be edited for length, content, and style.
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The Colonnade

Mock Convention ‘96: One More Year ‘

Fundraising Underway as Committee Eyes April Kickoff

Forget the New Hampshire primary. Ignore the lowa caucuses. The true i"dicatq»
of the presidential nomination process is officially underway. This month marks
beginning of the fundraising drive for Washington and Lee’s 1996 Mock
Convention—and as the first Republican convention in 16 years, the '96 gala holds 5

special excitement for the predominapg.

Eyes on the prize: From left, Mock Conven-

tion committee members Bob Ross, Courtney
Tucker, and David Stewart, all members of
the Class of 96, gather their plans for next
year’s Republican gala.

ly Republican student body and lt:a(je,,r
ship team alike. “Students will be tm'!,
into it and want that person to win,” saye.
political chairman Bob Ross 96, whe
hopes the excitement will spread go
alumni in the support of contributions,
Though funds are allotted from the
school’s executive committee, the over.
whelming majority of the funding f
Mock Convention is generated through
fundraising, according to treasurer
Ronnie Brown '96. He plans to solicit
alumni chapters for donations early on,
with a major donor push during Home-
coming and Parents’ Weekends thi';
year. Other support targets current
seniors and their parents, as well
Lexington residents and businesses.
The two-day, $250,000 political pa
is the biggest quadrennial event on th
Washington and Lee campus. In addi
tion to the expense of the event its
costs include research from states 4

any area with voting rights as well as speakers’ fees. (Think Mario Cuomo cam
cheap? Think again.) When general chairman David Stewart 96, personnel chai
Courtney Tucker 96, and Ross were chosen last January, along with Brown and se¢
retary Thomas Becker 96, the group combed through old files and minutes to formu
late their basic duties and then went from there, making changes as they went alon
One new addition is an advisory board, which includes National Review editor Willi
F. Buckley Jr.; Stephen Danzansky ’61, former deputy assistant to President Bus
Representative Bob Goodlatte '77L; Dallas attorney and former trustee Richat
Haynes ’58; former secretary of commerce Robert Mosbacher '47, "49L; pollster ¥
Lance Tarrance Jr. *63; and U.S. Senator John Warner '49. “We felt that would be
good way to network with alums and get other people involved,” says Ross. With th
addition of Roger Mudd ’50 and Charles McDowell '48 as media consultants, R'
hopes the insight and contacts of all the advisors will benefit the Convention.

An ongoing source of income has been the Sumners Foundation in Texas, whi
set up a trust fund for Mock Convention, and the committee draws the interest on &
fund’s capital every four years. “It is enabling us to have better research and bett
correspondence with different speakers,” Brown notes, “and basically making Mo€
Convention a whole lot bigger ordeal than it would have been without it.”

The first phase of actual research begins this spring, with the appointment of st
chairmen and their committees contacting alumni and Republican Party figures
their respective states. Other work to be done includes lining up speakers for both @
spring kickoff, to be held April 28, and next year’s convention itself. Ross hopes
land an announced or potential presidential candidate for the April kickoff—althou
it’s too soon to tell at this writing.—By Lakeisha Townes *95



cameras in the Classroom

All was normal as assistant professor
Greve Desjardins lectured to his Chem-
istry 100 class Dec. 7—unless you count
the ABC News
camera rolling.
A video crew
spent the day on
campus follow-
ing sophomore
Jennifer Horne
on her schedule,
as the W&L stu-
dent was inter-
viewed for a
special report on
gender issues.
The one-hour
program is slated
to be broadcast on ABC Feb. 1.

Horne, who is both a National Merit
Scholar and a W&L honor scholar from
Manasquan, N.J., was the only college
student interviewed for a segment that
will deal with gender bias on standard-
ized tests. She came to the attention of a
producer after an interview in her home-
town paper last year quoted Horne as
saying she did not think the tests were
gender-biased.

Horne was interviewed at length
about her views on gender issues, partic-
ularly as a student, in the classroom, and
especially in a college that only began
accepting women a decade ago. Should
make for interesting viewing.

Jennifer Hor

Calyx Needs Money

The Calyx is in serious financial trou-
ble. Washington and Lee’s yearbook
since 1897 ran a $12,000 deficit last year,
“and we don’t have the resources to
launch an alumni patron campaign,”
explains business manager Darcey
Livingston ’97.

Alumni interested in being patrons
may send donations in any amount to
The Calyx, Washington and Lee Univer-
sity, University Center, Lexington, VA
24450. A limited number of Calyxes
from years past are still available for $15
€ach by writing the same address.
Telephone inquiries may be made to
Livingston at (703) 462-4046.

Special Collections
Seeks Leyburn Letters

During his 25 years at W&L, James
Graham Leyburn developed a legendary
following as one of the great classroom
teachers in W&L history, a legacy that
was commemorated last May with the
dedication of the James Graham Ley-
burn Library.

The Special Collections section of
the Leyburn Library has a collection of

Leyburn’s papers and is interested in
collecting any and all of Leyburn’s cor-
respondence. “He was a faithful and
prolific correspondent,” notes Special
Collections librarian Vaughan Stanley,
“and corresponded with many W&L
graduates over the years.”

Any alumnus interested in donating
such correspondence to the Leyburn
collection is encouraged to contact
Stanley at (703) 463-8649, by mail, or by
E-mail at stanley.v@wlu.edu.



Midnight Madness
Hits the W&L Bookshelf

W&L senior Andrew Schneider has
prematurely gray hair and a very high
metabolism. “I love to eat,” says the tall,
slim 24-year-old. “Since my parents
were divorced, my mother taught us to
cook,” says the oldest of three siblings,
all of whom are now in college. “She
made us liberated men.”

One of Andrew’s earliest liberating
experiences was doing the family gro-
cery shopping, and soon his mother,
Carol, found the Schneider cupboard
full of things with names like Délices au
Chocolat (more expensive and better-
tasting than Toll House morsels) and
other imported oddball confections from
France, Switzerland, and other foreign
venues. Out of these high grocery bills
came a high concept for a cookbook,
however, and the result is Midnight
Snacks: The Cookbook That Glows in the
Dar# ($15), written by Carol and Andrew
and published to (dare we say) glowing
notices by Clarkson Potter this fall.

Although Andrew and his family hail
from Scarsdale, N.Y., the Scarsdale Diet
this ain’t. Recipes range from comfort
foods that will make you want to crawl
back into bed to wake-up foods that will
keep you up cramming for that last
exam. Most require no more than six
ingredients, use no more than two cook-
ing utensils, and take 15 minutes or less
to prepare. Andrew’s mother, associate
publisher and executive publicity direc-
tor for Random House, did most of the
testing, while the recipes came from
many kitchens. Poet Maya Angelou, a
longtime friend of Carol’s, shared a tip
for using the cooking juices of a roasted
chicken, while Andrew’s friend and
W&L comrade, Shelly Brien '94, offered
her spicy mushroom quesadillas recipe.

Carol Schneider had published a
cookbook calendar and was working on
her first cookbook, Fresk#, when Andrew
hatched “a cool idea”: a cookbook that
glows in the dark. The idea simmered
for a few years until mother and son,
through an agent, pitched the concept to
potential publishers. The first printing
of 11,000 copies was quickly followed by
3,000 more.
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You might even say he glows: Midnight Snacks co-author Andrew Schneider 95 at a WSL

All of which made it a very busy fall
for Andrew. In between exams, he
turned up on a telephone interview on
CNN’s midnight newscast Dec. 9, a seg-
ment that included video footage from a
tasting party and book signing days
before in the W&L Bookstore. Then, on
Dec. 19, Andrew and his mother made
French toast and popcorn oddities for
Katie Couric on the “Today” show
(with dear old Katie getting a plug in for
dear old W&L, the a/ma mater of her
husband, Jay Monahan ’77).

A history major, Andrew plans to pur-
sue a career in communications or poli-
tics after finishing school this June. He’s

tasting and book signing in December. Andrew’s favorite: his own imported oddball confections

been anything but confined to th
kitchen, serving as Hillel president, €€
president of the campus ACLU chaptel
and chairman of Contact, the studen
run and -financed lecture series whi€
brings noted speakers to W&L, such
Midnight in the Garden of Good and E®
author John Berendt back in Novemb€!
What's next? Already there’s talk of
sequel—Low-fat Midnight Snacks
although Andrew admits the idea 18
“bit of an oxymoron.”Of course, we'¥
got an idea of our own: Midnight Snad
in the Garden of Good and Evil.
It’ll keep ’em up nights in Savannai:
—By Evan Ab
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gvan Kemp Steps Closer
To Equal Footing for All

Evan J. Kemp Jr. ’59 has made it his
business to eliminate the liabilities of
disabilitics. One of more than 43 million
disabled Americans, Kemp is a leading
advocate for the
civil rights of the
physically and
mentally dis-
abled as well as a
founding partner
in Invacare, the
world’s largest
maker of home
health-care
products. A 1994
Distinguished Alumnus at W&L, Kemp

recently announced the acquisition of
Division Medical and Transportation, a
Maryland-based company that special-
izes in converting vans and cars to make
them accessible for drivers and passen-
gers with physical disabilities. It’s
another step forward for the former
chairman of the U.S. Equal Employ-
ment Opportunity Commission and one
of the fathers of the Americans with
Disabilities Act. Says Kemp: “We have
begun the final phase of integrating dis-
abled people into society.”

Oh, What Might Have Been

W&L factoid: In a recent interview
published in the Kansas City Star, Rush
Limbaugh Sr., the 103-year-old father of
the outspoken radio and TV commenta-
tor, revealed that he had been accepted
to law school at Washington and Lee—
but that a case of malaria sent him pack-
ing for Missouri. By the time he recov-
ered, the offer was gone, and he went on
to graduate from the University of
Missouri in 1916. “Politics hasn’t seen
anybody like Teddy since then,” said
the senior Limbaugh, who campaigned
for the Bullmoose candidate in 1912.

e

Second Helpings

1965 grad Andrew Kilpatrick’s
second book on Warren Buffett, like
its predecessor, was written without
its subject’s cooperation. Still, Of
Permanent Value, in bookstores now,
doesn’t dish any dirt on the Omaha
investor, says Kilpatrick, a reporter
turned stockbroker in Birmingham.
Well, not much, anyway: “People
said he can’t run a fax machine.”

Labro Grows Up

Even as the less-than-faithful
film version of 7he Foreign Student
disappeared in and out of theaters,
Philippe Labro ’58 has published
another autobiographical novel to
rave reviews and French bestseller-
dom. Un Début a Paris tells the story
of a young newspaperman not
unlike Labro was 35 years ago, in
the employ of a “little man” not
unlike Pierre Lazareff, chief of a
popular evening paper in France.
Next up for Labro: film adaptations
of Quinze Ans and Le Petit Garcon.

Robert E. Lee,
Tabloid Darling

“Wacky hubby is Civil War buff
who loves to play bugle in his
undies!” screamed a portion of a
headline in the Nov. 8 issue of the
Globe tabloid. Not that we would
stoop to reading these things, mind
you, but the story inside offered a
former nanny’s testimony about a
certain alumnus and his collection of
Civil War bugles, and even included
a photo of General Lee himself.
Must have been a slow O.]. week.
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Gerry
Vision

The chairman of the Campaign for Washington and Lee is
also one of the shrewdest dealers in the cable TV business
and a major player in the Australian information outback.

How did H.F. “Gerry” Lenfest 53 get where he is today?

BY DICK ANDERSON




t was 1948. The place was

Mahanoy City, Pa. (although

some folks in Oregon may tell you

otherwise—it’s one of those dis-

putes that will never be resolved),

and a man named John Watson
opened a store where he sold television
sets. Only problem was, Mahanoy City
was at the bottom of a deep valley
where there was no TV reception. So
Watson, who moonlighted for the power
company, erected a tower and antenna
on top of the ridge and ran a cable down
to his store. People saw the reception,
bought the TV sets, took them home—
no reception. No problem, Watson
replied: Buy a TV set from me, I'll run a
cable to your house. He sold 3,000 sets
that way.

Not long after that, hundreds of miles
away in Mercersburg, Pa., Washington
and Lee dean of students Frank J.
Gilliam paid a visit to Mercersburg
Academy, and an 18-year-old senior
named Harold FitzGerald Lenfest took
an interest in coming to W&L. “He was
a great man and a great recruiter,”
recalls Lenfest, who enrolled in the
University in the fall of 1949.

It would be another quarter-century
before Lenfest’s and cable’s future
would be inexorably linked, with the
$2.3 million purchase of Triangle
Communications’ cable TV interests in
1974. Since then, the Lenfest Group has
grown from 7,600 subscribers to 720,000
subscribers and other communications
interests. “If [ have a strength, it’s learn-
ing how to achieve through others and
having faith in people and allowing
them to rise to their top level of
achievement,” says Lenfest, whose
1,000 employees call him “Gerry.”

Lenfest has shown similar strength as
chairman of the Campaign for Washing-
ton and Lee, donating some $7.5 million
of his own money while shepherding an
effort that hopes to reach its $127 mil-
lion goal this spring. Gerry and his wife,
Marguerite, have aided Washington and
Lee at critical junctures in the cam-
paign, first by ponying up $5 million
toward the construction and endowment
of a performing arts center in 1988, and
more recently, by joining forces with
Harte-Hanks Communications chairman
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Houston Harte ’50 to create a challenge
that will match, dollar for dollar, up to
$5 million in contributions from alumni
and friends toward completing the cam-
paign by the end of June.

Gerry Lenfest has come a long way in
the days since cable’s modern infancy.
In those formative years, before CNN
and ESPN and HBO and MTV became
a part of the video lexicon, few people,
Lenfest included, could anticipate the
explosive growth of cable. “But it pro-
vided me with the opportunity of doing
my own thing instead of doing it for
somebody else,” he says at his office in
Pottstown, Pa. “For me it, was impor-
tant at that time.” He tells a story of
meeting a woman, some years back, who
asked him about his background. “I told
her I started out as a lawyer in New
York, and then I took a job in Philadel-
phia, and now I owned a cable system in
LLebanon, Pa. She looked at me and
said, ‘You're moving backwards,” ” he
recalls, laughing.

Gerry Lenfest can afford to laugh.

erry Lenfest was born in
Jacksonville, Fla., and
grew up in Scarsdale,
N.Y., and Hunterdon
County, N.J. “My father,
by education, was a naval
architect and a marine engineer. I grew
up around ship lore and I went to sea a
couple of summers—the one before
W&L and the one before that.” Lenfest
worked in deck maintenance on a
tanker that sailed out of Philadelphia.
“We would pack up crude oil in
Venezuela and take it to a refinery in
Aruba, and then we’d pick up refined
crude oil and take it to Europe,” he
recalls. “It was a good experience.”

By the time the tanker docked in
Philadelphia, Lenfest had missed sum-
mer camp for W&L freshmen at Natural
Bridge. But he quickly immersed him-
self into the W&L scene, playing four
years of soccer and joining the Sigma
Nu fraternity. He went to midshipman’s
school while at W&L, served two years
in the Navy aboard destroyers, and
retired with the rank of captain.

When he married his college sweet-
heart, the former Marguerite Brooks, in

July of 1955, he was in betweep
Navy and law school at Colump;
University. “We met through a friey
my best friend, actually, in Ocean Qe
N.J., in 1951,” he says. “Marguer;,
went to Wilson College in Champ
burg, Pa., and I dated her when [ wae
student. She would come to Lexingtq
and on occasion I would hitchhik
Route 11 to see her because I didn
have a car.” Wilson had a dean of g
dents—*“a very formidable woman,”
Lenfest recalls—“and when I woy
leave Chambersburg, she always g;
me a ride out of town.”
In 1958, Lenfest joined Davis Po
Wardell (the New York law firm foun
ed by Lawyer’s Lawyer John W. Day
1892, 1895), working in trusts a
estates. Senior partner Walter Fletch,
had a very close relationship with cg
munications giant Walter Annenber
and in 1965, when Annenberg aske
Fletcher to select one of the firm
younger attorneys to go to Philadelph
as an associate counsel of his compan
Triangle Publications, “Fletcher sele:
ed me, saying it was an opportunity
I should not overlook,” Lenfest says,
it turned out to be.” 1
Lenfest reported to Joe First,
angle’s general counsel and second-
command to Annenberg. All of the di
sions—which at the time included ra
and TV stations, the Philadelphia Ing
and Daily News, TV Guide, Seventeen
azine, the Daily Racing Form, and cal
TV systems—reported directly to Fi
“This was a rare opportunity for I
because I became more and m¢
involved in business relationships
Triangle,” Lenfest says. After five
as general counsel, Lenfest was nan
managing director of a new division €
sisting of Triangle’s cable interest:
two operating systems in Bingham
N.Y., and Lebanon, Pa.—and Sevent
“I didn’t know anything about a teen
girls magazine,” he says, “but I leart
quickly.”
Reinventing Seventeen became
fest’s number-one priority. “Whel
took over in July 1970, we were com
out of the ’60s with an anti-fashion m
tality,” he recalls. Seventeen had be
primarily a fashion magazine, and W



che anti-fashion attitude prevailed
among young people, its circulation
slipped below its rate base guaranteed
to advertisers. “We had the challenge of
remaking the editorial format of the
magazine, which required extensive
changes in the editorial personnel,
which we did.” In time, the changes
worked, and Seventeen’s circulation even
rose above its previous zenith.

When Annenberg decided to sell
Triangle’s cable operations in 1973,
Lenfest was given the opportunity to
purchase all or part of them, including
franchises in the Philadelphia suburbs
that had not been built because of a
Federal Communications System freeze
on the development of cable. “It was
sort of a race against time because if
anyone else had come in with an accept-
able offer, Triangle would have accept-
ed it,” Lenfest recalls.

There was only one problem, he says:
“I didn’t have any money.”
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Gerry 1.,

reasurer

He lined up $1.8 million in financing
through a Philadelphia bank and con-
vinced two men who owned the radio
station in Lebanon, Pa., to finance the
remaining $500,000 with the under-
standing he would buy them out in five
years for double their investment. “The
night before the closing with Triangle,
one of these gentlemen called me and
asked me to come to Lebanon to talk to
him and his partner,” Lenfest recalls.
There, at the home of a man named Les
Etter, Etter and his partner called the
deal off with Lenfest—too risky, they
told him. “All of my aspirations were
shattered at that moment,” he says.

Just when all seemed lost, his erst-
while partners’ wives entered the room,
led their husbands into the kitchen, and
Lenfest overheard the conversation that
followed. You can’t do this to Gerry at the
last minute, the women told their spouses
—a promise is a promise. When the men
returned, the deal was on again.

“And that was the beginning of our
company,” says Lenfest, who ran the
Lenfest Group out of his basement until
1982 (Marguerite, who works at the
Suburban Cable office in Sellersville,
Pa., is company treasurer as well).

enfest eventually bought out
his partners, and by 1981, the
wholly owned Lenfest Group
had a total of four cable sys-
tems with more than 40,000
customers. That same year,
Lenfest invited John Malone—presi-
dent of Tele-Communications Inc., the
nation’s largest cable operator—to come
and address the Philadelphia Cable
Club, of which Lenfest was president.
“On the way to the airport, he had asked
what aspirations I had for future growth
of the company, and I said I wanted to
acquire three cable systems in the
Philadelphia area but didn’t have the
financing to do so,” he recalls. “TCI

nfest ran his fledgling business out of his basement in the early years, but one thing hasn’t changed—his wife, Marguerite, is still company

"It was an opportunity in which to get involved,” she says of their venture into cable, “and it just took off from there.”
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The dedication of the Lenfest Center in 1991 “gave Marguerite and me great personal satis-

faction,” says Gerry, “but the highlight of the campaign will be when we hit $127 million.”

bought 20 percent of the company, and
with these funds we were able to
acquire the three cable systems.”

The next major step was the acquisi-
tion of the Oakland (Calif.) cable system
in 1984, which had 19,000 customers at
the time. In December, Lenfest attend-
ed a party celebrating the system’s
75,000th customer. Soon the Lenfest
Group will trade its California opera-
tions for cable systems in New Castle
County and Wilmington, Del., creating
the second-largest cable area under one
company in the United States, including
the Delaware systems, suburban Phila-
delphia, and adjoining counties in
southern New Jersey.

As Lenfest sees it, the company’s
future growth will come from growing
the existing systems, which presently
reach more than 70 percent of their
potential customer base, and through
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acquisitions. Like many other U.S. oper-
ators fed up with heavy government reg-
ulation of the industry, Lenfest is look-
ing to invest his money abroad. The
company has two international invest-
ments. In a partnership in France with
the national power company, Electricité
de France, and the country’s largest
bank, Credit Agricole, Lenfest is wiring
cable systems in some of the country’s
smaller towns along EDF’s power lines.

That’s the easy one. “The one in
Australia,” Lenfest says, “is like a Wild
West show.” In one of the few populous
nations where there’s no pay TV,
Lenfest has entered into a partnership
with Australis Media, an Australian-
owned company, to provide satellite-
delivered service down under—first-run
movies, classic movies, sports, news,
music, general entertainment—to cable-
starved Aussies. Lenfest says. “Australia

-
is approximately the size of the Unitcd
States with only 18 million homes» To
get the system up and running, the pare.
nership will distribute pay TV throy
satellite dishes and less expensive tet
restrial receivers. The service will com.
mence early this year.

erry Lenfest has another
job to finish by the middje
of this year. “There’s stjj) a
select group of potentig]
givers that have not com-
mitted to the campaigp,®
he says. “When they are fully appriseq
of the needs of Washington and Lee ang
the benefits that will come from thejr
giving, I am confident they will join jn
the campaign and put us over the top.”

The Lenfests’ continuing support of
W&L is not the only measure of thejr
generosity. In addition to the gift that
completed the Lenfest Center for the
Performing Arts, another $3 million gife
built the Lenfest Library at Mercers-
burg Academy as part of that school’s
$27 million campaign. “I feel particular-
ly fortunate that we are financially able
to do this in our lifetime,” Lenfest says.
“It’s an opportunity that has brought us
a lot of personal satisfaction.”

Lenfest tends to make the most out
of life’s opportunities. At age 52, he and
Marguerite bought their first sailboat, a
38-foot Bristol—this despite the fact
that he had never sailed a boat before.
But then the Lenfests took a weekend
course in sailing offered by the Anna-
polis Sailing School, and soon they were
sailing the Bristol in the Chesapeake
Bay out of Oxford, Md. When people
asked Lenfest why he didn’t start smalls
er, “I told them it was because I didn't
have time,” he recalls, laughing.

These days, he and Marguerite own 4
60-foot, ocean-going, Little Harbor sail
boat, the Beau Geste, sailing her down
Antigua from Newport, R.IL, each
November, and coming back up @
Newport the following May. Lenfest
finds the water “very therapeutic”—awa¥
from land, away from his business, and
yes, away from television. “I probably
shouldn’t admit this,” he says sheepishl¥s
“but I don’t watch much television.”

When would he find the time? €



Drive-By Shootings

With his field camera in tow and the Shenandoah Valley as his canvas,

Peter Cronin '84 captures “Irees and Other Storytellers’ on and off the road
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ALONG HoGcAaMP BRANCH, SHENANDOAH NATIONAL PARK, AUGUST 1994

“Shenandoah National Park is a tremendous resource for this part of the country.

[ am always amazed when I remember that vast portions of the park were heavily
timbered and that most of the park consists of new growth forest.”

PREVIOUS PAGE: ROUTE 631, ROCKBRIDGE COUNTY, AUGUST 1994
“There is something magical about a lone tree, or in this case, a pair.
It’s fascinating to wonder why the tree was spared. What made it more
valuable to keep than to fell for firewood or to use in a dwelling?”

When Peter Cronin 84 was growing up, he traveled
quite extensively, crossing the country twice with his
mother and grandmother and visiting many of the
nation’s parks along the way. Besides developing an
appreciation for his natural surroundings, these trips
sparked an interest in photography, and a world of sub-
jects awaited him.

Cronin has been photographing Lexington and its
surrounding communities since his student days at
W&L. But for his recent Lewis Hall exhibit, titled

“Trees and Other Storytellers,” he chose a selection of
16

photos he has mostly taken since returning to thﬁ_
University as director of the Annual Fund in 1991
“It’s an evolving work,” Cronin says in his typica“’f
modest fashion. “It’s a small number of prints and la:
certainly not meant in any way to be complete.” 3
Cronin graduated from W&L with a double degre&
in geology and art and then attended graduate schod_.j
at Ohio University in the MFA program in photo
phy. “One of the things I've wrestled with for a 10
time is the tendency to dismiss work like this as bam
mundane, or any number of adjectives you could thi




EARLY MORNING, ROCKBRIDGE COUNTY, OCTOBER 1993

“Autumn in Rockbridge County provides for many remarkable

opportunities to make photographs of the valley. I'm especially
fond of the fog you often find in the early morning.”

SUMMER, ROCKBRIDGE COUNTY, AUGUST 1993
“When I think of August in Virginia, I think of the leaden
quality the heat brings to the air. This day was no exception,
and 1 tried to capture the essence of a country day.”

of,” he says of environmental photography. “It’s not
overtly politically motivated; it’s not sexually charged;
and certainly when I was in the MFA program at O.U.,
I's not what they were interested in seeing you do.”
But what do they know about the Shenandoah Valley?

Cronin captures his environment using a 4-by-5
field camera made of wood, a contemporary piece of
€quipment not all that different from what photogra-
Phers used 100 years ago. “It’s a box with a set of bel-
lows and lens that takes a 4-by-5 inch piece of film,”
he says. “The bigger the piece of film, the better.”

e

Some of Cronin’s subjects gestate in the mind’s eye
for weeks, even months, before he exposes a single
frame. “T’he photograph starts to evolve in your head
before you take the camera, and the tripod, and the
filmholders to make the image.” The process for him,
Cronin says, is as much “selecting what you want to
exclude for an image rather than what to include.”

According to University photographer W. Patrick
Hinely ’73, who took on Cronin as an assistant during
his student days, “the one word I would use to
describe Peter’s work is contemplative.”
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NICHOLSON HOLLOW, SHENANDOAH NATIONAL PARK, AUGUST 1994
“Most tourists never see anything more of Shenandoah than the view
[from Skyline Drive out their car window. They’re missing the true magic
of Shenandoah, which is found far from the drive along the trails that
crisscross the park. For me, many of these areas seem almost primeval.”

Sometimes it’s just Cronin and his camera, and a
subject may be as close as the roadside. Other explo-
rations, such as recent excursions into Shenandoah
National Park, turn into family outings including
Peter; his wife, Amy; and their dogs, Cyrus and Baxter.
The Cronins may hike about a mile and a half down
the hollow, dropping 800 or 900 feet in elevation. “It
often seems like the most interesting parts of Shenan-
doah are the most difficult to get to,” he says. “But it’s
a wonderful place with great light. Every time we go, |
see something new.
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“There are a lot of people working in photography
of the landscape going along doing their thing,” says
Cronin. “They are not the people you hear a lot about
and regrettably a lot of very good work goes unseen.”

Whether it’s the Maury River, Nicholson Hollow; 0F
just a bunch of hay bales near Fancy Hill, going out
and throwing the camera on his back is a great release
for Cronin, “and I get so I miss it,” he says. “I think
it’s important there be more to your creative life than
what your job is.”

Even when you work at Washington and Lee. €

e



You've signed the waiver. Now it’s
time to take a seat in the vinyl-covered
La-Z-Boy while they smear goo on the
electrodes studded inside the cloth cap
and affix it to your head. Wires sprout
from the electric beanie leading into the
Next room. You insert the plastic tube
into your right nostril. They give you a
Game Boy to relax.

You give the OK, and suddenly a

smell blooms inside your head. The first
one is reminiscent of one of those per-
fume ads you tear out of magazines.
The next is vaguely citrusy. For the
next hour or so, they alternate scents as
you punch in your reactions on the key-
board in front of you, while a computer
in the next room records your brain
activity. When it’s all over, you head
home with nothing worse than an itchy

nose and messy hair. Congratulations:

You’ve just donated a map of your lim-
bic system to science.

At Washington and Lee, associate
professor of psychology Tyler Lorig and
a group of students are conducting
research into the zerra incognita of the
human limbic system—that part of the
brain which mediates olfaction, memo-
ry, emotion, and some hormonal and
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You are about to smell many
odors,

fter each odonr,

you

will bhe asked about how 1t
smelled. Please tuype in your

answer and press entep,
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regulatory functions. In other words, the
part that tells us what we smell, why,
and what to do about it. According to
Lorig, it’s a map that needs quite a bit
of detail work. “The human olfactory
system is viewed by science as being in
a state of decline,” he says. “It has not
been studied in-depth—it’s the neglect-
ed sense.”

Most laymen would agree. Compared
to the other senses, smell is distressingly

inaccurate, and the common assumptign
is that man has lost this sense somehgy
through the evolutionary process. This
is not quite the case, says Lorig—ang
he’s assembling the data to prove j¢.
“Smell is far more important than we
believe it to be,” he maintains. “Ap
enormous part of our brain consists of
the limbic system. At the level of the
sensory receptor,” he adds, “humans are
equally as sensitive as a dog when it

i

Where man’s nose has gone before: Lorig squirts “goo” into the electrode-studded beanie atop

research subject Zachary Lee’s head while junior psychology major Meg Randol looks on.



comes to smell.”

Anyone who has ever noticed how
much of Rover’s life is ruled by his snif-
fer has to wonder why we don’t exhibit
some of our canine friends’ more en-
dearing traits. Lorig’s hypotheses help
to explain why the fire hydrants of the
world have gone to the dogs: Much of
olfaction affects brain regions not relat-
ed to awareness and much of what odors
do never reaches our awareness at all.

Simply put, Lorig says: “Your sense of
smell has to be affecting you even
though you don’t know it.”

Lorig has been sniffing around the
evolution of the brain and its functions
since majoring in psychology at college.
“When I arrived in grad school [at the
University of Georgia] with this interest,
I was told it was very hard to study the
behavior of dead things—still an impor-
tant point,” he recalls. Lorig noticed
that people were studying functional
brain evolution by looking at language—
a real dividing line between humans and
animals. He wondered why no one was
performing olfactory research, which
posed similar questions.

It wasn’t until several years after
completing his Ph.D that Lorig teamed
up with Yale professor Gary Schwartz.
With the help of a gift from Inter-
national Flavors and Fragrances Inc., the
world’s largest supplier of fragrance
products, Lorig and Schwartz performed
an experiment to see if they could find a
link between brain activity and odor.
“We began innocently enough,” Lorig
recalled in an article for Aromachology
Review, a newsletter for the fragrance/
fashion trade. “We just
wanted to see if we could
find brain activity differ-
ences when people
smelled different odors.
All the senses lead to the
brain where ..
ing takes place in cells
which ... communicate chemically. The
chemicals, like those in a battery, pro-
duce electricity which can be measured
from the scalp. This measurement of
brain activity is called the EEG [elec-
troencephalogram] ... We wanted to use
this ‘window on the mind’ to watch the
process of olfaction. We did watch in
that first experiment and found, after

Heak

. process-

quantitative evaluation, that we really
could see a difference in brain activity
which depended on the odor.”

More experiments followed their ini-
tial success. Lorig and Schwartz discov-
ered that people who were given similar
odors were often unable to differentiate
between them, yet their brain activity
showed reliable differences.

Since Lorig came to Washington and
Lee in 1988, he and his students have
been conducting increasingly sophisti-
cated experiments into brain activity
and smell. W&L is, in fact, one of only
three to four labs in the country doing
this type of research, with the help of a
five-year, $63,000 grant from IFF to test
his hypothesis of odor perception.

The laboratory is an essential part of
Lorig’s curriculum, and he and his stu-
dents spend a great deal of time in the
basement of Tucker Hall, nerve center
of the psychology department’s research
facilities. (The new science center,
when completed in 1997, will provide
Lorig with a new and larger lab, includ-
ing his own ventilation system in “a
nice, quiet corner of the building,” he
says wistfully.)

How strong was the smell?

Strong
16

“We try to give our students ways of
learning new things. They will write up
their experiments as if they were going
to send them off for publication,” he
says of his current crop of five in
Psychology 355, Directed Research in
Human Neuropsychology, a hands-on
follow-up to Psychology 255, the more
lecture-oriented half of smell at W&L.
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In some cases, the research of these stu-
dents does lead to publication and Lorig
has published scientific articles with 10
different W&L students as co-authors.

The experiment described at the
beginning of this article is part of a
$24,000 study funded by the Olfactory
Research Fund, an independent non-
profit organization funded by a number
of fragrance companies, and involves
collection of data from about 20 pilot
subjects over the course of several
weeks. As junior psychology major Meg
Randol explains: “It has to do with odor
categorization. We are presenting sub-
jects with four different odors. After we
found the four odors to use—two of food
and two of perfume—we started hook-
ing subjects up to the EEG and measur-
ing their brain waves. Our hope is that
the perfume smells will elicit similar
responses as will the food smells, but
different from each category. This
would suggest that the brain categorizes
odors, even though subjects rate such
odors to be equally different.” (The
subjects, incidentally, are drawn from
W&L’s student body, some of whom
receive extra credit in their courses for
participating.)

How pleasant was the smell?

Lorig gives his students a lot of
responsibility, and they are an unusually
dedicated bunch. Senior Annemarie
Paulin, who admits to “spending gross
amounts of time, sometimes eight hours
a day, in his lab,” says that by the time
she graduates, she will have had more
practical experience in a variety of fields
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very
rleasant
106

than her undergraduate peers at other
schools. The opportunities available to
W&L psych majors—including pro-
gramming, system set-up, statistical
analysis, experimental design, and ethi-
cal considerations—are “invaluable,”
she says. “There aren’t too many under-
graduates who are trusted with a lab,
research responsibilities, subject safety,
and thousands of dollars worth of equip-
ment—or a colony of rats.”

Lorig has even had a few non-psy-
chology majors sniff out his classes.
Senior James Turner, who is pursuing a
degree in neuroscience, picked Lorig to
be his honors thesis supervisor, and they
are researching the intersection of the
physical makeup of the brain with
recent advances in computer technolo-
gy. The end result, Turner says, “will
hopefully be a computer program repli-
cating the behavior of a rat in controlled
behavioral situations.”

Students testify to Lorig’s ability to
communicate often complicated con-
cepts. “He does a good job of putting the
nervous system into layman’s terms, and
makes it fascinating at that,” Randol
says. “His Brain and Behavior class is
the reason I became a psychology major.”
Paulin adds: “Dr. Lorig
is articulate and capti-
vating in his lectures.
He introduces complex
functions and advanced
material without the
class knowing what
they’ve gotten into.”

Despite his pioneering work in the
field, Lorig still encounters the occa-
sional person who will ask sniffily: “So,
are you still studying smell?” But his
enthusiasm is all-pervasive, without a
whiff of uncertainty. “Our sense of
smell links up so many things that are
important parts of our lives. What odor

conveys is too valuable to be ignored.»

The problem with odor, he says, is
that it is so ephemeral. At present there
are no “primary odors,” no classification
system for smell. To make matters more
difficult, humans don’t have a linguistie
way to link smells togcther—langmge
and smell, it seems, are the antithesis of
one another. Lorig’s hypothesis is that
during human evolution, our growing
linguistic ability inhibited our olfactory
abilities. Research has shown that the
sense of smell is enhanced when areas
of the brain associated with language are
lost. This removes the inhibition which
is presumed to reduce olfactory ability.

In addition, it has been shown that
high-demand cognitive tasks, such as ‘
doing a math problem in your head, can
cause you to stop breathing, if only fora
second or two. Hypothesis: You stop
breathing to prevent odors from distract-
ing you from the task at hand. Trans-
lation: You can’t invent a microchip
while thinking about Mom’s apple pie.

Fortunately, mankind has not—yet—
evolved into Spock-like creatures of
pure intellect. Most of us /iée the more
pleasant smells with which we are bom-
barded on a daily basis. “Smells do won-
derful things,” Lorig says. “We continu=
ally try to create a pleasing olfactory
environment for ourselves.”

This is something the fragrance
industry has known for centuries, which
is one reason groups like IFF and OFR
give researchers like Lorig money t0
conduct his experiments. “I have the
ideal relationship with these pcoplc.'
Lorig says. “It is a real model of corpo=
rate support for an institution. They pro=
vide the technical support that allows
me to do truly remarkable things in the
lab.” Industry types recognize that
Lorig’s branch of work is in its ver¥
carly stages. Right now, he says, “the¥
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Remove the tube from your
nose and take a_ break. Play

the video game if you like.

are looking for better ways to assess a
person’s ability to smell.”

He also recently completed a two-
year study funded by the National
Institutes of Health in which he devel-
oped techniques to be used in the clini-
cal assessment of olfactory ability. “One
of the first problems associated with
Alzheimer’s disease is olfactory loss and
a sensitive smell test may help in diag-
nosis,” he explains. “Brain-based assess-
ment of smell can be useful to the legal
profession too, since there is currently
no objective way to determine olfactory
loss in litigants.”

Lorig is all for practical applications
of his work, but he is also wary of the
quick fix or overall panaceas. “Science
won’t necessarily find a ‘supersmell,”
he cautions. “We do know that some
smells lead to relaxation,” he adds, but
the effect is subtle—not unlike that of
music or ambient lighting or room color.
So don’t look for Lorig to go out and
invent Nozak or teach any New Age
studies in aromatherapy: “It’s one thing
to claim that a smell is relaxing and
quite another to prove how and why.”

Ultimately, the scientist in Lorig
doesn’t like mysteries. “The way I see
it, my job is to learn stuff and tell other
people about it,” he says. “T'wo to three
years down the road, I expect to be able
to say something about how odor cate-
gorization works—how humans catego-
rize smells. We should have much better
data about the interaction between
smell and language. But things go slow-
ly. We've spent six years just trying to
come up with a reliable technique to
measure brain responses to odors.

“You have to start with the big ques-
tions and narrow them,” he adds. “As

you get answers to these smaller ques-
Fres/ achary Lee of Moscow, ldaho, goes out on a limbic in the interest of olfactory tions, you learn some really useful

resea VEL. Student subjects sometimes recerve extra credit for their participation. things.” ®
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Think it’s easy doing business in post-NAFTA Mexico?

HONOR

One W&L alumnus lost a labor fight, his crabmeat, and

AMONG

his GMC Suburban—but he never lost his principles

CRABS

BivasiDeainhienlos Wt (“Avs'tioms * 77
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Whenever anyone asks me to answer
quickly what I have learned starting a
seafood business in Mexico, I answer with
one word: zrust. The Mexico I know has
very little trust. It is a society of survival,
where lying and misrepresentation are
assumed and honor looks hard for compan-=
ionship. It is this lack of trust that I find
makes for a difficult business climate. It

took a long time for the local community t0

)



accept me, and even now it is only with
some resentment.

One of the cultural differences that I
found most difficult to deal with was the
issue of bribes. In Mexico it is simply
part of the business fabric. Officials jus-
tify the need for bribes because they are
so poorly paid, but I have steadfastly
refused to participate. When we first
opened our plant, every inspector in the
state made the rounds to check us out
and ask for a little mordida (“the bite™),
typically in the form of either cash or
crab meat. Although I couldn’t believe
how blatant it was, I refused. I realized,
however, that at some time there would
be a backlash and what I needed was a
plan. The answer was found in my
W&L experience. I bought 5,000 plastic
grain cups and had some palm trees,
crabs, and our company name printed on
them. They cost 10 cents apiece and I
give them freely to all of our guests. So
far, it seems to be working.

hree things stand out as para-
mount to my decision to start a seafood
business. As a boy growing up on the
Chesapeake Bay, I loved to crab and
fish. When I was 15, I even had my
commercial license and tried to make
crabbing my summer’s work and all I
received for my efforts was a good tan.
The thing that moved me closer to
implementing my plan was a recognition
of the high price paid in the mid-
Atlantic states for blue crabs. But what
really pushed me into action was the
total collapse of the Texas real estate
market in the 1980s.

Since graduating from Washington
and Lee in 1977, I had been a very
active real estate broker and investor in
Dallas. Through hard work and good

Freight agents would drop boxes and

kill the crabs, store them in freezers

and kill the crabs, and even leave the

crabs sitting in warehouses over the

holidays until they died.

fortune I achieved a certain degree of
the success usually reserved for later in
life. When the real estate collapse hit, it
hit me hard. Strangely however, I really
did not mind the loss of the real estate
or my own extremely large serving of
humble pie, because I truly believe that
if you built one fortune, you can build
another. As I contemplated my next
move, | knew that the direction had to
lie with something that I personally
enjoyed.

I made several trips to Belize and
Mexico in 1992, during which time |
decided to research the blue crab, its
habitat, and its availability. I knew that
crabs could be found in Texas, albeit in
diminishing supply, and I figured that a
crab didn’t know where Texas stopped
and Mexico started. This led me to
drive the entire Gulf Coast of Mexico,
visiting every fish market in every town,
searching for product. Finding the pro-
duction took one year and turned out to
be the easy part. The hard part was
starting the business. With the spirit of
an optimist, I incorporated Crown Crab
Compania in Ciudad del Carmen,

Campeche, Mexico, in February 1993.

The original business plan—to buy
fresh seafood and ship it to Baltimore—
failed within months. Nothing seemed
to work. The airlines would lose the
crabs and then, when they were found
two or three days later, they'd be dead.
Since no one had ever shipped live crabs
before, Mexican customs demanded an
exorbitant amount of paperwork. The
freight agents in Houston and Baltimore
would drop boxes and kill the crabs,
store them in freezers and kill the crabs,
and even close for holidays, leaving the
crabs sitting in warehouses until they
died. Finally I had enough and I closed
our plant and returned to Texas to
rewrite my business plan. The main
focus was to develop a nonperishable
product with a stable shelf life, which
could be shipped from Mexico to the
United States without having a time gun
to my head.

I hired some of the finest seafood
experts in the United States (all of
whom are associated with Virginia
Tech), and we concluded in our new
business plan that we would make pas-



teurized or frozen products, all being
shelf-stable at proper temperatures for
up to two years. This new plan required
venture capital, so it wasn’t until July
1993 that I returned to Mexico, cash in
hand, and began refitting the plant
immediately to accomplish our partner-
ship’s goals, including the installation of
major equipment and the training of a
full staff. Production would begin five
months later.

December 1, 1993, was a great day
for me. One of my personal goals, be-
sides the profit motive, was the sense of
creation. In very short order, we had
trained dozens of fishermen and more
than 60 people as plant workers. Our lit-
tle company was what NAFTA was all
about—besides hopefully creating prof-
its for investors, we created skilled jobs,
opportunities, and a better life for
Mexicans as well as helping out back
home by buying U.S.-made equipment.
The whole business felt great, but this
enjoyment would be short-lived.

My first problem, which has been my
biggest ongoing problem, was labor. I
originally anticipated that one boat with
two men and 300 crab pots would catch
one kilo, or 2.2 pounds, of crab per pot
per boat per day. I confirmed this by
crabbing by myself for several days.
What I had failed to recognize was the
difference between cultures—that a
majority of these fishermen only wanted
to make a certain amount of money per
day and then quit. This meant that, on
the average, they would check fifty crab
pots to make their needed wages and
then leave the other pots unchecked. I
also failed to realize that a $15 crab pot
could also be used as a poor man’s
chicken coop, and the theft at the be-
ginning was incredible. We learned to
adapt, and today all crabbers start with
50 pots and have to prove their desire
for more. We also revised the crab pot to
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| failed to realize that a $15 crab |
could also be used as a poor man’s
chicken coop, and the theft at the

beginning was incredible.

make it too small for chickens.

Traditionally, the labor wage is very
poor in our part of Mexico. Presently the
minimum wage is approximately $4 in
U.S. currency per day, and it is my opin-
ion that this wage structure is a way to
dominate these people in a life which
doesn’t allow them too many opportuni-
ties. The big surprise, however, is the
labor law, which is very socialistic and
the only thing that the people really
have in their favor. What this results in
is labor which is very problematic. I
have found that there is a real sense of
entitlement once someone has been
hired, regardless of performance. In
short, if you need to fire anyone, you'd
better be prepared to be sued.

Our company, for instance, hired a
man to head the fishing operations at a
wage of about $30 per day—excellent
wages—with a bonus for production. He
soon began spending money unautho-
rized, hiring and firing people without
permission, and was finally suspected of
stealing part of the daily crab catch.
Knowing that change was necessary, |
offered him a job in the plant, which he
refused. He subsequently went to the
state labor office, claimed to be fired,
and sued us for $10,000 (obviously,

being American makes us a bigger ta
get). The burden of proof was on us
prove that we did not fire him. Tl
added risk in these cases is that if y
lose, you owe the worker whatev:
wages to which they are entitled (tyj
cally three months wages per year
their most recent salary), plus full s
from the dismissal date, p/us da
The final expense of labor is the mar
tory government taxes, which add uj
more than 30 percent of base wages
a mandatory two-week Christmas ba
(We settled this case for a little m
than $1,000—this to a man who w
for us for less than one month.)
My labor problems literally exple
during last summer, when our plant
struck by a union. The problems be
because our summertime product
was low (winter is our high seas¢
Although we optioned to keep our te
together and pay full salaries Y
round, the women who pick the €
became disenchanted with the low |
duction, since they work on a sal
plus-bonus wage, and the pickers
on strike. While the union leader
hosting parties to drum up the 51
cent of employee signatures required
victory, I immediately retained cou



fired several people, and made it clear
that I would shut the plant down before
dealing with a union. I felt their
demands were outrageous and began to
visit with all of our employees, one at a
time, to explain our position. The irony
is that most of the people who work at
our plant are intelligent, decent individ-
uals, and I view them as friends. The
problem was simply a clash of cul-
tures—old vs. new. With the help of the
governor’s office, we won the labor
strike. It was one week of pure agony,
however, and once again Mexico’s labor
laws had shaken me.

Since starting production in Decem-
ber 1993, our company had quickly mas-
tered the production method of making
some of the finest pasteurized crab meat
available on the market. Our presenta-
tion was one of our biggest advantages.
We were using a clear plastic cup with a
metal flip-top lid. The consumers loved
it and it was flying off of the shelves.
But competition has its casualties, and
we sold several thousand pounds of our
product at the expense of some other
producer, who immediately stirred the
political pot. The next thing we knew
our warchouse in Baltimore was raided
by the Maryland Department of Health,
which claimed our license was invalid
and our coolers were out of temperature.
The license issue was quickly resolved,
but the temperature issue took longer.
When our test results finally came back,
our crab meat was found to be perfect,
with virtually no identifiable bacteria.
But the damage to our small company
Was unbelievable. Good will had been
destroyed with many of our customers,
though we were confident we could
fegain our momentum. To make mat-
ters worse, the state of Maryland then
¢alled in the Food and Drug Admin-
IStration for further tests and they shut
Us down again while they ran their tests.

At this point I was beginning to feel like
a man without a country. I was fighting
with the Mexicans, I was fighting with
the Americans, and nowhere did there
seem to be any spirit of cooperation.
The FDA fight took almost a month
until finally they released our crab meat
and we were back in business again.
There is no question in my mind that
these attacks had, as a catalyst, political
pressure to hurt a “foreign” producer.
After such thorough scrutiny and two
victories, we knew we must be making
some great crab meat, but the damage to
our company was incredible. We were
put out of business for most of April and
May of last year and our customer base
was severely damaged, and our cash
position was so weak that we had to
recapitalize our firm immediately. Slow-
ly but surely, new cash came in, and as
operations became normal, we prepared
for our next season. Over the last few
months we have begun processing large
amounts of fish to eliminate our depen-
dency on our one product, pasteurized
crab meat, and have also just concluded
a working agreement to process shrimp.

guess there’s really no way I could
ever have anticipated or prepared for
the things that transpired over the last
two years. The Mexican labor law itself
is something you can at least read and
understand, but the culture that perme-
ates all things is something that, at best,
you will come to understand. I am
reminded of two incidents that exempli-
fy the typical worker that I deal with
daily. One day I traveled with 25 work-
ers to a ranch we had rented on the back
of the island as a place to launch our
boats and store equipment. My mission
was to clear out the brush around an old

dock. Upon arriving, one of the senior
workers approached me and suggested
they could not work that day because it
was the Day of the Dead, and if anyone
drew blood that day he would die. The
only solution was to find other work that
did not involve the use of machetes.

Another time I traveled to a remote
village to hire women known for their
crab-picking skills. My manager and 1
met one young girl who had worked for
us before, and she asked if we could
visit with her parents to see if she could
return to our plant. We went to their
home, a small one-room building made
of concrete block with a porch covered
with palm leaves in front. I sat down by
their dining table, under the palm
leaves, and as I explained the work to
her parents, their youngest daughter
approached and just stared at me. She
was approximately four years old,
dressed in ragged clothes, but with the
face of an angel. When I patted her on
the head and asked her name, you
would have thought a bomb had gone
off. Everyone stopped talking and
looked at me with disapproval. The
silence was broken when another
daughter brought a bowl of water to me
and my manager instructed me to place
the water on the child’s forehead. I did
so as if [ were baptizing the child, and
once again everyone was laughing and
talking. My manager later explained to
me their belief that when I touched the
child’s head, evil spirits has passed to
the child because I was a stranger. The
placement of water on the forehead
allowed those spirits to pass back to me,
and saved the child from being deathly
ill the following day. Later that evening,
when I returned to our staff house, I
remember staring at a large map of the
Gulf of Mexico and asking myself how it
was possible that I was only two hours
yet 1,000 years from Houston.
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| remember staring at a map of the

Gulf of Mexico and asking myself how

it was possible that | was only two

hours yet 1,000 years from Houston.

o recounting of my time in
Mexico would be complete without the
story of my GMC Suburban. I took this
new vehicle to Mexico so that when my
partners visited, we would have good
transportation. It was legally registered
and I primarily used it for my personal
use. One day I became ill and asked my
manager to go to the local drugstore
downtown, and also to stop by the bank
to cash a business check. I gave him the
keys to my Suburban, unaware that it is
against the law for a Mexican to drive an
American vehicle in Mexico without the
American in the car. Some two hours
later, my manager called to inform me
that my Suburban had been confiscated
by Hacienda (the Mexican IRS). I
immediately went to their office, only to
see the local police stealing everything
out of my Suburban. I eventually got my
possessions returned and began a rather
strong conversation with the local offi-
cial. Once again, a suggestion of some
“donation” was made, and when |
refused, they suggested that I take my
case to the regional Hacienda officer in
the state capital. This proved to be a

wasted effort, and the fine was set at
$20,000 in U.S. currency.

At this point I declared war on this
system. How could they rationalize
stealing from people who invest in their
country and also create jobs? No one
seemed to care. I contacted the U.S.
Embassy to no effect, and communica-
tions with my senators and congressman
proved equally unproductive. Finally I
wrote a letter to the president of Mexico
and the result was that everyone dug in,
determined not to help me. The one
funny thing that happened was when
the Mexicans contacted the U.S.
Embassy to determine whether my Sub-
urban was stolen in the United States
and the Embassy accidentally checked
the wrong box—that took two months to
clear up. Finally, I requested a meeting
with the governor of the state of
Campeche, and he agreed to help me
because he recognized that I was help-
ing Mexico. He made me pledge to stop
making phone calls and writing letters,
however, because he felt that I was cre-
ating an international incident. Eleven
months later, my Suburban was re-
turned with the provision that I did not
own it, but could use it for life—a
bureaucratic solution, but it was better

than walking. When they again confs.
cated my Suburban two weeks later, th s
time the governor instructed his staff o
find a permanent solution to this proh.
lem. The solution turned out to be f'—-'
much to their credit, to pay a nominal
fine and return my vehicle. It has been
an interesting and difficult two years,
Everyone knows that starting a new
business is difficult, but this went way
beyond “normal.” Would I do it again? |
think the answer is yes, but with hind-
sight, I would take a very differen
approach. I know that we have made :
difference in the lives of many people
and the change has been a positive or f‘.]_
People are questioning their govern-
ment and sparks are flying. The hardest
part for me personally is the daily --.lz-
frontation between my ethical standards
and the local standards. I view my stan-
dards as absolutes, and although I know
that I cannot change a country, I certaii '
ly can plant some big seeds about busi-
ness ethics. I have learned one thing by
conducting myself with honor and lead
ing by example. I have a newfount
respect for our own country, whicll,T
without par. I also know that great and
honest government has a cost, and it is
involvement. What a reminder Me “‘"."-
has been for me! .
The good news is that a great ma
Mexicans want change and they
stepping out and helping, which is why
we are still in business today. Ever
time a crisis hit, someone in Me '
would give their support and direct us £
successful solutions. Being one of th
first American-owned companies in the
state of Campeche makes our Struggi
even more difficult. Luckily, things ar€
changing and when you hear storic!'
struggle and conflict in Mexico, it is the
new way pushing aside the old. It is ;-
sound of friction. It is the musicj
democracy. ® 1



Gireat Coffee,
Gireat People

The spirit of Washington and Lee is alive and well in Birmingham, Alabama
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If Washington and Lee is, as Hatton Smith ’73 suggests,
“probably as good a school in the South from which to graduate
to do business,” then Hatton’s hometown, Birmingham, Ala., is
probably as good a place as any in which to do your business.

Accountant George Jones '72 would be among the first to
agree. “It is amazing how the alumni here acknowledge each
other and work toward developing friendships, both profes-
sionally and socially,” he says. “I'm in a continuing relation-
ship-type business—if you’ve got a business, you’re going to
talk to your accountant.” Consequently, he says, “I have a lot
of professional ties with W&L people,” and “a lot of real good
friends that I wasn’t necessarily at W&L with.”

Among Jones’ clients is Highland and Associates, one of the
largest hospital capital administrators in the country, whose
partners include third-generation Birminghamian Charlie Perry
'73. Perry started a trust company with Rob Couch 78, *82L,
who came to Birmingham to practice law in 1984 and is now in
the residential mortgage business as executive vice president
of Collateral Mortgage Litd.—a company co-founded by the
father of a W&L alumnus (Bill Ratliff ’47).

And that’s just scratching the surface. These people work
together, play together, start businesses and pray together.
Many of the city’s leading companies—from multimillion-dol-
lar family businesses to publishing giant Southern Progress—
are run by W&L alumni. Their devotion to their @/ma mater is
legion. “There’s a camaraderie here,” observes chapter presi-
dent Russ Chambliss ’74, and Perry concurs: “They are active,
energetic, successful alumni.”

The more than 300 Washington and Lee alumni that call
Birmingham home are also, quite honestly, about the most
enthusiastic group of individuals you’ll ever find in a city 550
miles south of Lexington. They care about their University,
their community, and each other.

And they all drink Royal Cup coffee—that is, if they know
What’s good for them.

If there can be such a thing as a living, breathing embodi-
ment of the Birmingham spirit, it would be Hatton Smith, the
President of Birmingham-based Royal Cup Inc. (and younger
brother of company chairman Bill Smith ’63). Hatton is “an

Hatton Smith (left) and Russ Chambliss “don’t have to do what they
do to further their business,” notes Jimmy Nolan. “They love W&EL.”

unbelievable dynamo,” says David Long, Washington and
Lee’s director of planned and capital giving, who coordinated
the Birmingham campaign with him. “He can juggle so many
competing priorities. There’s no one else like him.”

Under Hatton’s cheerleadership, the Birmingham campaign
became a broad-based crusade to reach people of all ages and
different backgrounds. “Hatton ran the campaign from a fun
standpoint—a camaraderie-type thing,” says George Jones.
“Everything was a party as opposed to being a chore.” David
Proctor 81 agrees: “Hatton kept everybody pumped up and
going. No matter what the amount of your contribution was, he
made you feel like you were an integral part of the process.”

His real accomplishment, according to Long, was getting
young alumni just out of college to commit $1,000 each over a
five-year period to go toward establishing a Birmingham chap-
ter scholarship. The fund, which has raised $94,000 so far, will
keep the admissions program strong in a city that sent five
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freshmen to Lexington this fall. “It’s considered the place to
go if you're from Birmingham, and it makes the [older] gradu-
ates look a lot smarter than they are,” Smith adds with a laugh.

Hatton was one of six or seven people out of his graduating
class at Mountain Brook High School to attend the University
(he was torn between W&L and Vanderbilt when basketball
coach Vern Canfield called and told him, “You’re in, and we
want you.”). He graduated, as he laughingly points out, with a
“2.0000,” but fortunately for the University, his friendships
were stronger than his grades, and Washington and Lee
remained an ongoing part of Hatton’s life. He became presi-
dent of the Birmingham chapter in 1986. He spent seven years
as a class agent for the Annual Fund, rolling into his office on
Sunday afternoons and signing 300 letters until his fingers
would hurt. He returned to campus for a number of Society
and Ethics courses taught by professors Louis Hodges and
Harlan Beckley. These days he’s a member of the commerce
school advisory board and the Alumni Board of Directors.

But it was the capital campaign that took his involvement to
a whole other level and reignited the Birmingham alumni
movement in the process. The September 1992 kickoff
marked the occasion of John Wilson’s first visit to the city, one
he isn’t likely to forget, in large part owing to Hatton’s “Joe
Namath introduction” of the former Academic All-American:
“What do President Wilson and Joe Namath have in com-
mon?” he asked. “Both played on national-championship
teams.” That is what you call an Alabama welcome.

Hatton started out with Royal Cup as a traveling salesman,
working his way up to route supervision, district manager, and
eventually division manager. Since 1989, he has been president
of a family business which brewed up sales of $66 million in
1993—“not as big as Southern Progress,” quips Hatton, who
drinks a house blend of Kenyan and high-grade Colombian.
Today, the company’s market area extends as far north as
Washington, D.C., and Baltimore, and as far west as Austin and
San Angelo, Texas. Royal Cup’s clients include the Waffle
House and Cracker Barrel chains, the Ritz-Carlton, and the
Jefferson Hotel in Richmond. The company is also one of
eight approved suppliers for McDonald’s.

It was William Eugene Smith—a 1934 graduate of VMI and
member of the school’s Athletic Hall of Fame—who trans-
formed struggling Batterton Coffee Co. following World War 11,
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rechristened it Royal Cup, and moved his acquisition into the
institutional coffee business. His slogan, Hatton says, was
“Great Coffee and Great People”—if you had those two
things, he reasoned, “you didn’t need a lot of money.”

Older brother Bill took the reins of the company at 26, fol-
lowing the senior Smith’s death in 1968 at age 55, and Royal
Cup has since grown from 35 employees to about 400 today.
But coffee is hardly his only calling. Bill took more than a two-
year sabbatical from Royal Cup to become full-time volunteer
chairman of the A+ Coalition for Better Education, a grassroots
effort to provide education reform in Alabama. His efforts fell
just short of victory last summer, when the state’s House of
Representatives, bowing to pressure from the religious right,
killed a Senate-passed measure for education reform. Bill
Smith’s efforts have not gone unnoticed: The Mobile Register
named him Alabamian of the Year for 1993. “My brother’s very
much an innovator and also a community activist,” Hatton says
admiringly, “much more so than I am.”

Nonetheless, Hatton is involved in many things, including
recruiting 72 business types for a United Way-sponsored
loaned executive program as well as coordinating a multimil-
lion-dollar building project at the Church of the Advent. He is
also in charge of a summer program, sponsored by the church
in conjunction with the Center for Urban Missions that pro-
vides jobs and counseling for roughly 140 inner-city youths.
“It’s just a war zone,” Hatton says. “These people live in
downtown housing projects. It’s the poorest ZIP code in the
United States.”

Every other Saturday at 7:30 a.m., the group gathers in the
church basement for sessions on interviewing for jobs, opening
a bank account, and developing a budget. There’s a talk on
sex—seven or eight babies have been born to members of the
group—and participants take a walk through the county jail as
well. Since the program began, two participants have been shot
to death. “The first guy that I knew that got killed worked out
here,” Hatton says. “He wanted to be in a gang. The second
guy was killed in a retaliation shooting.”

“Inner-city crime is a tremendous problem,” he adds. “We
have to have a system that rewards those who do well, and
penalizes those who do not. I'm a believer in corporate respon-
sibility in society.” Not only that—but will Bill and Hatton
Smith, it’s a family affair.
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“I can only literally say I learned two things,” Russ
Chambliss says of his school days at W&L. “One was that a
gentleman does not lie, cheat, or steal—it ingrained the Honor
System into my being.” The second came in a labor organiza-
tions course taught by E. Claybrook Griffith. “He said some-
thing in class I never have forgotten,” recalls Chambliss, who,
like most of his classmates, hailed from a management back-
ground. “While you may be providing the capital in this busi-
ness,” Griffith reminded them, “the employees are making an
investment as well. It’s their livelihood.”

Today, the company that Chambliss runs, Mason Corp.,
gives half its profits back to its approximately 200 employees.
“That’s probably the single most important factor in our suc-
cess,” says Chambliss, who with his wife, Ann, owns more than
half the company’s stock. “I have often said to myself, just
think if you had missed that lecture—and I was a threat to miss
a lecture now and then.”

Chambliss, an economics major, sat on the Student Affairs
Committee as Interfraternity Council president and was among
a group of students, including Doug Chase 74 and Bob More-
cock ’75, responsible for the resurrection of Fancy Dress as the
University’s premier social event of the year (“We did Fancy
Dress in a big way,” he recalls, with a Mardi Gras theme in
'74). As Birmingham chapter president, Chambliss has over-
seen the formation of a board which meets quarterly, and the
chapter schedules three to four events each year, including a
Lee’s Birthday Party in January, a send-off party for incoming
freshmen in August, as well as periodic football and softball
games against Sewanee alumni played at Altamont School
("W&L’s been holding its own lately,” he reports).

If Hatton’s interest over the years has kept the Birmingham
chapter going. Chambliss is doing his part to establish a regu-
larity that will survive generations of alumni to follow. “Russ is
one of the most genuine men I've ever met in my life,” says
Jimmy Nolan 74, who ran against Chambliss for IFC presi-
dent. “In Birmingham, we have two very dedicated leaders in
Russ and Hatton. They don’t have to be doing what they do to
further their business. They love W&L.”

Chambliss stepped into his father-in-law’s company after
W0 years stationed with the Army in Italy. “We agreed that |
Would try it for five years and assess whether we liked each
other. At that time we had a lot of things going and I could see

“Birmingham has always been a good supporter of WEL,” says
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David Proctor '81 (right, with Ralph “Smitty” Smith '73).

a future here.” Mason manufactures metal building products of
all shapes and sizes used in school walkways, shopping centers,
public housing units, and home improvement projects. The
business is tied heavily to remodeling, and the company ships
its product all over North America, as well as Central and
South America and even Europe. “W&L prepared me well for
the military, and it’s prepared me well for this job,” he says.

Chambliss is chairman of an educational reform task force of
the Chamber of Commerce and a 1995 delegate to the White
House Conference on Small Business. He’s also membership
chairman of the seven-state Rebel chapter of the Young
Presidents Organization, an educational organization that
includes Hatton Smith and Mike Jenkins, next year’s chapter
president and one of three chapter chairmen with a W&L
degree.) He first heard about YPO when his brother, who lives
in Richmond, was making a sales call on another YPO mem-
ber—and W&L alumnus.
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What drew Chambliss to W&L? As he remembers it, “I
walked into the admissions office, and I believe the only one
there was Dean Farrar [the late James D. Farrar '49, then direc-
tor of admissions at W&L]. I had gone to camp with two guys
who were enrolled at W&L, but Dean Farrar was the stimu-
lus.” Charlie Perry relates a similar experience: On a tour of
Virginia colleges with his father, “Jim Farrar gave us all the
time we needed and he talked about the important things: the
Honor Code and the traditions; the lifestyle and the people.
The next day we went to UVa”—where his grandfather and
uncle had gone to med school—“and we sat down in a room
with 25 other people. There was none of that personal touch.”

That same year, When Ralph “Smitty” Smith 73 visited
campus for the first time, “I got a real sense of the character
and caliber of the University,” he recalls. “I was struck by how
well I would do as an individual.” Indeed, Smith became
W&L’s 11th Rhodes Scholar, a testament not only to his own
abilities but to the preparation he received from people such as
Bill Noell, assistant dean of students and director of financial
aid, who encouraged him to apply for the Rhodes Scholarship.
“It was provocative; it was probing; it was challenging,” he says
of his practice interview in Lexington. “I felt I could compete
successfully based on the foundation I had received at W&L.”

There was a lot more to college than that, of course: “It was
a wonderful four years, a time of real growth and challenge and
fun,” says Smith (who, as a sophomore, met his wife, a student
at Sweet Briar, on a blind date to an SAE Christmas party).
“W&L was an important part of my life and continues to be.
I’'m happy to have the experience that I had.”While Smith
interviews law students in Lexington for positions for his firm,
the 34-attorney general practice firm of Johnston, Barton,
Proctor, Swedlaw & Nass, associate David Proctor makes it his
business to see that Birminghamians get into W&L in the first
place. “W&L is attracting a very high caliber high school stu-
dent,” says the 1981 graduate, who has run the Alumni Admis-
sions Program in his hometown for close to a decade now. In
recent years, he notes, “the program has pretty well run itself.”

There are two things you can count on finding in Birming-
ham: the sight of a Royal Cup truck, on its delivery rounds, and
the friendships that come with the W&L connection. William
Smith Sr. had it right from the beginning: Great Coffee. Great
People. ®
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There are those who
come from Birmingham ¢q
W&L. There are those who
go from W&L to Birming-
ham. But how does one g0
from rolling 'round the mud
in Red Square to becoming a
Sunday School teacher? Rob
“Mudball” Couch ’78, 821,

may not have a ready answer
for that, but he knows one
thing for certain: “Every-
thing good that ever hap-
pened to me happened at
Washington and Lee.”

The Texarkana (Texas)
native explains: “My wife

Rob Couch °78, '82L.: “I owe
the University a lot,” he says.

went to Hollins. My closest
friends to this day were peo-
ple that I met at W&L. I clerked for two federal judges [Minor
Wisdom ’25 and Lewis D. Powell Jr. ’29, *31L].

“Throughout my life I've continued to benefit from that
experience—not only the education that I got in the classroom,
which prepared me well for what came after, but also being
with that group of people in Lexington, Virginia. Because of all
that, I owe the University a lot.”

Though Couch came to W&L sight unseen, he followed in
the footsteps of his great grandfather (R.B. Williams '07) and
great-great grandfather (Bryson Williams 1871). A seven-year
man and proud of it, he has been a member of the law council
since 1991. The University, it seems, is never far from his
thoughts, with a “shrine” to Robert E. Lee in his Mountain
Brook home and a fragment of the original skylight over the
Recumbent Statue, obtained during the 1963 restoration of
Lee Chapel, in his office at Collateral Mortgage.

As an area vice chairman of the Campaign for Washington
and Lee, Couch recalls marveling at the commitment of his fel-
low Birminghamians. “When I called people to ask if the¥
would sign on to the campaign, no one said, no, I'm too busy.”

Jimmy Nolan can go that one better. He called on one
retired gentleman for a campaign gift even though he attended
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W&L for only six months—and this was 60 years ago- But
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Jimmy Nolan ’74: keeping in
touch with four years of his life.
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those six months,” Nolan

says, “meant more to him

years at the college he ulti-
mately graduated from.”

Nolan followed in his

brother’s footsteps from
Wantaugh, N.Y., to Wash-
ington and Lee (John grad-
uated in the spring of 1970,
and Jimmy entered the fol-
lowing fall). The 5'8", 155-
pound Nolan lettered four
years in football, flying
World War II prop jets for
skirmishes with his team-
mates, characters with names
like Fat Boy, Beets, Beast,
Skin, and Flu Belly—collec-
ywn as the Purple Piledrivers. “People who pursued

it W&L did it because they loved football, not

there were any other perks in playing,” Nolan recalls.

tement, he says, came from the lacrosse teams of that
s worth going to W&L to watch those guys play.”
entered Cumberland LLaw School at Samford Univer-
ptember 1975, living in a garage apartment belonging
named Mila Hendon, the widow of a W&L alumnus
end herself in Birmingham circles. The first law job
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