


A Lifetime of Learning

Parenting 101 - the toughest course you’ll ever take

warm, cuddly, little bundle is
placed in your arms as your
husband smiles down at his
family in the hospital bed.

A small child hesitantly reaches to take
your hand as you stuff the adoption papers
in your purse.

A reluctant preteen tentatively accepts
the offer of friendship from this person
known as a stepmother.

These are just the beginnings. From the
almost ethereal photos of happy families in
a magazine to the harsh realities of child-
hood illnesses, day care, financial strains,
discipline, and long-term commitment, par-
enting is a lifetime learning experience.

There’s no such thing as
an “open book” exam
because no one book
contains the answer you
need at the moment.

Nobody ever said it was going to be easy.

College grades that earned a Phi Beta
Kappa key don’t count for much in this
school of hard knocks. “Pulling an all-
nighter” means walking the floor with a
colicky baby. There are no “cuts” allowed
and being late to class means more to do
tomorrow. You can’t “psych out” the pro-
fessor or study from someone else’s notes.
There’s no such thing as an “open book”
exam because no one book contains the
answer you need at the moment. “Take-
home” exams are what you experience
each minute of every day.

Each generation of parents faces new
problems, searches for different solutions,
listens to current “authorities,” and
encounters a rebellious child with the
thought, “Wait until YOU are a parent!”

Today’s parents share the joys and
traumas of parenting, and the concerns
about balancing roles as a working
parent, finding loving and responsible
childcare facilities, obtaining quality
health care, managing finances in an
uncertain economy, and other omni-pre-
sent worries. On top of this, throw in
job-related travel; soccer/dancing/gymnas-
tics/music and you-name-it car pooling

schedules; nutritious, on-time meals to
offset fast food, caloric snacks, and bouts
with acne; finding the latest “in” styles to
fit your all-elbows-and-knees teenager;
talking past the groans and sighs to
discuss AIDS and responsible behavior.

It’s challenging, time-consuming,
scary, and traumatic. You understand the
feelings of all who have gone before you
who have breathed the prayer...“We've
tried hard and done the best we could. By
the grace of God may they grow up to be
healthy, happy adults.”

For each of us who feels overwhelmed
with the responsibilities of parenting,
there are other Kappas who have “been
there.” Sharing the wisdom of experience,
Kappa mothers, teach-
ers, psychologists and
psychiatrists, therapists,
doctors — Kappas from
all walks of life — offer
support, encouragement,
and a sympathetic ear.
Sometimes those
who help most
are those with
graduate degrees
in JPM — Just
Plain Mom —
who have learn-
ed through their
own trials and
errors and are

—

—

—
[
¥

happy to share a cup of tea while you talk
things through and come up with your
own answers. They too have lived, loved,
laughed, and cried through the terrible
twos, precocious grade-schoolers, teenage
traumas, and the special-needs children
who truly challenge even the most patient
and caring parents. They can assure you
that, although there may not be an end to
the tunnel, there is someone to light your
way through.

And some day, if you're really lucky,
some tall person you once cuddled and led
by the hand will say, “I wasn’t always the
easiest or best kid, but thanks. I appreciate
all you have always done for me.”

Parenting — the toughest course of
all — and the one you’ll keep studying
all your life.

— Lois Catherman Heenehan,
Adelphi




h

Volume 110, No. 4
Winter 1993

€

Joann Barton Vaughan, EX
Editor

Lois Catherman Heenehan, B
Associate Editor

Jennie Miller Helderman, I'T1
Alumnae News/Arts

Jenny Struthers Hoover, ZK
Chapter News

Bunne Winter Baum
Design and Layout

Susan Frech Schmitt, EH
Advertising Manager

Lisa Lunney Thomson, ZK
Director of Communications

KAPPA GAMMA

The first college woman’s
fraternity magazine,
published continuously
since 1882.

Editorial Board

Cynthia McMillan Lanford, I'T]
Chairman of The Key Publication
Gay Chuba Barry, AA
Chairman of Fraternity Publications
Janice Harenberg Stockhoff, 'B
Fraternity Vice President
J. Dale Brubeck, I'K
Executive Director
Lois Catherman Heenehan, BE
Jennie Miller Helderman, I'TT
Lisa Lunney Thomson, ZK
Jenny Struthers Hoover, ZK

Joann Barton Vaughan, EX

Please send information and photographs
for The Key to the address listed below:

KKI” Headquarters and Foundation Office
Joann Barton Vaughan, Editor

P.O. Box 2079

Columbus, OH 43216

(614) 228-6515; FAX (614) 228-7809

The Kev (155N 1063-4663) is published quarterly for
$3.00 by Kappa Kappa Gamma Fraternity. 530 E. Town
St., Columbus, OH 43215. Printed in the United States of
America, copyright Kappa Kappa Gamma Fraternity
1993. Second-class postage paid at Columbus, OH.
POSTMASTER: Send address changes to The Key, P.O.
Box 177, Columbus, OH 43216,

12

14

14

16

18

20

22

26

23
30
32

Family Photos

Take a look at pages from the Kappa family album

Letting go

Choosing “Mommyhood” has its rewards

Adyvice from a Work-At-Home Mom

A home-based business can be the best of both worlds

Caring for Jenni

Mother helps daughter cope with diabetes

“To Be Old Before You Are Young”
A Kappa tells of caring for her dying son

The Fog Is Lifting

New drug controls son’s schizophrenia

Speaking for Herself

Parents help daughter reach full potential

Life Without Father

Increasingly, mothers are parenting alone

Stepping Carefully

Stepfamilies face many challenges
Excited Abut Being Alive
Staying home with children can be good for your career

Goodbye Superwoman, Hello Opportunity

Women of the 90s don’t want to have it all

You’ve Got A Friend

Sometimes friends are better than family

Call To Convention - Timeless Tradition, Future Vision
Kappas will mix business with pleasure in Atlanta

DEPARTMENTS

Profiles
In Memoriam

KKI" Foundation

34 Kappas on Campus
39 Accent on Alumnae
46 Fraternity News

49 Celebrating the Arts

Tindawne 170, Na &. Whinten {995

ON THE COVER
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We know a lot about parents; we all have them.

There are two-parent families, single parents, stepparents, parents of exceptional children,
birth parents, adoptive parents, surrogate parents, foster parents, grandparents, godparents,
employed parents, at-home parents, and parents parenting their parents. Libraries and bookstores
have shelves full of books on parenting — for all types of parents.

Lots of people are parents, but what makes you a parent?

Not just biology. Ashley Montagu wrote, “A genitor who does not parent the child is not its parent.” Parent-
ing is “to raise and to nurture,” according to the American Heritage Dictionary.

“A child’s value system is developed from the parents’, from the choices they (the parents) make in the
life that they lead and the values they have,” says Wendy Batten Havemann, Drake. Wendy is an author and lec-
turer on child development and parenting issues. (See Books page 50).

The family’s value system strongly influences the choices children make. Children of readers, read. Chil-
dren of volunteers, help out. “There’s a whole lot of things for children to say yes to,” Wendy says. “It's really
important for parents to realize how much children pick up from their parents.”

Imparting values is important to Juliana (J.J.) Fraser Wales, Ohio State, both as Fraternity President and as
a parent. “As the mother of two teenage boys. my role as a parent is to be there for them, to give them uncondi-
tional love, and to help them become independent, self-sufficient, good citizens.

“I see Kappa Kappa Gamma as a parenting organization. I so believe that the chapters have the right to
be self-governing. If we (the Fraternity) can help these young women become independent, self-sufficient,
good citizens then we’ve done our job. We’ve done what we set out to do.”

— Joann Barton Vaughan, Virginia
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tried.

I clapped at the very first tod-
dling steps. I cheered as the training
wheels came off the two-wheeler,

and didn’t cry until the kindergarten bus
had gone around the bend.

But I still couldn’t quite get around the
fact that I missed having someone cuddle
up on my lap to read Goodnight Moon
again. I missed having someone in the
house whose footsteps were always right
behind my own.

I had always wanted two children. So
when two daughters came within two years
of each other, I thought I was done. Done
with dirty diapers and done with being tied
to a house singing Sesame Street songs.

I had struggled to keep up my career,
often writing well into the night to make
an editor’s deadline while not upsetting
the family routine. I had kept my foot in
the door and now I was ready to pick up
where I had left off — with a full-time
professional position that would ease the
family budget as well as boost the stum-
bling self-esteem of a work-at-home mom.

Letting Go

Scouring the want ads, I found myself
making more excuses than cover letters.
The traveling job would put me too far
away from home; what if there was an
emergency? How could I stay with a strictly
desk job that would not allow me to be flex-
ible? I'd miss all those school programs.

I realized that just as my now preteen
daughter still sleeps with her teddy bear,
yet begs to have her ears pierced, I had
one foot in two worlds. While she was
having trouble letting go of her childhood,
I was having just as much trouble letting
go of “Mommyhood.”

She needs me in a different way now,
as does my 9-year-old, but I find myself
enjoying their friendly companionship just
as much as [ enjoyed pushing them in a
stroller, even though I know they need
more of their own space these days. Was I
really ready to fast-forward to the world
of full-time working mother?

The answer to my dilemma became
very clear a few years ago. One day my
kindergartner came home with a tempera-
ture of 104 degrees. A rush to the hospital
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confirmed the pneumonia diagnosis that kept
her in bed for a month — a month when I
was by her side rather than at a desk

At the same time that I was applying a
nebulizer mask for her medication, my
husband and [ were watching in horror as
bombs dropped on Iraq and Israeli chil-
dren donned their own masks to guard
against a gas attack. In a crazy world, our
sanity was the two little girls who, with a
touch of the remote control, whisked us away
from the blazing desert to a tropical isle
where Gilligan was looking for The Skipper.

Facing an uncertain future while
sponging a hot brow, I knew that being
Mommy was something I was not ready to
let go of. We women of the 70s were told
we could have it all, but I knew better. I
had to make a choice.

That choice is now toddling around
two steps behind me and banging pots in a
cheerful attempt to help me cook. Her
name is Maggie and we can’t imagine our
family without her.

Yes, I am picking out first bras and
changing diapers at the same time. Taxi
driving to soccer practice includes a sleepy
one-year-old in the car seat. And I know
that I have set aside a full-time salary and
benefits for the more flexible but less
lucrative work of a free-lancer.

It is not easy.

But for me it wasn’t just a matter of let-
ting go. It was a matter of admitting to
myself that despite my education and pro-
fessional experience, no job gave me near-
ly as much joy as that of being a mother.
Nothing gives my life more meaning than
my children who will carry my teachings
and examples (both good and bad) into
the next century.

Oh, I know that day will come when
Maggie says “Mah-um” and rolls her eyes
as my oldest daughter does now. Or quick-
ly drops my hand when her friends appear,
as my middle daughter does. I guess it will
be time to admit that I am really too old to
have another child who will play blocks with
me and eat a whole box of animal crackers.

But then, there are always grandchildren...

— Melissa Smith Golden, Bucknell




Advice from a Work-At-Home Mom

Mixing business
and childcare risky

but rewarding

ometimes life’s most perplexing

professional/family challenges

yield the greatest rewards.

Almost anything is possible with
a little imagination and determination.

Following the birth of my first child
seven years ago, and numerous interviews
of day care providers, I made one of the
toughest decisions of my career. Although
I loved my job as director of public
relations at a large New Orleans-based
banking corporation and had received
another promotion earlier that year, 1 was
dismayed by available childcare options.

After some soul searching, however, |
discovered a feasible, albeit non-tradition-
al alternative — a home-based marketing
and communications business. On the plus
side, I had established a strong network of
regional/national contacts, enabling me to
have some sense of credibility getting
started. I could work my schedule around
my daughter’s needs and trusted babysit-
ters, minimizing my time away from her.
And lucky for me, the bank kept me busy
with several consulting assignments,
enabling me to launch my business with a
strong financial start.

So, in November 1986, I traded in my
14th floor office overlooking the city for a
spare room in my home. I quickly found
that survival depended on fast friendships
with the Federal Express folks serving my
area, and patience in assimilating a multi-
tude of software programs. Burgeoning
technology via high-powered personal
computers, laser-jet printers, fax
machines, modems, cellular phones,
answering machines, and “squawk boxes™
made my home as work-friendly as my
former office.

For me, working at home has been a
rewarding experience, despite its hectic
rigors. It has enabled me to grow profes-
sionally by learning accounting, legal, and
business development facets that my “tra-
ditional” job didn’t require. It has enabled
me to grow personally by spending time
with my children — learning the real
meaning of patience. On the downside,

neighbors and friends still don’t understand
the concept of a home-based business,
especially the fact that I have daily dead-
lines just like a professional working in a
downtown office building.
I'm often asked to speak about home-
based entrepreneurship and I believe there
are several factors that are crucial to mak-
ing it work. Here are a few to consider if
you are contemplating such a move:
®* What are your long-term
professional goals? Eventual return
to a traditional work setting or
building and broadening your home-
based business?

® Do you understand the estimated
costs and projected revenues
needed? Are you a meticulous
record-keeper?

® Have you consulted professionals such
as a banker, accountant and/or
attorney regarding your proposed
venture?

® What is the market potential in
your area?

® Will you work on retainer, hourly
fee, preproject basis, or a
combination? Do you know
competitive fees for a comparable
service?

® Do you have a business develop-

ment and marketing game plan?

® What are your core and ancillary

business lines?

® Have you consulted available

resources for direction — local
chamber, state department of
economic development, etc.”?

® What are your on-going contingency

plans for childcare?

A home-based business can work with
sufficient understanding of the commit-
ment involved. It takes commitment,
independence, concentration, and atten-
tion to detail. But for those with the
desire to care for their children and the
determination to get the job done, the
work-at-home model can be rewarding to
both parent and child.

— Karen Kahler Holliday, Mississippi
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Caring For Jenni

Mother teaches daughter to cope with a lifetime disease

he’s a smallish girl-thing, a grey-
eyed waif whose beauty sits
restlessly within her, awaiting
the kiss of time to burst forth.
She is infinitely fragile. I love her to the
moon and around the stars — and five
times she has stood poised at the rim of
death’s dark pool, hovering, wavering,
only to be snatched back by loving arms.

I am the mother of five children.
Five children and each is unique and
special in inimitable ways. Four are
boys: one is a smallish girl-thing. Each
has taken a turn at stopping my heart-
beat: a broken bone here, a car acci-
dent there, 20 stitches thrown in for
good measure. You don’t love and par-
ent children without moments of
incredible joy and unimaginable trau-
ma. Through time you learn that
stitches melt away, bones heal, and
your heart will jump-start itself after
the current crisis.

However, sometimes the current cri-
sis takes on mammoth proportions and
it takes a high-voltage jolt of courage to
get your heart beating again.

Just such a crisis in October of 1991
brought me to the finite rim of reality
and forever changed our lives.

Our grey-eyed waif, Jenni by name,
“Pooh Bear” by nature and nickname,
wasn’t well. It wasn’t anything major —
no spots or fevers. She just wasn’t her-
self. She had just gotten over a virus
and, although it wasn’t a bad one, it
seemed to pull her energy down. I kept
a motherly eye on her but low energy
soon changed to no energy. She was
irritable, unlike herself. I kept watching
for rashes, waiting for earaches —
something about which I could say,
*Ah-ha!”, call the doctor and make her
well again. I consoled myself with the
knowledge that her appetite was good,
in fact she was eating better than she
ever had, ravenously. In spite of the
appetite she looked thinner, but I
thought that was just my imagination. 1
thought I was worrying unduly. She
started wetting the bed and having
accidents. All this in a matter of a few
days. “Ah-ha!” I said “Urinary tract
problems.” I called the doctor and
made an appointment.

The doctor didn’t mince words. “It’s
diabetes,” he said, “and she is danger-
ously ill.” Somewhere in the back of
my mind I remembered hearing that
diabetes could be fatal.
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Liz Runkle and daughter Jenni enjoy life — and the future — together.

The next hours are a blur — my hus-
band arriving, pale and drawn; getting
her to the hospital; IVs and crying;
holding her close. And always in the
back of my mind a terror that would
not go away, a voice that would not be
silenced, asking the unaskable, “Will
she be all right?”

I know now that she will, probably.
If we are careful; if she is careful. Dia-
betes is like an insidious interloper. It
lulls you into a false sense of security.
Jenni laughs and plays and is like any
other little girl, except for the three
times a day that she stops to check her
blood sugar and take her insulin.

Photo credit: Steven Widoff




Except for times when we come up
against the rim.

The long-term danger in diabetes is
that high blood sugar levels cause dam-
age to vital organs, to heart and kidneys
and liver. The short-term danger is that
blood sugar levels will drop too low,
causing black-outs, convulsions, coma,
and death.

These are heavy realities for a little
girl. Last Thanksgiving she went into
insulin shock in the night. That morn-
ing, as Jenni and I sat alone at the
kitchen table, she said, “I am so afraid
when I go into shock. I think I might
die. and no one will come and help me.
It’s like I am holding the whole world
on my hands, and big chunks of it are
falling off, and I can’t stop it.”

As her parents we try desperately to
hold that world for her. To pick up the
chunks that fall off, to lift the realities
from her shoulders, to carry as much of
the burden as we can. The truth is that
it is her disease, and her lifetime, and
only briefly in our keeping.

Somehow, as her parents, we must
steer her between the high blood sugars
and the low. We must chart a course of
safe passage into adulthood. We must
teach her the realities of diabetes, teach
her to say no to the things children love:
fudge and ice cream, candy and cookies.
Sure, there are sugar-free offerings but
too often the ice cream is pistachio or
butter pecan, not likely to tempt a small
girl. Too often she eats popcorn while
the other children enjoy brownies. We
try to maintain a balance — a little
extra insulin before a friend’s birthday
party so she can eat a small piece of
cake; extra activity so she can have a
glass of chocolate milk. Weighing, and
measuring, and praying.

Praying because she is a little girl.
Praying because she sometimes forgets,
as little girls will. Praying because she
needs to be able to forget, for just a little

Survival Tips for
Parenting
Special Children

* Count your blessings. Even the darkest situations have bright spots.

Use them to light the darkness.

* Have faith in something — your God, yourself, your strength.

Find your faith and use it!

¢ Take time for laughter. Laughter is a natural pain reliever and

healer. It restores energy.

* Remember you aren’t perfect. You will make mistakes.

Learn from them.

¢ Take care of yourself. Rest and eat well. Do something for you at

least once a week.

e Take control of that which you can control. Exercise your right to

make choices and educate yourself about your situation.

*  Ask questions.

* Have an attitude check daily. Remember: your glass is half empty

or your glass is half full.

e Smile — it takes fewer muscles than a frown and it is infectious.

while, to run and jump and play, to be
free. Praying because she needs to be a
little girl.

Recently she spent the night at a
friend’s house and forgot to test her
blood sugar level when she awakened.
Two giggling nine-year-old girls
climbed into the shower and one of
them, our Jenni-Pooh Bear, had a
blood sugar level that was life-threaten-
ingly low. Her blood sugar plummeted.
She fell in the shower and began to
convulse, banging her head into the

Parenting Exceptional Children

From the first wobbly step reaching toward Mommy's hand to the confident step
‘on stage to receive a college diploma, from the first attempt at “Da-da” to a misty-
eyed “I do,” we help our children grow and achieve.

For some sons and daughters the steps are hesitant, the progress slow, the road
treacherous. For some parents the helping hand is watchful, protective, fearful, yet
at the same lime trying not 1o be restrictive — to encourage participation in the

world around us.

“Exceptional children™ — each of our children is exceptional, but for some par-
eents the words take on additional meaning. Some children have special needs and
the luckiest among them have special parents who nurture and sustain.

Three Kappa mothers, among the many thousands who face the daily challenges
of parenting, share their stories of parenting in exceptional circumstances.

tiles over and over again until her
friend’s mother heard her daughter’s
cries for help. Once again our Jenni
stood poised at the rim of death’s dark
pool. Once again help came in time. A
concussion, but no fractured skull;
seizures, but no coma, no brain dam-
age. | jump-start my heart once again.

For many of us who parent children
with special needs, there are no miracle
drugs, no easy cures. I have given
thanks, time and again, that Jenni has a
disease we can live with, in the most lit-
eral sense of the words. The doctors
might as easily have diagnosed a dis-
ease for which there is little hope, little
chance of pulling her away from the
dark pool. We are indeed blessed. 1
survive through strong faith, through
taking control of what I can control,
through education and knowledge, the
support of family and friends, through
laughter and love. And yes, even through
courage. I survive because there are five
human beings who need me to survive,
most especially one smallish girl-thing
whose grey eyes mirror her soul.

— Elizabeth Phillips Runkle, Monmouth
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‘To Be Old Before You Are Young’

A Texas Kappa cares for her dying son

Four a.m., February 21, 1991 — |
awakened with a start, my mind subcon-
sciously registering the deeper gurgling
sounds issuing from my son’s partially par-
alyzed throat. In this final night of his ill-
ness, my hand resting on his straining
chest felt the shuddering tension as David
struggled to take in one more breath of
life-sustaining air. As I fought to move
David’s unresponsive body, I called
repeatedly to his father and sister for help.
Both were asleep on couches just 10 feet
away through an open door, yet neither
seemed to hear me. At last I stood up on
the bed and forcibly turned David’s body
over, then sat and cradled him closely in
my arms.

I was rocking David gently with my
own body, speaking softly to him, when
suddenly both his heartbeat and his
breathing stopped. His battle was over. As
the silent tears streamed down my face, I
could only thank God for making David’s
passing so peaceful — and for putting an
end to the unbelievable physical and
emotional pain my son had endured so
bravely. This time when I called out softly,
David’s father and sister heard me and
came rushing in, It may be selfish, but
I still treasure that special time I had
just shared with my son. David’s
time on earth had been one long

for company or love and proved to be a
bundle of joy.

David was only three-and-a-half when
his world was turned upside down quite
suddenly. A near-fatal auto accident left
him with broken thigh and collar bones
and a life-threatening concussion. The
doctors told us repeatedly that David had
little chance of living. During the next
three weeks he remained in a coma, his lit-
tle body paralyzed on one side and con-
vulsive on the other. The doctors offered
little hope of improvement, but they
didn’t know David!

I stood at the foot of his hospital bed
one day, watching his small face, when his
mouth appeared to tighten in response to
some strong inner effort. Slowly his eyes
opened, his dilated pupils looking like
dark pools of nothingness. Then almost
magically his pupils grew smaller, his eyes
focused on my face, and he smiled.
Although this first period of consciousness
was brief, David was a fighter and soon
the dark days of his coma were only a

learning experience for both of us, ‘&\ M\ A
B ay.
O\

November 1959 — I had not ¥ ‘v‘-::.
)

known I was pregnant back in
April 1959 when I underwent
an emergency operation for
the removal of a cancerous
thyroid. Although I was soon
put on replacement thyroxin,
there was a period when my
hormone imbalance could
have seriously affected the
unborn child. On November ¥,
28th my youngest son David
was born and to our great
relief he appeared to be a nor-
mal, healthy baby. As he grew
he developed into a beautiful,

happy child with laughing =
blue eyes, golden blond hair, # 2
and a sunny smile that was =
overwhelmingly contagious. He ’
also developed into a child whose
total lack of fear and unbounded curiosity
too often led to situations for which the
rest of us were totally unprepared. As the
youngest of five siblings, he never lacked

L)
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memory. Two weeks later we took him
home from the hospital, a laughing cherub
whose determination to live had proved
the doctors wrong, David was left with a
slightly paralyzed eye muscle and mild
dyslexia; later eye surgery and a special
school helped us get through the next 15
years. Through all of this David’s gentle
nature and sense of mischief combined to
create a son who would capture any moth-
er’s heart. Life with David was never dull!

Summer 1975 — In David’s 16th year
he told his cousin Leslie that he was gay.
Neither she nor David shared this knowl-
edge with the rest of the family, however,
since this was still a time when such an ori-
entation was viewed as a psychological
abnormality. David neither looked nor
acted openly effeminate, but we learned
later that he had felt alienated from the
social world around him that stressed alco-
hol, drugs, and “making out.” While he
had many friends of both sexes, he did not
seem to show a special preference for any
one person. Although I had always felt
that this special son was somehow differ-
ent from the others, I regret now that I did
not share my awareness with David
in his teen years. He always
knew that I loved and
accepted him as he

was, but it hurts to
think that I was not
there for him during
this time of fear and
alienation — espe-
cially when he was
just coming to terms
with his own sexuali-
ty. This period in
David’s life proved
to be one more of
the many lessons I
was to learn from
my youngest son,
the most valuable
being his gift of
unconditional love
and acceptance of
others. He wanted to
protect me from hurt,
. =  but he never shut me out of
" his life.

July 19, 1983 — David had been
living and working in Dallas. Life was
relatively calm until I received a call
from a Dallas friend of David’s. When I
heard that David had been desperately



sick with a raging fever but refused to see
a doctor, I knew I must go to Dallas and
bring my son home. Although he did
recover totally, I have often wondered if
it presaged the fight for life that was yet
to come.

August 29, 1985 — Another phone call
came from Dallas — this time on a beauti-
ful summer day when I had been hiking
with my sister while vacationing in the
mountains of northern New Mexico.
Speaking through choked-back tears,
David explained that he had received the
results of his first HIV test. He had tested
positive for the AIDS virus. I had not
heard any of my three sons cry since they
became old enough to consider such
actions “unmanly.” Yet now David and I
both cried openly over the phone even as
we tried to comfort and encourage each
other in the face of such adversity. After-
ward, my sister and I wept together as we
acknowledged that the test results were
just a prelude to the emotional and physi-
cal agony ahead. Although I had heard
and read about AIDS, my knowledge was
only superficial. I did know that the pres-
ence of the AIDS virus was a death sen-
tence with no reprieve.

1986-1987 — David continued to live
in Dallas and occasionally in Austin,
but the knowledge of his
impending death seemed to
change him in subtle yet defi-
nite ways. His first priority
was an unceasing fight to stay
as healthy as possible for as
long as he could. David had
never used tobacco, alco-
hol, or drugs and he still
had the broad-shoul-
dered, lean build of an
active and healthy young
man. Now, however, he
turned to special exer-
cise, health foods, a
macrobiotic diet, vita-
mins, minerals, and
prescription drugs in
an attempt to prolong
his life. He read every-
thing he could find
about the latest treat-
ments for AIDS and
became virtually a
walking encyclopedia
regarding anything to do
with the illness. He was

still working sporadically as an electrician
and jack-of-all-trades but his focus had
shifted from plans for the future and nar-
rowed to strictly short-term projects.

David came to Houston periodically to
visit the Montrose Clinic, a nonprofit cen-
ter which provided testing and limited
outpatient treatment for anyone diag-
nosed HIV positive. I always welcomed
the chance to see and visit with David, but
knew that his independence was too valu-
able a part of my son’s life for me to regret
his lengthy absences. As for me, I became
a regular Friday night volunteer at the
Montrose Clinic in 1985 and continued in
that capacity for more than six years.

1987-1989 — In spite of all his efforts
to prevent the onset of AIDS symptoms,
David began to show the early signs of the
encroaching disease. The first was the
gradual shutting down of his immune sys-
tem as signaled by his steadily dropping
white cell count. A T-cell count below 600
was considered serious, yet at one point
David’s T-cell count was only two! When
it rose to six we were overjoyed, although
we knew that he was still totally vulnera-
ble to any opportunistic disease that came
along. In those days we cheered any sign
of improvement, no matter how slight or
how fleeting. As David’s lean body got
leaner, his hair seemed to get coarser and
thinner, and his skin started to become dry

and flaky. A progression of symptoms
followed. He tired easily and was unex-
pectedly affected by both heat and cold.
His joints ached almost constantly and he
often suffered mood swings. As the years
passed he accepted the changes in his
appearance but fought doggedly to retain
his health. He tried AZT, interferon, and
DDI at different times during the course
of the disease, but nothing was able to
hold back its inevitable progress.

Early March 1989 — David had been
feeling bad for several weeks so when he
came to Houston for a visit I asked him to
stay and make an appointment to get
checked here. I was tutoring in my “study
room” that night when David came to the
door and told me he was feeling worse.
His mouth was filled with sores, his chest
hurt, and he felt hot. I saw the flush on his
cheeks and heard the dry cough deep in
his chest. Cold chills ran over me as I
recognized the dreaded symptoms of
pneumocystic pneumonia, the primary
killer of AIDS victims. There was little 1
could do that night beyond making him as
comfortable as possible. Early the next
morning I called the Montrose Clinic and
one of the young directors told me the best
cure for pneumocystic pneumonia was a
new treatment known as pentamidine
inhalation. David was started on the pro-
gram immediately and I am convinced the
pentamidine saved his life. The
advent of that special type of
pneumonia, however, official-
ly qualified David as an
AIDS patient; it completely

changed his way of life
forever. He could no
longer fight off the advanc-
ing symptoms of AIDS.

1989-1990 — Pentami-
dine treatments were now
a twice-weekly event,
along with frequent visits
to various doctors. The
physical symptoms of
AIDS began to ravage
David’s body both inter-
nally and externally. He
was afflicted with painful
skin and mouth infections,
severe intestinal disor-
ders, headaches, night
sweats, periods of blurred

vision, and memory lapses.

Deep-seated anger and mood
swings if he couldn’t get privacy
at least once a day, anxiety, dealing
with loss of independence, fear of
spreading skin cancer, memories of happi-
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er days, fearing involvement but also
waiting for an understanding friend, the
emotional agony of trying to make sense
of all the injustice in the world — these
were only a few of the things David wrote
about in his “letter to the world.” The
phrase that remained with me most vivid-
ly, however, was how emotionally painful
it was “to be old before you are young.” I
had just spent two weeks at the mountain
cabin with several of my children and
grandchildren, feeling a deep-seated guilt
that David was too sick to be with us and
an unspoken fear that he would not be
alive when I came home. I returned to find
that his health was indeed worse, although
friends and family had seen to his immedi-
ate needs. More important, however, I
found that he had taken time to write a
very personal and insightful letter to all of
us in which he detailed “what it’s like to
have AIDS — to have ‘symptoms’ and
‘signs that indicate’ but with no true diag-
nosis.” I had become very adept at dealing
with David’s emotional and physical ups
and downs but this letter tore at my heart
and I was unable to hold back tears as I
read it through.

Early Summer 1990 — As a mother
who was doing her best to take care of a
slowly dying son, I found that there were
few guidelines or mentors to whom 1
could turn, David and I worked as a
team and I was very open with all 4
my friends about the nature of his
illness. I was blessed that as a
tutor I could work at home and I
was blunt with all my prospec-
tive students and their families S\
in reference to sharing my % "\.;E‘
home with my son who had
AIDS. I did not lose a single .+
friend or student, a tribute ™ g
to the growing tolerance i
that AIDS education is 0%
gradually bringing about in “§&
America. As my friends ral- %
lied around and offered g ."l\:'h

their help in countless-=Reeyey

ways, I realized just how ‘)(;'
fortunate I was to have el
their love and support. e~

Late Summer 1990 —
The good times ended far 2
too soon, however, as
another bout of pneumonia
struck David’s weakened
body. As his temperature

remained between 101 and 103 degrees for
three days, we desperately sought help. At
one private hospital I was faced with the
need to provide a $15,000 cash deposit
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before David could be admitted. Unable
to pay, we left, hearing the doctor’s part-
ing comment, “Well, that’s the way the
cookie crumbles.”

David’s father, Bob, had come in from
Austin and that night he drove David to
Lyndon B. Johnson, our new county char-
ity hospital. By the time I could join them
a nearly unconscious David had already
been examined in the emergency room
and started on I'Vs to stop the progress of
the pneumonia. When we told the young
intern handling David’s case what we had
been through elsewhere, he echoed our
deepest feelings exactly as he said, “My
God! How can one get so callous in dealing
with other people’s lives?”

During the five days David was in the
hospital I was introduced to the world of
the medically indigent. In spite of the hor-
ror stories I had heard all my life about
charity hospitals, I can only say that my
son’s treatment at LBJ was outstanding —
both medically and personally. Bob and I
took turns staying with David, and on my
morning shifts I visited with the social
workers and learned what we must do to
get David officially admitted to the “gold
card” system of free medical care. Our life
with AIDS was taking a new and final

twist as we openly admitted we could no
longer afford the private sector and
were deeply grateful that we could qual-
ify for medical and social aid from the
public sector.

Fall 1990 — After leaving the hospital,
David’s life became increasingly restrict-
ed as his body continued to waste away
and his bodily functions shut down. That
is when 1 became familiar with all the
items essential to maintaining personal
hygiene and an acceptably sanitary home
atmosphere. I have wonderful memories
of this period — of a dear neighbor who
invited David to her home just to visit,
talk, and laugh. Another dear friend took
David to pick out his own favorite Christ-
mas tree, a gift from an unknown friend
of hers. We all knew this would be his last
Christmas with us and wanted to make it
warm and loving. David’s body was dying
but his spirit was as indomitable as ever!

Christmas 1990 — Everyone was
home for Christmas, even my oldest son
from Canada who wanted this last chance
to be with his brother. On Christmas Eve
we gathered in my home, laughing and
crying as we sorted through boxes of old
photographs and shared memories of
their childhood. My five children, now
ranging in age from 31 to 38, were friends
as well as siblings. All had accepted that
their youngest brother was going
to die soon and the cama-
raderie in that room was
breathtaking. The fam-
ily belief system had
o= always included a
& deep conviction that
¢ death was simply a
@ soul releasing itself

# from a body that
# could no longer func-
tion. Our absolute
belief in a happier life
e after death enabled us
to be open in our
acceptance of David’s
approaching time to
N leave. Our grief was
no less deep and real,
but we could deal with
it in our own time.
Now we wished only
to take care of David
and make his remain-
ing time as painless and
peaceful as possible.

On Christmas morning
David had a very difficult time
waking up and getting out of bed

and was able to sit up for only a short
time. His symptoms were escalating. The



next day I took him to a charity outpatient
clinic. We waited for hours and were finally
told that David probably had developed a
form of cancer known as Kaposis Sarcoma.

Ten days later we were at Ben Taub
County Hospital. A quick but thorough
exam indicated that David was suffering
from cancer of the brain and that he must
be treated immediately in the trauma
center to reduce the swelling. As David’s
gurney was wheeled through the halls I
managed to hold on to his hand — for my
sake as well as his.

February 1991 — When I was finally
permitted to take David back home, I set
him up in my room downstairs. It meant
sharing a bed, but I wanted to be within
reach if anything should go wrong at night.
He had not recovered the use of his left
side and we had been told that the cancer
was untreatable. Once again [ tried to fix
food that might tempt his appetite but with
little luck since his body could not handle
much more than cool Jello. His move-
ments were slower; his balance was
poorer, and it seemed that he was becom-
ing virtually bedridden except for our trips
to the clinic.

On our most recent trip one doctor
finally told me about the Visiting Nurses
organization, a service provided to AIDS
patients as sick as my son. Two days later
a capable and attractive older woman
showed up at my door, told me she
was the visiting nurse, handed me

armloads of adult diapers and bed ~\

pads, and proceeded to set up an Q k
IV system by driving a nail into 9
the wall over my bed. What a R

dynamo! She showed me how to
change IV bags and sterilize
the connections in order to
protect David from infections,
then promised to return in
two days to see how we were
getting along.

A true blessing came
our way when our visiting
nurse told me about a special
grant that would provide free
daily LVN care for AIDS
patients living at home in
Houston. [ immediately
applied, and a few days later a
lovely young woman appeared,
ready to spend eight hours
every weekday with David as a
nurse-helper trained to care for
both physical and medical needs.

By now the cancer had spread. David was

and he was totally dependent on the IV
glucose solution for nourishment. When
the LVN came the next time, David
showed signs of having developed pneu-
monia again. This time, however, I
remembered that my physician father
had once told us pneumonia was “the old
man'’s friend,” a painless way to die, and I
made the decision to refrain from seek-
ing treatment.

February 18, 1991 — The visiting
nurse respected my wishes and called to
report my decision to David’s doctor at
the clinic. I notified all family members
but only David’s father could make it
down from Austin that night. Bob
Barstow was a large man who had
always found it difficult to show affec-
tion to his children. He was also a man
with a tremendous fear of AIDS. For
that reason I was unbearably moved
when I saw Bob take his dying son in
his arms and, with tears in his eyes, tell
David how much he had always loved
and admired him. Only by the blinking
of his closed eyelids could David com-
municate with us, yet the changes in his
breathing and movement of his eyelids
told us that he had heard and under-

stood. Dana was also there to tell her
brother goodbye. The flooding storms
that covered both Austin and Houston
kept Jan and Richard from driving
down that night so they, like their
brother Jay in Canada, could only tell
David goodbye over the phone. Once
again the change in his breathing and
eyelid movements signified that he had
heard and registered each phone mes-
sage. He knew we were all with him in
spirit as he drew each labored breath
and that our love was his for eternity.

Two a.m., February 21, 1991 — As
Bob, Dana, and I settled down for the
long night ahead we knew it was only a
matter of hours before David’'s weak-
ened lungs would give out and he would
be released from his body. I had never
worn rubber or plastic gloves when
tending to any of David’s needs and
none of us did so now. Instead we used
antiseptic soaps and creams, and antibi-
otic ointments to cover and protect any
openings in our skin from possible cont-
amination with the AIDS virus. We
knew the value of human contact to a
person who is deathly ill and we knew
that this was one way we could protect
ourselves and still make contact with
David. By 3:30 both Bob and Dana were

almost asleep where they sat so I sent

them into the nearby living room
to sleep on the oversized
couches. I promised to
call if David got
worse. Then I turned
down the lamp and
stretched out on the
bed beside David.
With my hand on his
bare chest to catch
any sign of difficulty
or discomfort, I soon
fell into a light doze.
The rest you know.
In his life David
had a profound
influence on the
lives of those around
him. Now that he is
gone I try to carry on
his legacy of service
to others. Each time 1
succeed in easing the
life of even one person
I find myself saying,
“Thank you, David, for
showing me the way.”

— Ann Red Barstow, Texas

unable to get out of bed and was finding it
difficult to speak. The sweet smile
remained but his jaws seemed frozen shut

Art by Bunne Winter Baum
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Help for a schizophrenic comes in
the form of a “miracle cure”

n this visit we had no plans
for him. Others are responsible
for slicing structure into his
life, for at the age of 14 schizo-
phrenia robbed my son of self-motivation.

Reluctantly, in truth, I parked at the
hospital for his first overnight home visit
in almost four months. State funding would
run out in three weeks, and he would be
released from the hospital — ready or not.
Acceptance into another program was in
doubt so, as always, I became responsible
for my son Scott’s care.

I felt as if my own life would again be
put in a drawer. I would live for both of
us: plan our activities, our meals, our bed-
time, and I would be Scott’s best friend.

I had begun to gain my own life back
two years before when my other emerg-
ing-adult children began pushing away
from me. After coping for six frustrat-
ing and exhausting years with the onset
and development of Scott’s schizophre-
nia, I had delegated his management to
a caretaker.

Scott just slept away his empty life in a
home. On the verge of maturation, my
oldest child, almost 23 now, had gradually
regressed to the child-like state of a sec-
ond-grader. Then on a routine visit his
psychiatrist announced he had secured
state funds for experimental use of the
“miracle cure” clozapine in this chronic,
young case.

At the hospital, I entered the locked
ward where I saw Scott leaning against
the wall waiting for me.

“Can we go now? I'm ready to go,”
he said, seeming unusually animated
and directive. I was not used to his
assuming leadership, so I faltered.

“Your medicine, honey. Just a minute.”

With the new medication instructions,
the magical pharmaceutical bag, and good
wishes, we pushed open the electronically
locked door toward a spectacularly warm
November afternoon.

As we pulled away from the curb, he
rolled down the window, pointing to the
sky. “Mom, look at those clouds. Aren't
they beautiful?”

“Clouds? Beautiful?” I was stunned.
How often had I pointed out a flower, a
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frolicking animal, or a sunset
to a dead pan? They'd told
me to expect improvement,
but after too many disap-
pointments, I'd remained
skeptical. However, here he
was noticing something
beyond his own short-cir-
cuited brain paths.

For many years Scott had
never known if it were May
or December, often dressing
in shorts in winter or a flan-
nel shirt in August. Now he
was noticing clouds.

“Can you buy me some
new jeans? These are too
small,” he pulled at the
powder blue cords clinging
to his legs. Another direc-
tive from him.

“Boy, you've been wear-
ing them for years. How
many? How much do you
weigh now?” I laughed, pat-
ting his tummy. “They say
you're going to get fat from the medicine.
How do you feel about that?”

During this latest hospital bout, his
weight had dropped to 85 pounds,
dangerous even to his slight 5’6" frame.

He smiled at the idea of being big-
ger. When he was really out-of-it, he
had insisted on buying jeans with a 36
waist and 38 length, and jackets that
hung five inches beyond his fingertips.

“I need some shampoo and more
deodorant too. And some soap. I hate
that hospital soap.”

Was this Scott talking? The last time
he had lived with me, weeks passed
when he would stand under the shower
until it ran cold, but never pick up a bar
of soap or shampoo. An hour later,
he'd jump out of bed, into the shower
again, night or day, laughing like a jack-
al, while the water soothed him. Now
he was concerned about special soap.

“Do you have any money? Where
do you get money?” He asked as if it
were the first time he had a glimmer
that money didn’t regenerate inside
my pockets.

The Fog Is Lifting

“I've saved and I work. People work
for money. They say you'll be able to
work soon,” I explained, as if ideas
which had danced all around him these
confused years, he could now isolate
and discuss, sort of like Helen Keller
connecting the liquid with “water.”

“I do work. I work at night. That’s
why I'm so tired,” he said. The clozapine
had not eradicated his hallucinations;
he worked while the rest of the world
slept, like Santa’s elves. I often won-
der if pride doesn’t reside deep
within even the most deranged mind
which needs to fantasize a work-life
to enhance self-respect.

“] mean you can do work for real
money, Scott,” I explained.

As we parked in front of the barber
shop, I worried that he might bolt from
the chair, as he had escaped from the
nurse trying to tap his blood two years
earlier, when we first approached him
with the idea of using clozapine.

Clozapine demands a weekly blood
test to detect if the mind-altering drug
is destroying white blood cells — the




major danger of the drug. Nee-
dles had panicked Scott. He
believes his blood has been
transfused by robots from his
own foreign planet. As firmly
as if it were his religion, he
believes that if any blood
were removed from his body,
his life would evaporate.

Although I don’t think I showed it,
taking him out in public still bothered
me; I am keenly aware of the prejudices
extant. With that long, stringy hair
hanging in his eyes, what impression
did he make? He looked like a vagrant
and often he behaved “strangely.”
More than once I've found a gawking
crowd around him, staring as he giggled
insanely or twirled with his eyes rolled
back in his head.

No problem today, though. I was
surprised to find him taking off his flan-
nel shirt in the car, replacing it with a
more appropriate T-shirt.

“That makes sense. It’s hot for
November,” I commented. Inappropri-
ate dress and inappropriate laughter may
determine that someone is “acceptable”
for the state mental hospital. His dress put
him away four years ago.

“] wish I had that coat, remember
Mom, the jean jacket with the sheep’s
wool lining,” he said, pulling on his shirt.

I remembered. A town scavenger lift-
ed it from him. The same guys who ate my
vulnerable son’s every grocery when he
tried living alone. Scott offered his food,
his bed, his clothes, to anyone who'd
come around — just to have friends. That
was at one stage, before I realized how
much he needed my protection.

“Now all we need is the hair cut.”

“No. It's not long enough yet. It
grows while I sleep and all the sick goes
into it. I have to wait until all the sick is
in my hair; then I'll cut it.”

Scott changed the subject, “Can we
eat out? Get a movie?”

“Maybe we can get a pizza. | have a

coupon. I guess we can rent a movie too. I
saw a ninja movie last night.”

My real surprise was that he suggested
a topic of conversation. Being with this
person was not at all like being with the
dog, which is what being with the old Scott
was like. I could take him anywhere then
as long as I kept him on my eye-leash.
Silent. Obedient. In the beginning,
though, he'd wander away, and we would
meet again frantic hours later. My pathetic
17-year-old would tell me he couldn’t find
his way to me or to the car; he’d been lost
in the store.

At the video store, Scott picked up
“The Forbidden Planet,” an old title,
but who cares. He loves space stories.
He had everything he needed for per-
fect contentment — a Coke, a pizza, a
movie, and a cigarette.

At home his sister held out to hear
election results before giving up her right

to the TV. Scott, solicitous, patiently wait-
ing, offered her his pizza and drink — this,
the same boy who had bloodied her nose,
blackened her eye, and sunk his teeth into
her side like a wild man less than five
years before.

Chemical straight jackets have calmed
the animal in him, but I often wonder
what drug the younger children imbibed
which allows them to sit happily in the
same room now.

As “The Forbidden Planet’s” credits
passed, we read simultaneously, *...and
introducing Robby the Robot.”

“Scott. Look at that. You've seen this
before; you must have."”

“No. No, I haven't.”

“That’s where you got all that
robot stuff.”

He staunchly shook his head,
reiterating, “No. This is real.
This isn’t a movie.” I assumed
he meant it was a documentary,
not fiction.

Exuberant, I ran to my
daughter’s room to tell her of
Robby, the star character. We
both giggled, jubilant to know at last
that the movie produced that control-
ling character who lives inside Scott’s
head — the one who directs him to
sleep, not work, to eat only fast-foods,
and to refuse needles. As I watched the
movie unfold, I saw Robby synthesize
food, produce it in any quantity
needed, just like Scott’s Robby feeds
the starving masses in my son’s
“work” to eliminate world hunger.
And wild animals could be petted in
“The Forbidden Planet’s” paradise,
just like the ones Scott secrets away
in his imaginary world.

Scott absorbed every detail of the
film like a siphon draining a bucket, but
rather than dispelling his hallucina-
tions, the movie verified their reality to
him. Clozapine only made him able to
concentrate more sharply on the
details. His mind is still delusional.

When Scott headed for bed, I con-
tinued to gaze at the tube. Suddenly I
bolted upright, grabbing the white
pharmaceutical bag.

“Honey, for heaven’s sake, don’t
forget your medicine.” When he’s lucid,
I forget he’s sick, that he needs medi-
cine. Without clozapine, though, he
would quickly degenerate into a fetal
ball lying in the hospital bed, laughing
insanely and unable to communicate.
Only weeks before I witnessed that.

A mother considers it mundane to
shop for jeans, to select a movie, or visit
the barber. Mothers with healthy chil-
dren certainly expect their 23-year-olds
to have mastered these tasks. But the
mother of a schizophrenic must brag
and crow for these wonders. She
worships scientists who have partially
unlocked the mysteries of the brain —
and that chemical imbalance which, like
an elusive thief in the night, stole the
humanity from her child.

— Virginia Jacobs Seacrist,

William & Mary
(I was prompted to submit this story

about my son after reading in The Key a
mother’s less hopeful story of her mentally
ill son.)
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Speaking for Herself

For deaf artist, hearing
impairment not an
impediment

ommitted to providing the

best education possible,

Leigh-Anne’s parents en-

abled their daughter to live at
her greatest potential.

A role model for hearing-impaired
children and their parents, Leigh-Anne
Rice, Arizona, will not allow her hear-
ing impairment to impede her success.
At 27 she is a graphic designer for
Printsley Creations in Carmel, Ind.,

and a freelance artist, continuing to suc-
cessfully jump the hurdles and meet the
challenges of a hearing world.

Her parents, Ron and Marcia Rice,
were faced with many difficult decisions
when choosing paths to follow in raising
Leigh-Anne—choices that affected the
whole family. Marcia contracted rubella
during the sixth week of her pregnancy
and as a result Leigh-Anne sustained a
95 percent hearing loss. The remaining
five percent hears no words, only rhythm
and the buzz of loud conversation.

The Rices hoped their daughter could
rely on speaking and lip reading in a speak-
ing world, rather than signing. Marcia was a
speech and hearing major at Indiana Uni-
versity, worked in the IU Medical Center
audiology department, and was aware of
special programs offered at St. Joseph’s

Institute for the Deaf in St. Louis. After
visiting the school and finding a strong
support system, Leigh-Anne’s parents
decided to send her to St. Joseph’s. At age
three-and-a-half she entered the boarding
school, coming home to Indiana every
other weekend to be with her parents and
baby brother, Greg.

Continuing their commitment to the
best possible education for Leigh-
Anne, her family moved to St. Louis
the following year, a decision which
meant that her father left his successful
private medical practice. The family
remained in St. Louis for seven years.

“Mainstreaming” Leigh-Anne into
the public school system was the next
big decision for the Rices. They
returned to Indianapolis where Leigh-
Anne jumped from a private school of
160 students into a large system of 600
students. A private speech therapist
helped to ease the transition by work-
ing with Leigh-Anne’s teachers.

Later transitions into a junior high
school of 1,300 and a high school of

magine a family portrait taken

when you were a child. Now,

imagine that portrait without

your father. How would your
childhood have been changed? What
would your mother have had to do
differently?

Today, many children face life
without a father. Whether
because of divorce, death, or
choice, more than five million
women are single mothers,
raising their children without
the help of a husband. In
fact, only 37 percent of all
children now live in the “tra-
ditional family” where the father is
the primary breadwinner and the
mother is the primary caregiver.

In the past, unmarried or divorced
mothers were faced with stigmas of
immorality or failure. However, soci-
ety today has been forced to take a
different look at the women who are
raising their children alone. The
entire concept of “family” has had to
be reevaluated and reconsidered.
For many reasons, single motherhood
is a growing segment of American

Life Without Father

family life.

The increasing number of single
mothers in our society crosses racial,
social, and economic boundaries.
Last year, 24 percent of all children
were born to single mothers and the
greatest increase in single mother-
hood is among college educated,

Increasingly, women are
facing motherhood alone

professional women. In addition,
more than 50 percent of American
women are now in the work force,
and this certainly has changed the
entire concept of the traditional fami-
ly. These statistics, combined with
the fact that almost 50 percent of
marriages end in divorce, have
demanded the attention of society as
a whole.

Since the majority of women after
a divorce find themselves as single
mothers, many Kappas have found

themselves in this difficult position.
In 1974, Nancy Parker O’Brien,
Miami (Ohio), married and after six
years she and her husband had a
baby boy. Nancy was happy to have
the opportunity to stay home with
her new son, Connor. When Connor
was three years old, Nancy’s husband
announced his desire to get a
divorce, and at its conclusion,
Nancy was granted full cus-

tody of their son. Certainly,

their lives changed very quick-

- ly. Nancy immediately began
working full time and found
herself in the same predica-

ment as many other single mothers.
She had to find reliable, affordable
childcare. Generally, more than 50
percent of single mothers rely on
their families to assist in the care of
their children. However, Nancy's
family did not live near enough to
offer her more than emotional sup-
port, so she and Connor had to resort
to non-family caregivers. Fortunate-
ly, Nancy found a local day care
center. Conner joined the other day
care children, many of whom were
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2,000 students posed continuing chal-
lenges for Leigh-Anne — challenges she
met successfully with the support of her
family.

Achieving excellence in her high
school art classes, Leigh-Anne chose to
pursue this area as a career and was
accepted at the University of Arizona.
Provided with tutors, note-takers, and
interpreters under Federal Public Law 504
which ensures equal access for handi-
capped students, Leigh-Anne’s college
education included expanded communica-
tion skills in lip reading as well as learning
to sign for the first time.

Internships in art, winning the campus
Spring Fling T-shirt design contest, recog-
nition as an outstanding college student
by the Alexander Graham Bell Associa-
tion for the Deaf, and graduation moved
Leigh-Anne into a successful career in
graphic design. She says, “My employers
hired me because I am a good graphic
designer; they could communicate with
me, and they felt that co-workers and cus-
tomers could communicate with me.”

Office communications, especially
via telephone, have been facilitated for
hearing-impaired persons via the Amer-
icans With Disabilities Act of January
1993. It requires all states to have tele-
phone relay service for the speech and
hearing impaired which provides more
professional freedom for Leigh-Anne to
interact with her clients.

Family support and encouragement
have formed the basis for Leigh-Anne’s
successful mainstreaming and speech
and lip reading skills. “During my grow-
ing years my mom and dad often
played verbal games with me, tutored,
and taught me. There were times
when my knowledge and understand-
ing didn’t fit well with what we
learned in school, so my family tried
to fill the gap,” she says.

To any family that has a child with dis-
abilities, Marcia Rice says, “Don’t dwell
on ‘why did this happen to me.’ Figure out
choices and begin working on them. Use
determination and perseverance and keep
asking questions.” She drew great strength

from Robert Frost’s poem, “The Road
Not Taken,” and recommends searching
out resources that will help the family
work together.

Encouraged by her parents to believe
that hearing-impaired persons can sur-
vive independently in a hearing world,
Leigh-Anne remains involved with the
deaf community. As a member of “Hear
Indiana” she has been a volunteer coun-
selor for weekend youth leadership
camps where she can help and provide an
example for hearing-impaired children.

“Dream your dreams and set practical
goals to reach them. You may not be
able to change the facts of your hearing
loss, but you can find ways to reduce the
handicapped aspects of it,” she advo-
cates. “My choices in life are whatever I
want them to be. I can go anywhere and
speak for myself.”

— Joanna Scungio, Washington & Jefferson

e . LS

also the children of single mothers.

Today, these children do not live
under the stigma of abandonment. As
Nancy stated, “Connor, and many other
children of single mothers, do not live a
life that is dramatically different from
the children of double income families.
Both sets of children spend a large quan-
tity of the work week with a caregiver
who is not a parent.” However, contrary
to popular belief, this lack of parent-
child time does not necessarily indicate
that these children will have difficul-
ties socializing and adjusting. In fact,
latest reports indicate that many sin-
gle mothers are raising children who
are very high achievers. This statis-
tic is mainly attributed to the way
circumstances force these mothers
and children to focus on each
other.

Single mothers do not general-
ly face the same type of discrimi-
nation they did in the past.
Nancy felt that the understand-
ing attitude she received from
Kappa alumnae was reflective
of the way in which society, as a
whole, is working to accommo-
date the difficult schedules and
responsibilities of single mothers. As
stated on the sitcom, Murphy Brown,
“Perhaps it is time [to] expand [our] def-
inition and recognize that whether by

choice or by circumstance families come
in all shapes and sizes. And ultimately,
what really defines a family is commit-
ment, caring, and love.”

Sources:

The Suddenly Single Mother’s
Survival Guide

Parenting Solo

The Single Mother’s Book

Understanding Families
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Techniques of step-parenting may
come through trial and error

career, marriage, motherhood — every

young woman’s “happily ever after.” But

then factor in divorce, being a single

working mom, remarriage, acquiring a
young stepdaughter, moving cross-country, and
training for a new career. Any of these life changes
are challenging; all of them in quick succession could
be overwhelming. How do you survive?

“Love conquers all!” or so Linda Mottl Shannon,
Wisconsin, thought when these events occurred in
rapid succession 14 years ago. She recalls, “I remarried
after being a single working mom for a year, had a
two-and-a-half-year-old stepdaughter move in with us
three months later, and moved six months later from
Illinois to California where [ had no friends or rela-
tives. I had quit my personnel management job
when we moved and began training for a new
career in real estate sales. This was the most stress-
ful time of my life, but I figured that I could handle
anything because of the love that my new husband
and I felt for each other.”

Although the Shannons tried to operate like a
nuclear family, there were other dimensions that inter-
fered with their dreams. Linda felt she wasn’t properly
appreciated for trying to fill all the roles: wife, mother,
stepmother, careerperson. Building success in her new
work in real estate sales often meant spending evening
and weekend hours showing homes and being avail-
able to clients at short notice.

As wife and mother Linda tried to involve the
family in meal planning and preparation on a rotat-
ing basis. No one bought into her plan, causing her
to resume the daily responsibility. A nagging worry
was added — if she failed to provide nourishing
meals daily would the children fall into bad snack-
ing habits and eat junk food?

Quality time with the kids and involvement in their
activities were important, but often impossible. Would
the children learn to value reading and schoolwork or
miss out on achievement and feelings of pride in the
accomplishment of worthwhile goals?

Family meetings to facilitate communication
and involve all members in planning vacations,
solving sibling problems, and assigning chores
would teach the children to cooperate and work as
a team — if they would just join in.
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Stepping

But it was Linda's agenda and therefore, in everyone
else’s mind, her responsibility. She felt trapped by her own
plan. It was inevitable that stress would lead to mistakes.

“One large mistake 1 made,” Linda now realizes, *had
serious consequences: interfering in our children’s argu-
ments. Since one child is mine by a prior marriage and
one is my husband’s by a prior marriage, we each felt
protective of our own child. When the girls got into a spat
we would often line up against the other child and
spouse, two against two. We should have let them learn
to solve their differences without interfering; we robbed
them of that opportunity.” The children never became
good friends, even though they lived together for 12
years. Linda feels there was seldom a direct line of com-
munication between them.

“Another large mistake I made was to grumble in
front of my teenage daughter about the lack of coopera-
tion from my husband. She was unusually receptive to my
grumblings. Soon I heard my daughter use the same
phrases to grumble about him.” Only later did Linda
realize that she had driven a wedge between them, limit-
ing their chances to develop a caring relationship.




Carefully

Linda’s suggestion to seek help through a family
counseling session was greeted with skepticism and met
with virtually no success. Some time later, however, a
“blended family” support system at a local church did
offer a forum for exchange of ideas. “It was such a relief
to talk with other men and women who had very similar
struggles going on in their stepfamilies,” Linda says.

This sharing of problems led to developing better
communications within the family.

Another move did not set the family adrift from their
support system. In Colorado they found a nationwide

Climbing Steps

Adyvice from a stepdaughter

An increasing number of young people find them-
selves part of a stepfamily. An unscientific survey in
a representative Kappa chapter determines that

for Steps

a child. In step, blood and sexual ties can polarize
the family in opposite energies and directions.

® The conflict of loyalties must be recognized right
from the beginning. Often just as the child in step
begins to have warm feelings toward the new step-
parent, she will pull away and negatively act out.
She feels something like this: if I love you, that
means [ do not love my real parent.

® Guard your sense of humor and use it. The step situ-
ation is filled with the unexpected. Sometimes we
don’t know whether to laugh or ery. Try humor.

— Jeannette Lofas

From the newsletter of

Stepfamily Association of America, Inc.

215 Centennial Mall S. Ste. 212

Lincoln, NE 68508

(Toll free number for membership or books:
1-800-735-0329)

& A

group — The Stepfamily Association of America.
Their local chapter meets monthly and the stepmoms
tuck in an extra meeting for lunch and talk. A national
newsletter provides valuable information.

Reflecting on the interaction of the group, Linda
says, “I wish I had learned about that group when we
were first married. I believe that would have helped. It
wasn’t that we had failed at an easy task; stepparent-
ing was very difficult for all of us and we were able to
learn from one another’s successes and failures.”

— Lois Catherman Heenehan, Adelphi

approximately 10 percent of the members have one
or more stepparents.

While reasons and experiences vary greatly, a
senior in a Kappa chapter gladly shared her very posi-
tive experience as a stepdaughter. Melissa’s father
died when she was 14 and her brother was 12. Her
mother remarried two years later. The younger broth-
er had some difficulty adjusting to the change, and it
took almost six years for Melissa and her brother to
become friends with their stepfather’s older son and
daughter, who did not live with them.

Reflecting on their stepfamily, she says, “He [the
stepfather] knew he was taking on a package and he
got to know the kids along with my Mom. He told us
‘I have no intention of trying to take your father’s
place. I will be as much to you as you will let me be.”

The effort cannot fall entirely on the parents.
Stepchildren can help the relationship succeed. Some
advice from this Kappa:

® Be supportive of the natural parent who
chooses to remarry.

® Be open minded toward the prospective
step.

® Don’t compare natural parent and
stepparent.

® Be ready to discuss expectations and
limitations.

® Give the relationship time to work,
especially with stepsiblings.

* Walking in step may involve climbing over
obstacles, but it’s worth it to have someone
who cares about you walking beside you.
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Excited About Being Alive

Nancy Morgan Ritter gains motivation
and inspiration from spending time at

home with her children

he had launched Jason, her

older son, off to camp. Daughter

Carly and son Tyler were with

their father, John Ritter, at his
film location. In a rare quiet moment
Nancy Morgan Ritter, Denison, reflect-
ed on how her life had evolved as a
wife, mother, and actress.

As a young adult Nancy had no plan
other than remaining open to opportuni-
ty. Despite earning her B.S. in psychology
at Denison and obtaining a job with a
Chicago architectural firm, Nancy was
eager for new opportunities. She saved
her money and studied for a year at the
Sorbonne in Paris, then returned to Los
Angeles where her parents were living, a
move which eventually led to her decision
to take up acting.

Pursuing her career avidly, Nancy
appeared in nearly 200 TV commercials
and four movies, as well as making many
TV appearances during the next few

However, John’s prior
commitment to Three’s
Company made it more
natural for Nancy to put
her career aside and
assume the role of pri-
mary caregiver.

Like many other
young mothers, Nancy
expected to take some
time off and then soon

return to work. But After her children became school age, Nancy Morgan Ritter decided to
after accepting several resume her acting career.

small roles while her
son was still quite young, she sensed that a
full-time career wouldn’t work for her. “I
became extremely aware,” Nancy said,
“that the little moments that happen all
day long send messages to your children
about who they are and how you feel
about them.”

Two more children within the next five
years reinforced Nancy's feeling that

It was a good lesson for them to see her struggle to
achieve her dream after devoting herself entirely to
them. They watched her accept rejection, keep

trying, and never give up.

years. While engaged in her acting career
she met John Ritter and they married two
years later just as John was starting his
successful run in Three’s Company.
Nancy soon came to motherhood as
most of us do, with few preconceived
notions about how that role would fit into
her life. With the birth of their first son,
she and John agreed that they wanted to
share the responsibilities of parenthood.
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motherhood was something she didn’t
want to miss. Though she still took her
career seriously, she took being there for
her children every day even more serious-
ly. As she said, “Unless I could absolutely
take good care of my children, then none
of the rest was going to be very important
to me.”

Instead of regretting that her career
was on hold, Nancy allowed herself the

freedom and the joy to experience moth-
erhood. She found other women who had
made similar decisions and, with them,
she made it a beautiful time. Exhausted as
they might be, the young mothers would
throw their quilts out on the lawn, put on
some music, and just talk about their lives
and share advice while watching their lit-
tle ones toddle around.

Evenings and weekends for Nancy and
John also revolved around the family.
Their social life frequently included get-
ting together with other young families, as
well as occasional Hollywood events, tap-
ings of Three's Company, and travels to
film locations en famille.

Nancy admits she was fortunate to
have help while her children were young.
Yet she realized that “none of the people
providing childcare will love your children
the way you do; it’s impossible to buy or
replace parents.” Consequently, she hired
someone to assist her. not replace her
motherly care. By delegating some of the
household chores to her babysitter, Nancy
was able to enjoy the personal moments
of giving the children their baths, feeding
them, and taking them places.

As important as her husband and chil-
dren were, Nancy also knew that she had



e ——

just one life in which to use her talent and
satisfy her creative desires. She held on to
her dream of continuing her career as the
children got older. When the youngest
neared kindergarten age, Nancy began
acting again and soon made great strides,
though not painlessly, in her creative life.
She feels this was possible in part because
she had something very deep from real life
to offer an acting role.

An important break came in 1990
when the Italian actor Terence Hill saw
her in a play in Santa Fe, N.M. Having
searched unsuccessfully for a leading lady
in New York and Los Angeles, he quickly
asked her to audition and screen test for
his new European television series. Even-
tually she was offered the role and her
whole family supported her decision to
grab the part.

Nancy feels that her return to acting
has been a positive experience for the chil-
dren. It was a good lesson for them to see
her struggle to achieve her dream after
devoting herself entirely to them. They
watched her accept rejection, keep trying,
and never give up.

The drawbacks to the exciting new
opportunity were separation and disrup-
tion of family life. Nancy spent the next six
months flying home every week or so for a
couple of days. John also brought the chil-
dren for several visits. During the second
season. however, she was able to take the
family with her. That year she said she was
“as fulfilled as 1 have ever been, feeling
like a good mom and having a great job. 1
tried to make this a real family experience.
John's support as a partner and father was
exciting and invaluable.”

Unexpected events after the series
ended forced Nancy to change gears
again. When difficulties in her marriage
led to a separation from her husband, she
made the stability of the children her top
priority. Having helped everyone to
regroup and regain their balance, Nancy
has now reentered the job market with a
co-starring role in the film version of
Danielle Steele's Heartbeat.

There are many choices for the young
women of today. Nancy would advise
them. “You have more to contribute to
your husband and children when your
life keeps you stimulated, keeps you
excited about being alive, and keeps you
from depending on anybody else to sus-
tain you."”

One characteristic that served Nancy
well was that she remained flexible rather
than carving her whole life in stone. Since
she didn’t feel pressured to meet some
preset goal, she was free to adapt to
changing situations as they developed.
Another plus, she never judged her life

Nancy is glad she stayed at home with her children, Carly, Jason and Tyler.

based solely on fame or success at work.
To her, the goal was to have a forum for
personal expression and have her experi-
ences add both to her understanding of
other people and to her interpretation of
fictional roles.

Nancy is already reaping the rewards of
her decision to give priority to mother-
hood. Although the preteen and teenage

years are at hand, she has built the foun-
dation to see her children through the
challenges ahead. As she puts it, “My
choice was a plus for me, a positive for
me. Choosing to stay home in the early
years, though it had some painful yet not
irreversible career consequences, has
been a full, enriching path.”

— Kay Offutt Schmidt, Colorado

We quld Make
%1 Million

for Kappa....

m [F only half our members used the Rose

: McGill Magazine Agency to order or renew
@, subscriptions. Your subscriptions support the

¥ Rose McGill Fund, our source of aid to

%2 Kappas of all ages who are suddenly in
financial need due to misfortune or illness.

or

Write to:
Rose McGill Agency
Box 177
Columbus, Ohio 43216
or

Call Toll Free 1-800-KKG-ROSE
Charge to VISA or MASTERCARD

Make check payable to: Rose McGill Agency

Contact your local Chairman.
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Goodbye Superwoman, Hello Opportunity

Women of the 90s balance
the future with many choices
and options.

Ithough mothers working

inside and outside the home

are becoming more efficient

and astute in handling their

many responsibilities, most
moms would concede that the highly
touted Superwoman stature of the 80s is
not only exhausting, but rather unrealis-
tic and elusive at best.

A stark reality facing women of the 90s
is that something has to give for mothers to
achieve their own physical and mental
peace of mind, as well as a positive, healthy
family environment. For some, that tran-
quility evolves from “dropping the mop™
and abandoning images of June Cleaver
housekeeping standards and home-baked
apple pies for the PTA fund-raiser. For
others, comfort has evolved from a
reassessment of family/work priorities and
the negotiation of professional job-sharing,
telecommuting or flex-time alternatives.

And interestingly, some women are
reinventing themselves personally and pro-
fessionally in their efforts to deal with
conflicts. Some high-powered profession-
als have packed in their briefcases and
Mr. Wizard organizers for full-time
employment as a wife and mother — and
they're not apologizing for it either.
Others are building busy consulting busi-
nesses from home-based offices, juggling
work assignments around preschool and
car pooling schedules.

Not surprisingly, enterprising women
are tapping their creativity to balance the
demands of home life and professionalism.

Bless the mess: A new family creed —

One area of compromise for some
working mothers is housekeeping. Given a
choice, these moms are opting to contract
out the work, if they can afford it, or are
simply abandoning the Mr. Clean
white-glove test for good. Busy moms are
prioritizing Junior’s or Susie’s soccer game
or homework assignment over the spic-
and-span cleanliness rigors that tended to
characterize their own upbringing.

Mary Ellen Pinkham, syndicated
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Joann Vaughan, the new edjtor of The Key, at work...

housekeeping columnist, agrees that
“people have better things to do with
their time than clean.”

Now, most women would argue, “Why
aren’t men picking up some of the slack?”
They are, to a degree, but they’re not
tackling all of the differential, according to
the University of Maryland Survey
Research Center. Director John Robinson
observed that women in 1985 spent about
an hour and one half less time cleaning
house each week than they did in 1965. But
in the same time period men devoted only
an hour more, leaving a 30 minute gap.

What's more, a telephone survey by
Black and Decker revealed that while 43
percent of women said they were doing
less housecleaning than five years ago,
only 21 percent felt that their husbands
were contributing more.

So what are women to do? Some
adjust by cutting back on major, unseen
projects — like re-papering the pantry
cabinets — and instead are working only
on day-to-day, “must-do™ assignments like
laundry duty and meal preparation.

But mostly, a growing legion of women
are relinquishing duties to professional
cleaning services. In Manhattan alone, the
number of cleaning businesses listed in the
yellow pages is nearly double that of a
decade ago. And increasingly companies
— like Orkin Pest Control — are diversify-
ing to include housekeeping subsidiaries.
One Kappa says, “It’s better to pay for
housecleaning services than to lose a
never-ending battle nagging your spouse
to pitch in his fair share.”

Non-traditional work arrangements
are growing —

With more managerial experience
under their belts and an increasing
understanding of their profitability to
employers, more and more women are
asserting themselves and asking employers
to consider non-traditional work arrange-
ments. According to research by Working
Mother magazine, options such as job-shar-
ing and a compressed work week — working
four 10-hour days instead of five eight-hour
days — are gaining ground. Free time is one
of the hottest issues, and more companies
are offering variations of the traditional 40-

Juggling a work schedule around s
carpools saccer practlce, and ballet is




hour work week to retain quality talent.
People are increasingly willing to trade
money for time, especially if it means
being able to be home when a child
returns from school.

Work-place support for childcare con-
cerns is also increasing. Many companies
allow employees to set aside pre-tax dol-
lars earmarked for childcare expenses.
Some offer on-site or nearby childcare ser-
vices or multi-year unpaid maternity leave
and others are providing up to $5,000 for
expenses related to adoption.

One of the most interesting emerging
trends is the growing number of “telecom-
muters”— workers operating in corporate-
sponsored home-based offices. According
to a New York market research firm, 39
million Americans worked part or full time
at home in 1992, with telecommuters rep-
resenting about one sixth of this group.
Although some may be skeptical of the
concept of telecommuting, several recent
studies by government and business have
found higher productivity in performance.
The gains were attributed to fewer inter-
ruptions by co-workers, resulting in better
concentration on the work at hand. Addi-
tionally, employers say such arrangements
have enabled them to retain and recruit
valuable employees and decrease over-
head for office space. And advances in
technology such as high-powered comput-
ers, fax machines, modems, and other gad-
gets allow for a “virtual office” almost
anywhere.

Stay-at-home moms assert
themselves —

Finally, some women who have suc-
cessfully carved a corporate niche are

deciding to make motherhood a full-time
job. According to a recent front page arti-
cle in The Wall Street Journal, these well-
educated women aren’t apologetic about it
either. Instead of responding sheepishly
that “I'm just a housewife,” to that dread-
ed question, “And what do you do?”,
more and more moms are proud to call
themselves CEOs of their household ver-
sus the corporate world.

During the 80s, many briefcase-tot-
ing females were critical of their peers
who chose full-time motherhood,
accusing them of “bailing out™ or being
“unable to cut it in the workplace.”
But an increasing legion of stay-at-
home moms are countering these accu-
sations and shattering the stereotypes
about their intelligence or motivation.
An Elmhurst, Ill., support group creat-
ed six years ago as FEMALE — For-
merly Employed Mothers at Loose Ends
— now states the acronym stands for For-
merly Employed Mothers at the Leading
Edge. Apparently women are agreeing,
since the group has about 2,000 members.

According to Yankelovich Partners, a
consulting firm that studies societal
changes, “If you believe the true message
of the women’s movement — be anything
you want to be — you can stay at home
with no apologies necessary. I think a lot
of women have come to understand that.”

Consider finances whether at home
or office —

While traditional images of what con-
stitutes the workplace are changing daily,
women of all ages and all types of employ-
ment should be proactive when it come to
planning for their financial future. Women

are not taking full advantage of retirement
planning vehicles even though they are
living longer, earning bigger paychecks,
and heading a growing number of the
nation’s small businesses.

According to several financial experts,
women rarely think about retirement plan-
ning until a crisis situation such as a
divorce, death, or loss of a job catapults
them into action.

“Let’s face it. Between their responsi-
bilities at home and the workplace, women
have found it difficult to make time for
investing,” says Bridget Macaskill, presi-
dent of Oppenheimer Management.

Women are advised to talk to their
spouses and proven, reputable financial
advisers and bankers about retirement
planning opportunities. Many firms hold
“no obligation” seminars and workshops
which define financial terms and invest-
ment vehicles in a non-threatening
manner. Don’t just assume that your
spouse has you covered, or that Social
Security or your company pension will
prepare you adequately for future retire-
ment needs.

From the trivial, like housecleaning, to
the imperative, like day care and retire-
ment planning, women of the 1990s are
challenged to “do it all” and do it well.
Many are finding creative and innovative
ways to accomplish their responsibilities
without burning themselves — or their
families — out.

Resources:

Bank Marketing
New York Times
Wall Street Journal
Working Mother
— Karen Kahler Holliday, Mississippi

...and at play with husband, Bill, and their children Barton, Caroline, Robbie, and Elizabeth.
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You’ve Got A Friend

Kappa friendships span
geography and generations

hen I was little, I had an
imaginary playmate. What
a friend was Lina! She
never disagreed, listened
attentively, and when it was time for
treats, she always gave me her share!

Now that I'm a lot older and somewhat
wiser, | have friends made of more solid
stuff, but with similar attributes; compas-
sion, understanding, and the ability to
share their time, thoughts and best of all,
their sense of humor. At the moment,
we're trying to avoid the treats!

Friends do not lose touch. Is your
Christmas card list stuffed with the names
of people you wouldn’t call if you were
passing through their home towns? That’s
not friendship, that’s habit.

Distance should not diminish friend-
ship. My best friend moved to New York
30 years ago and we only saw each other
twice after that. We maintained our
friendship by letter. We shared good
jokes, must-read mystery stories, lasagna
recipes (hers were better) and our strug-

gles. We could complain, exalt or sym-
pathize because we knew we cared
about and for each other. When she
died, her relatives discovered she’d
saved all our letters — my originals and
her carbon answers. I treasure that lega-
cy. She was a Kappa — and my friend.

We Kappas are drawn to each other
from the beginning. When we go
through Rush, we sense the friendship and
relax in its company. It isn’t too remark-
able that when we meet a stranger and
feel in tune with her, we often find that
she is a Kappa too! We share the same
values and it shows.

Friendship leaps generations with the
grace of Superwoman. Marian Reis Harp-
er, Washington University, a longtime
chapter adviser, touched the lives of many
Kappa undergraduates, becoming their
friend and supporter. She invited those
who found themselves needing a place to
stay while job hunting or feeling a financial
pinch to share her home until situations
improved. Some stayed two weeks; one
stayed two years.

When younger Advisory Board mem-
bers were starting their families, Marian
realized that the wonderful Victorian cra-
dle she was using as a filing cabinet could

be put to better use. She offered it on a
first-born basis, and it’s been making the
rounds ever since. Twelve Kappa babies
have used it. Some day it may find its way
to the Heritage Museum, but for now, it’s
still gently rocking in St. Louis.

“Friendship, friendship, just a perfect
blendship...,” Cole Porter wrote. Friend-
ship certainly is a blendship — of all the
things that make life smoother. Sometimes
it is easier to discuss a problem with a friend
than a relative. Our friends are more likely
to see the obvious, while we're bogged
down in emotions. Your friend will tell you
that you look great, when both of you know,
deep down, that your new perm is a disaster.

“Hair grows,” your friend will say.
That’s what friends are for.

— Laurian Taylor Singleton,
Washington University

ARE YOU AN OWL OUT ON A LIMB?
COME JOIN THE GROUP!

You, too, can enjoy the privileges, friendships, and fun that come with participation in
an alumnae association. Please take a moment to complete the information form and
send it to Janet Wickre. She will put you in touch with your Province Director of Alum-
nae and the alumnae association nearest you.

0 YES! I WANT TO KNOW MORE ABOUT KAPPA ALUMNAE OPPORTUNITIES NEAR ME!
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NAME:

(First) (Middle/Maiden)

ADDRESS:

(Husband's Name)

(Streer) (City)

TELEPHONE: ()
NEW ADDRESS?
LAST ADDRESS:

CHAPTER:
NEW TO THE AREA?

(State) (Zip)
INIT. DATE:

(Ciry)

MAIL TO:

(State)

Janet deMichaelis Wickre

P.O. Box 8564 * Newport Beach, CA 92658




Fixing People’s Lives...Connie Gutherie Hogland

(11 n absolute fireball”...“Her happiness

comes from helping others™...“she
makes a difference in our community”...“she
doesn’t care about people just from nine to
five”...These phrases give flashes of insight
into Connie Guthrie Hogland, Texas,
Executive Director of Boise Neighborhood
Housing Services, Inc. (BNHS), in Boise,
Idaho. BNHS began ten years ago as a
project to restore a deteriorating but sal-
vageable neighborhood, with three
employees and a budget of $86,000. Under
Connie’s able leadership it has become an
agency with 15 employees, a budget of
$800,000 and a proven track record for
solving large community needs.

BNHS is a community nonprofit partner-
ship of resident, private and public interests.
It takes a holistic approach toward every
project, linking housing needs with appropri-
ate social services. “We don't just fix houses,
we fix people’s lives, too,” avows Connie in
her raspy Texas twang,.

Concern for others and devoting time and
energy to community projects was an inte-
gral part of Connie’s childhood, with her
parents providing the role models for the
evolution of her social conscience. Raised in Houston, as the
middle of three daughters in a close-knit family with traditional
Southern values, Connie anticipated filling her days with family
and volunteer activities. After attending Mount Holyoke College
and the University of Texas, Connie married and eventually, with
her husband, two sons and one daughter, moved to Boise. She
then experienced an unexpected lifestyle change when she and her
husband divorced. Needing to find employment quickly, Connie
was hired as an office manager when she had never even bal-
anced her own checkbook. Proving to be a quick learner, five
years and five jobs later she brought her “can do” attitude, vision,
and sense of humor to the challenge of turning around a neigh-
borhood in decline.

Connie is described as a good risk taker, willing to tackle prob-
lems seemingly beyond reach, joyfully throwing every atom of her
five-foot-two-inch frame into accomplishing her goal, whether it is
finding a job for someone who is out of work or arranging financ-
ing for an apartment development. Her staff watched in disbelief
once as she lent her credit card to a homeless family so they could
buy new shoes!

BNHS receives some city government money, but the major
portion comes from corporate grants and local fund-raising efforts.
Perhaps Connie’s greatest frustration is the amount of time she
must spend fund-raising. “Sometimes I feel like a beggar,” she
laments. But she IS successful. When organizing the Paint the
Town Campaign, she was warned she would never pull off paint-
ing ten houses with volunteers. Attending as many as three lun-

Good-humored Connie Hogland finds fun with friends on a brisk morning walk.

] -_" -
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cheons a day to solicit support from corporate executives, she
recruited several hundred volunteers to paint 21 homes!

In 1986 Connie married Tom Hogland, Boise City Building
Director, which, she laughingly says, has given them the opportu-
nity to carry the “marriage partnership” to ridiculous new heights.
A workaholic who can’t imagine leaving her work at the office,
Connie thrives on sharing her daily trials, frustrations, and success-
es with her supportive husband. Recently Tom bought them a
sailboat “to get away from the phones,” in which she admits a
mildly terrified but growing interest.

Becoming a Kappa in the footsteps of her mother and older sis-
ter, Connie has always found her first friends in a new town at the
local Kappa alumnae association meeting. One Kappa who called
to welcome her to Boise did so partly because they were both from
Texas. Their bond became stronger over the years and Connie
ultimately became her elderly friend’s guardian angel, checking on
her everyday, watching her open her Rose McGill-provided gifts,
and just being there for her until she died.

Compassionate, smart, energetic, creative, this dynamic Kappa
uses her multiple talents for the benefit of the community and
those who need her. She is especially proud of the “hand up”
rather than “hand out™ philosophy of BNHS. Other job offers
have come along, but Connie says, *“I am...committed to the baby I
gave birth to...I want us to continue to serve as a catalyst for
improving the quality of life in Boise.”

— Robin Whitfield Brown, Texas Tech
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Bringing Brightness to a Somber Land...Evie Case Callow

E velyn (Evie) Case Callow, Washington, never
expected to find herself in Estonia in the dead
of winter, 10 time zones away from her Seattle
home. But when husband Keith, a former chief jus-
tice of the Washington State Supreme Court, was
asked by the U.S. State Department to travel to
Tallinn, to act as an advisor to this Baltic indepen-
dent country’s newly created national court, Evie
began packing her bags.

From February to June 1993, Evie experienced
the joys and challenges of daily life in a country
which gained independence three years ago after 50
years of Russian domination.

“As you can imagine, the people here are very
reserved and have learned not to draw attention to
themselves. This is the result of being occupied
through the years by Russians, Danes, Poles, and
Swedes. The colors of their clothing are even dark
and somber. My fuchsia parka was definitely
noticeable,” Evie says.

To understand Estonians, you must experience their harsh
winter. Even the views are bleak, Evie says. Winter is followed
by a short spring and summer. “I was there for Jaanipaiz, the
longest day of the year, with only two hours of darkness. The
climate creates people who are very hardy, but independent, a
Nordic-looking race whose language is a combination of
Finnish and Hungarian. They are proud of their language, a
great unifying factor, and you can’t be a citizen unless you can
speak, read, and write Estonian .”

Evie found the people slow to make friends, “but when they
do, they are very good friends. My Kappa experience has been
helpful because one of the things you learn as a pledge, active,
and alumna is to make friends easily, an ability which extends
to all other parts of one’s life. This gives you confidence and
was especially helpful in Tallinn. Volunteer work is a great con-
fidence-builder also.”

Evie found an opportunity for volunteer work in Tallinn.
The USIA library had only books in English, so her knowledge
was helpful. She also worked at the local radio station editing
news wire reports which were translated from Estonian to English
— often badly — so her background in journalism was useful.

She had to shop for food each day, buying what was avail-
able. “1 thought food would be heavily into cabbage, potatoes,
and sausage, but was amazed to find things like kiwi, coconut,
and pineapple, imported, as are all groceries, from Finland. It
was hard to get dairy products, but the breads were wonderful,
freshly baked, still warm from the oven, and only about 16 cents
a loaf. I found pork and beef in cuts I didn’t recognize, but little

o

Evie Callow
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inspects nets at a fishing village on the Gulf of Finland — Estonia.

-

chicken and no fish except that which was dried and salted. I
think most of all I missed Kleenex.”

After her daily shopping, Evie would stop at a coffee shop
in the Old Town where one of the world’s oldest universities is
located and some buildings date back to 1200.

“One thing that was incredible was the concert series. Tick-
ets were only about $1 and Keith and I went two or three times
a week. We saw Kiss Me Kate, the Cole Porter musical, given
in Estonian. The [rendition of] ‘Brush Up Your Shakespeare’
was incredible. Estonians have a great number of writers,
poets, musicians and philanthropists. It’s a nation with a rich
cultural heritage and even though the schools can only operate
half a day, English is taught to the students.”

Evie majored in communications at the University of Wash-
ington. Later she edited the house newsletter for the Seattle
First National Bank and did publicity for many organizations
as a volunteer. “You know how it is,” she says. “If they find out
you have a degree in communications, everyone says ‘Oh, let
Evie do publicity’™.

Keith is willing to return to Estonia and so is Evie. “The job
is fascinating,” she says. They would be interested in doing the
same thing in another country. “I'd go along with Keith any-
time. With the children out of the nest it’s a nice time in our
lives to step out into new adventures. But I have to say I did
miss American plumbing. It’s the best in the world.”

— Betty Newman McDonell, Miami




Finding a Silver Lining...Beverly Hart Bremer

66 D iamonds aren’t a girl’s best friend...silver is.

I’d rather own silver than IBM,” insists
Beverly Hart Bremer, Georgia, a self-described
“Southern belle turned silver dealer” who speaks
from experience. Beverly buys and sells fine quality
second-hand sterling silver to a national clientele
from her Silver Shop in Atlanta’s exclusive Buck-
head neighborhood. The shop sparkles with the
refracted light from brightly polished silver stacked
floor to ceiling. Prices range from $15 to $150,000, as
some is very old and fine like the stag head tureen
circa 1860 from Tiffany & Co.

Beverly says 75 percent of her business is in flat-
ware, and much of that is sold through mail order.
She stocks more than 1,100 patterns of silver, both
active and discontinued, from ordinary teaspoons to
strawberry forks, macaroni spoons, and trifle tongs, all
computerized so that inquiries and orders can be filled
and popped into the next mail. The condition of the
piece, its pattern, and the market value of silver per
troy ounce determine the price. And Beverly lets her
customers know when the prices are low.

She acquires many of the secondhand pieces at
estate sales and jewelry store closeouts. Most is old,
tarnished, and undervalued. Three expert polishers
working with cotton buffers and a very strong Ger-
man polish that requires no water transform the dull
silver into gleaming objets d’art. Her trained staff
knows the provenance of each piece.

“It was survival that put me in the silver business,” remembers
Beverly. In 1975 she suddenly became the sole supporter of her
three children, one of whom had a $20,000 hospital bill. This
forced the former president of the Atlanta Alumnae Association —
the woman who started its annual Fashions and Diamonds fund-
raising luncheon — to sell her own silver at a flea market. “I took
the bridge table where I usually entertained Kappas and set up my
booth with wedding presents. Rats ran over our feet, and a sheet of

Beverly Bremer and her daughter Mimi are surrounded by fabulous sparkling silver pieces.

Sterling Tips From Beverly

* Silver care is very easy. Polish with a good polish, such as Wenol,
dry with a soft cloth. then wash your silver once a month. If you keep
it clean, it won't tarnish.

» Windex will remove fingerprints.

= For repairs I can recommend Daniel Morrill of Metal
Restoration in Lawrenceville, Ga.

= For resilvering. Silvercraft, Lid. in Mobile. Ala., is good.

= Silverplate has a life of about 30 to 40 years. Don’t worry about signs
of age and wear. Use it and enjoy it, but don't resilver old silverplate.
It is not a wise use of your money.

= Sterling holds its value, so it is a better investment than silverplate.
Even if you have to buy it one piece at a time over several years,

buy sterling.

plastic overhead caught rainwater from the leaky roof and drained
it into a garbage can. My neighbors were a magician and a metal
dealer who taught me how to weigh silver. I'd already clerked at
a Big and Tall shop, so I knew niche marketing.

“Working from dawn past dark on weekends, the first year 1
made $50,000, the second $100,000, then $200,000 and soon a mil-
lion. When I left the flea market in 1981, it was in a Brinks truck.”

Being a businesswoman, she believes, sets her apart from
women who have different responsibilities, and this she
regrets. Even at work she is more involved now with a com-
puter than people as it is her self-taught expert knowledge
that must be entered into the database.

She occasionally indulges in travel with old friends to the
Galapagos Islands, garden tours of Spain, and house tours in the
Palladium district of Italy. The orchids twining out of antique
silver containers in the shop come from her greenhouse; she
likes fishing in the mountains and at sea: and she is a serious
cook, making pesto at 6 a.m. before a full day at work.

Beverly says people who know value love silver and silver
adds value to one’s life. Certainly this has been true for Beverly,
especially when she applied boundless energy, knowledge of fine
things, and innovative marketing to the silver.

— Jennie Miller Helderman, Alabama
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Atlanta skyline Photo Credit: Atlanta Convention and Visitors Bureau

“Kappa...Timeless Tradition, Future Vision™ is the theme for the 60th Biennial Convention of Kappa Kappa Gamma.
The words, “timeless tradition,” may cause you to reflect on very special Kappa experiences from your past. Maybe you
find yourself remembering the day you re your bid card, a lov erenade when a sister became engaged, discovering
your big sister and the next year becoming a big sister yourself, and of course, sharing the beauty of our traditional initiation
service with Kappas everywhere.

Can future vision become a part of those memori
vision for the future’
to come to honor 1

Is it possible to connect the timeless tradition of our past with a
? I call on you to come to Convention to share in the experience of making this
ars of Kappa tradition and celebrate the future of our Fraternity and our vis

»nnection. I call on you
m
ss and the election of new officers for the biennium; inge ideas and learn
tions; make many new friends and renew friendships with oth You will experience the tradition of Conven-
tion while learning about the future of the Fraternity and the Kappa Kappa Gamma Foundation.

Join many K s and come to Convention, June 21 )4, at the Marriott Marquis in Atlanta, Ga. It will be an oppor-
tunity to reflect on the beauty and permanence of Kappa's tradition and share in the excitement and richness of her future

You will share in the decision- making prc
of new dire

— Juliana Fraser Wales, Ohio State,
Fraternity President
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a Convention and Visitors Bureau

Photo Credit: Auls

Atlanta. Jewel of the
South. The Dogwood City.
Hotlanta. All of these
names describe this beauti-
ful southern city, host to the
world for the 1996 Summer
Olympic Games and in
June 1994, the site of our
60th Biennial Convention.

Atlanta is the perfect blend
of rich history and exciting
plans for the future. From its
roots as a Native American
outpost in the early 1800s,
through its antebellum period
and Reconstruction, Atlanta
has never given in to defeat.

Henry Grady, the young
editor of the Atlanta Constitu-
tion in 1886 addressed the New
England Society in New York
by saying, “From the ashes
General William T. Sherman left us in
1864, we have raised a brave and beautiful
city that somehow or other caught the sun-
shine in the bricks and mortar of our
homes.” And Atlanta certainly has more
than its share of beautiful homes.
Atlantans love to bring the outdoors in.
They entertain on long, graceful bal-
conies, gazebos and screened porches,
with the hospitality that the South is
famous for.

Atlanta has few rivals when it comes to
receiving top marks in the world of
commerce. Voted the best place to do
business by Fortune Magazine in 1991, it is
the world headquarters for Coca-Cola,
Delta Airlines, Holiday Inn, Turner
Broadcasting, and United Parcel Service.

Maybe you'd rather just be a spectator!
Atlanta is home to many professional
sports teams: Falcons Football, Hawks
Basketball, and Knights Hockey. Most

Atrium of the Marriott Marquis (above)

Timeless Tradition...

Future Vision

proudly though, Atlanta is “the land of the
free, and the home of the Brave(s),” our
1991 and 1992 World Series baseball team.

Museums of all kinds are plentiful. You
can visit ancient creatures and one of the
world’s largest planetariums at the Fern-
bank Museum of Natural History.
Atlanta’s own colorful past is showcased
at the Atlanta History Center. The
African-American perspective can be
experienced along Atlanta’s portion of the
Freedom Trail, from
Auburn Ave. to the Mar-
tin Luther King Historic =
District. Civil War history
can be enjoyed at the
Cyclorama, a 42-by-358
foot painting in-the-round,
chronicling the 1864 Bat-
tle of Atlanta.

Our award-winning
headquarters during the

World of Coca Cola (at right)

Convention will be the Mar-
riott Marquis. Built in 1985
by John Portman, its soaring
atrium and bubble style ele-
vators provide a spectacular
backdrop for our business
that must take place.

While there is plenty of
Kappa business planned for
the Convention, there will also
be an opportunity to see the
city. Picture yourself lazily
floating down the river as you
“Shoot the 'Hooch.” Shop ’til
you drop at Phipps Plaza and
Lenox Square. Visit Stone
Mountain Park, 3,200 acres
containing the world’s largest
exposed granite mountain and
high-relief sculpture. The
Antebellum Plantation area
contains nineteen buildings
where you can “step back in time.”
Absorb the beauty of Impressionist paint-
ings and Auguste Rodin’s “The Shade™ at
the High Museum of Art. So much to do,
so little time,

Atlanta and Kappa both exemplify the
60th Biennial Convention theme; “Time-
less Tradition...Future Vision.” Let Kappa
share it with you. Ya’'ll come!

Atlanta Convention and Visitors Bureau

Photo Credit;

— Karen Andersen Gregorio,
Arizona State

Photo Credit: Kevin C. Rose
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An Invitation for Every Kappa to
Participate in the Nominating Process

Every Kappa can participate in the
election of the Fraternity’s officers by
submitting recommendations to the Nom-
inating Committee.

Who is elected at the General Convention?

The Fraternity Council, the Regional
Directors of Alumnae, and the Regional
Directors of Chapters will be elected by
delegates to the 60th Biennial Convention
in Atlanta, June 21-26, 1994,

Who can recommend a candidate for
consideration?

Any Kappa may recommend a can-
didate. Suggestions are also solicited

from chapters and alumnae associations.
Individuals are also encouraged to sub-
mit their owns names to the Nominating
Committee for consideration if they are
interested.

Whom may I recommend?

Any alumna in good standing who has
served the Fraternity within the past 10
years as a member of the Fraternity Coun-
cil, as a Regional or Province Officer, as a
Traveling Consultant. as a member of a
Fraternity Standing Committee or Special
Committee, or as a Council Assistant is
eligible for any Fraternity Council or
Regional Officer position.

What other qualities are important?

She must have demonstrated leader-
ship ability and have good managerial,
communication, and analytical skills.
She should be mature, a good team play-
er, self-motivated, and able to relate well
to people. She should be a role-model,
someone who will represent the Frater-
nity well.

What is the term of office?

Fraternity Council members and
Regional Officers are elected by majority
vote at the close of each General Conven-
tion to a two-year term. No one may hold
the same position for more than two terms.

Responsibilities of Council Members and

The members of the Fraternity Coun-
cil are responsible for the management of
the Fraternity. They set policy, determine
the direction of the Fraternity, and deal
with issues affecting the Fraternity as a
whole. They must attend regular Council
meetings, Province Meetings, General
Convention, and assist in Foundation
efforts. They are also called on to attend
other Fraternity functions and visit
chapter and alumnae associations. Each
Council member also has specific areas of
responsibility.

President: The President presides over
all meetings of the Fraternity and the
Fraternity Council. She has general
supervision over Fraternity operations
and administration, Convention, Frater-
nity Headquarters, and legal matters. She
oversees relations with colleges and uni-
versities and presides at the installation of
new chapters. She calls all general and
special meetings of the Council, is an ex-
officio member of all committees except
Nominating, and fills vacancies with the
approval of the Council.

Vice President: The Vice President
shall preside in the absence of the
President and shall assist the Presi-
dent in carrying out the mission of
Kappa Kappa Gamma. She oversees
all publications and public relations
projects, including the publication of
The Key. She directs new programs
and special programs.
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Treasurer: The Treasurer reviews the
Fraternity’s current financial operation
and develops a fiscal plan for the future.
She oversees Fraternity, Foundation and
chapter finances, directs the work of the
Finance Committee, is responsible for
preparing the budget for approval at Gen-
eral Convention and reports on Fraternity
finances to the Fraternity Council and the
General Convention.

Director of Alumnae: The Director of
Alumnae supervises the organization and
management of alumnae association and
is involved in the alumnae extension pro-
gram. She also directs the work of the
Regional Directors of Alumnae and the
Province Directors of Alumnae.

Director of Chapters: The Director of
Chapters supervises the management and
organization of all chapters, is responsible
for the annual review of chapter programs,
and helps review the needs of the chapters.
She directs the work of the Regional
Directors of Chapters, the Province Direc-
tors of Chapters. the Chapter Advisory
Board Chairman. She works with the
Chairman of Field Representatives in the
Selection of Traveling Consultants and
training for Field Representatives.

Director of Membership: The Director
of Membership directs the program of
selection of new members and supervises
the work of chapter Membership Com-
mittees and Alumnae Reference Commit-
tees. She is in charge of membership

Regional Officers

policies and procedures. She is responsi-
ble for the maintenance of permanent
membership rolls and helps review annu-
ally the needs of the chapters.

Director of Standards: The Director of
Standards works with the chapter
Standards Committees and participates
annually in a review of chapter needs.
She is responsible for standards policies
and procedures.

Regional Officers: Regional Directors
of Chapters and Regional Directors of
Alumnae oversee the efforts of Province
Officers in working with chapters and
alumnae associations. They are responsi-
ble for program development, implemen-
tation of policies and procedures, and
training. Regional officers are members
of the Regional Council and meet as a
Council at least once in the interim
between General Conventions.
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Kappa Kappa Gamma Recommendation for Fraternity Position

Recommendation For:

(First Name) (Middle) (Last) (Husband's First Name)

(Number and Street Address) (Ciry) (Stare) (Zip) {Telephone No.)

Chapter: College:
Alumnae Association: Province:

Position(s) for which this Kappa is recommended:
Reasons for recommending this Kappa: (e.g., Fraternity experience, achievements, skills, qualifications)

Recommendation Submitted By:

{First Name) (Middle) {Last) (Husband's First Name)
(Address) {Telephone No.)
Chapter: Alumnae Association:
Recommended By: [ Chapter 3 Alumnae Group (1 Individual 3 Other (specify)
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Names which appear in this listing are from

information received by Headquarters
from July 1, 1993 to September 30, 1993.

Akron, University of

Carroll, Elizabeth Waugh, ‘39,d.7/93

Donnenwirth, Geraldine Gammeter,
‘31,d.9/92

Godshalk, Diane Luderer, *52,d.7/93

Krichbaum, Jane Smith, ‘31,d.6/93

Kucheman, Marian Cooper, *45,d.11/92

Larson, Margaret Ream, '60,d.8/93

Parsons, Eloise Thompson, ‘32,d.6/93

Allegheny College
Barnhart, Eleanor Fishel, *37,d.9/93
Sivy, Eleanor Hutchison, '42,d.6/93

Arizona, University of

Barnum, Muriel Carver, '37,d.8/93
Bohn, Betsy Alice, *57,d.6/93
Hoar, Marjorie Miller, 27,d.7/93

Arkansas, University of
McLean, Kathy Holloway, ‘64,d.9/88
Modlin, Blanche Cherry, ‘25.d.12/90

Baylor University
Plummer, Robbilyn Pickelman, *78,d.8/93

Butler University
Maxwell, Marjory Watkins, ‘31,d.5/93
Roby, Mary Jo Lizius, *29,d.6/93

California, U. of Berkeley

Adams, Elizabeth Merrill, ‘16,d.3/93
Hahn, Elizabeth Grassie, “28,d.9/88
Hunt, Elizabeth Koser, *19,d.5/93
Janney, Esther Witter, ‘13,d.6/93
Roos, Deborah Dibert, 31,d.8/93
Stern, Elizabeth Naffziger, *43,d.5/89

Carnegie-Mellon University
Reitz, Doris Jahn, ‘44,d.2/93

Cincinnati, University of
Adams, Nancy Eilers, *46,d.7/93
Braden, Dorothy Todd, *18,d.1/88
Dietz, Marilyn Elston, *41,d.1/93
Larson, Isabell Blair, ‘22,d.9/93

Colorado College
Keys, Joan, '52,d.8/93
Scott, Dorothy Carnine, *32,d.8/93

Colorado State University
Ingerick, Susan Elizabeth, *72,d.7/93

Colorado, University of

Bolger, Antoinette Merchant, *56.d.9/93
MacArthur, Freda McCoy, ‘16,d.2/93
Painter, Thelma McKee, “26,d.5/93

Connecticut, University of
Morehouse, Cynthia Storrs, '42,d.6/93

Cornell University
Haon, Frances Jones, *22.d.11/89

Denison University

Dawson, Barbara Claus, '45,d.5/93
Flower, Helen Sefton, *39,d.3/93
Fox, Virginia Myers, *29,d.8/91
Harlan, Linda Highland, *31,d.2/93
Smith, Margaret Barber, ‘29.d.8/93
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Honoring those we have loved and lost.

DePauw University

Barada, Margaret Winship, *29,d.3/47
Gressette, Elaine Carson, ‘21,d.9/93
Maxwell, Marjorie Thomas, *19.d.1/93
Nicoll, Helen Lathrop, ‘33,d.09/93
Pickering, Florence Bechtel, *30,d.2/93

Drake University

Aitken, Joyce Dickson, *47,d.9/93
Nordskog, Pearl, 26,d.7/93
Swan, Joy Hervey, ‘22,d.2/93

Duke University
Trembath, Martha Howie, *30,d.8/93

Emory University
Crabtree, Helen Riddle, ‘60.d.8/93

Georgia, University of
Boardman, Sharon Simpson, *68,d.6/93

Hillsdale College

Mauck, Wilhelmena Robinson, *20,d.3/93
Pike, Katherine Tombaugh, ‘26,d.5/93
Illinois, University of

Scott, Muriel Battey, ‘32,d.9/93

Stipes, Virginia Schenck, ‘28,d.9/93

Indiana University

Davis, Marjory Palfrey, 21,d.8/93
Fruechtenicht, Dorothea Urbahns, *38,d.8/93
Harper, Marjorie Petty, *45,d.6/93

lIowa, University of
Fersch, Alice Lapham, *31,d.8/93

Kansas State University
Buchmann, Mary Brethour, '62.d.7/93
Hyde, Corinne Solt, ‘34,d.8/93
Lewman, Joan Keane, '59,d.7/93
Kansas, University of
Hefley, Shirley Smith, *51,d.8/93
Zoellner, Helen Peck, *20,d.8/93
Kentucky, University of
Shands, Elizabeth Prewitt, ‘20,d.6/93
Miami, University of
Brimson, Clara Dupuis, ‘38,d.8/93
Michigan State University
Denham, Jean Hulse, *42,d.9/93
Jacques, Helen-Marie Jones, *30,d.8/93
Kelly, Ann Collins, *47,d.7/93
Lunden, Jane Totten, *51,d.12/92
McClellan, Barbara Bedford, *32,d.2/93
Mclnnis, Mary Fahrney, ‘31,d.6/93
Wilson, Ruth Yerex, *35,d.7/91
Michigan, University of
Bridge, Helen Wescott, “26,d.11/92
Rankin, Josephine, ‘28,d.2/93
Missouri, University of
Clark, Helen Adalene, *15,d.1/91
Clark, Mildred, '24,d.8/93
Hall, Anne Wright, *42.d.6/93
Long, Katherine Barnes, ‘27.d.6/93
Newport, Melissa Lee, *85,d.7/93
Nichol, Dorothy Evans, *12,d.7/93
Nebraska, University of
Henderson, Katharine Hesbacher,
37.d.4/93
Hillyer, Esther Pearl Kinnett, ‘34.d.8/66

New Mexico, University of
Buhler, Mildred Bess, '29,d.7/84
Rogers, Mary Keleher, *41.d.7/93
Willis, Helen Stevens, ‘25,d.8/93

Northwestern University

Gage, Elizabeth Jaeger, ‘27.d.7/93

Woodhead, Dorothy Johanna Batter,
*37,d.791

Ohio State University

Cowley, Jean Mc Campbell, *25,d.5/93
McCrea, Ruth Gebhart, *22.d.8/93
Robertson, Grace Jones, “28,d.9/93

Ohio Wesleyan University
Barr, Joan Harris, *44,d.6/93
Kloepfer, Elmira Heiss, '37,d.3/91

Oklahoma State University
Price, Alice Gayle, *50,d.7/93

Oklahoma, University of

Goscin, Betty Andres, ‘40,d.8/93
Houston, Katherine Replogle, ‘26,d.11/86
Leonhardt, Carol Morrow, *55,d.4/93
Pace, Lydia Squire, *30,d.5/93

Oregon, University of
Wheeler, Mildred Rorer, *14,d.2/93

Pennsylvania State University
Musser, Sue Kern, *30,d.9/93
Pittsburgh, University of
Allison, Adele Moyer, ‘27,d.4/93
Purdue University

Bowman, Jessie Graham, ‘37,d.7/93
Maloney, Jeanne Gates, ‘44,d.7/93

Rollins College
Booth, Jocelyn Bower, ‘44,d.2/93

St. Lawrence University

Hayward, Lavenia Van Wormer, *39,d.2/93

Sprague, Althea Burt, '27,d.5/93

Syracuse University

Grainge, Frances Sharpe, '22,d.1/91
Northrup, Virginia Hamel, *40,d.6/93
Parce, Marjorie, *12,d.6/93

Texas, University of

Maclay, Elizabeth L., *39,d.7/93
Morris, Jane Eckhart, ‘47,d.4/93
Robertson, Ruth Hasskarl, *31,d.8/93

Toronto, University of
Booth, Francis Barbour, *38.d4.8/92
Dignan, Kathleen Bredin, *30,d.4/93

Tulane University
Walmsley, Allie Rhodes, *29,d.5/88
Utah, University of

Lamm, Marjorie Meyersahm, '37,d.9/93
Morgan, Carol Brain, ‘32,d.2/93

Washington University

Fiske, Katherine Atwood, ‘21,d.3/93
Hall, Emily Beckers, ‘31,d.4/93
Handley, Rene Jennings, *35,d.9/93
Roever, Myrtle Oliver, *26,d.7/93

Washington, University of
Hanna, Ruth Odell, '17,d.6/93
Smith, Edith Culver, ‘23,d.6/93

West Virginia University
McKee, Mary Rose Clifford, *31,d.2/85

William & Mary, College of

Aley, Luella Cudlip, *26,d.7/93

Reinhardt, Katharine Roulstone,
‘38.d.11/92

Schwarzkopf, Kathleen Peek, ‘37,d.4/93

Wisconsin, University of
Stuck, Mary Eleanor Buck, '31,d.6/93

Wyoming, University of
Baker, Mary Phelps, ‘27,d.4/93
Lane, Jean Jacob, *38,d.2/93
Talbot, Janet Bare, ‘34,d.1/89

INACTIVE CHAPTERS

Adelphi College
Glynn, Marie Murphy, *34,d.6/93

Adrian College

Jeffrey, Etha Smith, 24,d.7/93
Lorraine, Grace Schulz, 29,d.8/93
Swaim, Florence Tazelaar, '42,d.7/93

Boston University

Bennett, Jean Dimock, ‘37,d.8/93
Sullivan, Mildred Driscoll, ‘23,d.2/93
Willson, Mary Hargreaves, ‘35.d.1/93

Goucher College
Thomsen, Carol Wolf, *33,d.3/93

Manitoba, University of
Chivers, Jane Bennett, ‘29,d.9/92
Stephens, Josephine Stout, *31,d.8/92

Maryland, University of
Covell, Elizabeth Mumma, ‘39,d.8/93
Jung, Lorene Ladd, *51,d.9/93

North Dakota State University
Pickering, Maren Simmons, *35,d.8/93
Pennsylvania, University of

Evans, Elizabeth Morewood, '43,d.5/93
Scoville, Elizabeth Bowman, ‘27,d.6/93

San Jose State University
Colvin, Polly, ‘49,d.11/92
Patterson, Holly Spangenberg, '62,d.7/93




Meet the Presidents:
Charlotte Barrell Ware - Boston - 1884-1888

Best known for the Passing of the
Light Ceremony and her candlesticks,
Charlotte Barrell was a Boston Universi-
ty senior and delegate to the 1884
Fraternity Convention when elected
Kappa’s second Grand President.
Nobody seemed commonplace when
associated with Charlotte Barrell. She
appealed to all ages and impressed peo-
ple wherever she went. “To meet her
was to be struck by lightning,” according
to a 1931 comment by Helen Snyder
Andres Steiner, Washington, our rank-
ing Fraternity President.

During her four-year term, two chap-
ters were started and several turned in
charters. Membership was restricted to
women in college, provisions were made
for improving the financial condition of
The Key, and experimental efforts with
Province Conventions were begun. Her

desire for the Fraternity was that it
should represent the best of everything,

Charlotte was born in New Bedford,
Mass., in 1862. When she was 12, she
moved to Cambridge where she was
head of her class in public grammar and
high school. At Boston University, Char-
lotte was junior proctor, senior class
president, and president of an open society
- Gamma Delta - while serving her first
year as Grand President of the Fraternity.
A Phi Beta Kappa, she was graduated
in 1885 and taught for several years. In
the fall of 1895, she married Robert
Allison Ware and her beautiful candle-
sticks were used during the wedding.
The couple moved to an ancestral
estate, “Warelands,” where Charlotte
proceeded to scientifically improve the
soil and build a dairy.

In May 1934, Charlotte met with four

Charlotte Barrell Ware standing with her
famous candlesticks. The candlesticks are still
used in the Passing of the Light ceremony.

other past Grand Presidents drafting a
letter of endorsement for the reestablish-
ment of Alpha Chapter. At their next
meeting, the group composed the inscrip-
tion on the Ware-Wortham Cup. Given
by Lyndall Finley Wortham, Texas, in
Charlotte’s honor, this cup was first
awarded at the 1936 Convention as the
Standards Cup.

At the 1935 Alpha Province meeting
in Syracuse, Charlotte initiated the Passing
of the Light Ceremony during the closing
banquet. Her candlesticks are still used in
this ceremony at the close of Convention
and during chapter installations.

Charlotte died in 1945. Helen Steiner
said, “Whatever she said, whatever she
did, was fraught with drama, vitality,
straight-thinking, and deep spiritual val-
ues.” Her interests were as wide as the
horizon. Grand Council member Almira
Johnson McNaboe, Wisconsin, said, “Long
before she had reached middle age, her
sympathies, broadening with the years,
included all the world.” Fraternity Presi-
dent Ruth Kadel Seacrest, Nebraska, said,
“Charlotte gave joyous eagerness, vision of
youth, and wisdom of experience...she had
the dauntless courage of the pioneer...she
personalized our continuity with the past.”

(The History of Kappa Kappa Gamma
Fraternity, 1932 and The History of Kappa
Kappa Gamma Fraternity, Fall 1977.)

—Susannah Erck Howard, Florida State,
Fraternity Historian
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KAPPA KAPPA GAMMA FOUNDATION is proud to announce the Ruth Heady
Hardy Scholarship for Gamma Delta Chapter Members at Purdue University.

June Hardy Livinghouse, Purdue, has endowed an under-
graduate scholarship through the Kappa Kappa Gamma
Foundation in memory of her mother. The scholarship is to be
awarded annually to a member of Gamma Delta majoring in
science, mathematics, or home economics. The scholarship was
officially announced and the first recipient named during Home-
coming Weekend at Purdue University. Alison Bogusz, a general
health science major with a 5.0 grade point average, is the first
recipient of the Ruth Heady Hardy Memorial Scholarship.

The pride and privilege of wearing the symbolic golden key
and the quiet comfort, strength, and courage it instilled were
surely an inspiration to Ruth Heady Hardy, Purdue.
She wore the key faithfully from her initiation -
in 1928 until her death in 1971. Today, her
family still views Ruth as “a pioneer in
the uncharted territory of the wife as
mother and career woman.”

Willowy, vivacious Ruth came
from a modest family in Kokomo,
Ind. While her parents recog-
nized the value of a college
education, it was a maiden aunt
— a career woman — who
helped make college possible.
From Aunt Pearl Pitzer, a
millinery designer, came not
only support, but also an ample
supply of hats for occasions.

Purdue yearbooks of 1916
and 1917 pictured Ruth as a
member of Mu Sigma Alpha,
the local sorority which became
Gamma Delta Chapter of Kappa
Kappa Gamma in January of 1919,
after Ruth left school. Another photo
featured Ruth and one of the “Ag” boys
from the Purdue School of Agriculture. He
was Bruce Hardy from a Scott County farm in
southern Indiana. They fell in love.

After Bruce’s graduation in 1917, Ruth left school to be
married. The couple set up housekeeping in the large, sturdy,
brick farmhouse built by Bruce’s father in 1886.

Marriage brought many rewards. To their parents’ delight,
two daughters were born: Anne in 1919, and June in 1922,

Ruth felt the need to fulfill her ambitions. In September,
1927 she re-entered Purdue University in the School of Home
Economics. June stayed on the farm with her father, and Anne
spent the year with Kokomo family members while Ruth
returned to full-time study in Lafayette.

1927-1928 was a difficult year, but family visits were made
possible by the Model T, in spite of rough roads and inclement
weather. Ruth achieved honor grades and joined Omicron Nu,
the national honorary society for home economics. The high-
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light for Ruth was April 7, 1928: her initiation into Kappa
Kappa Gamma. After graduation in 1928, Ruth became a
teacher of home economics, biology, and home nursing, begin-
ning a teaching career that would span 40 years.

Both Hardys were now teachers, but that did not insulate
them from the Great Depression. In addition to working at
their careers and caring for their daughters, they led the hard
lives of true farmers.

Yet there was time in Ruth Hardy’s life for another major
activity. As a 4-H Club leader, Ruth filled her old Chevy sedan
with excited youngsters, taking them to meetings and county

and state fair competitions.

Ever-present was her “school basket” of supplies,
from cookbooks and first aid equipment to
items thoughtfully-gathered on her vacation
trips. All had educational value for her
students. More than anything, Ruth
wanted to expand students’ hori-
zons, to open their minds to the
world beyond that time and that
place. As a result, many more
back-country youth aspired to
attend college.

This spirited and nurturing
woman was a role model for
her own daughters. Anne, a
Northwestern University
graduate, became a professor
of children’s theater at

Northwestern. June attended
Stephens College, graduated
from Purdue, a member of
Gamma Delta Chapter, and for 17
years was a member of the editorial
staff of Women’s Wear Daily.
Severe eye problems did not slow
4 down this noble soul, nor diminish her
broad smile and hearty laugh. She toted her
“school basket” through the late 1960’s. Ruth
Heady Hardy died in May of 1971, at the age of 74, ending
what her family called “the vibrant, dynamic life of a loving
woman...a true, triumphant Kappa.”

And the blue and blue Kappa irises still bloom each spring

on her Indiana farm.

=

—Leslie McFarland McNamara, Allegheny
President, Kappa Kappa Gamma Foundation

How to establish an Endowed Scholarship

If you would like information about establishing a special endowed
scholarship through the Foundation please contact Marilyn F. Jennings,
Director of Development, Kappa Kappa Gamma Foundation, P.O. Box
2079, Columbus, Ohio 43216-2079, (614) 228-6515, FAX: (614) 228-7809.



Memorial Scholarships Fund Educational

Opportunities

Louise Loomis Scholarship recipient Karen
Kemby, and donor Rosalyn Kempton Wood.

The Dallas Alumnae Association
Endowment Scholarship established in
memory and honor of Janet Jones Bur-
ford, Texas, was awarded to Kimberly
Arnold, Baylor. Katherine Winniford
Jackson, SMU, President of the Dallas
Alumnae Association, presented the
$3,000 grant. At the time of her tragic
death, Janet was the Province Director of
Chapters for Theta Province, an outstand-
ing Kappa, and an active Dallas civic
leader. This scholarship was made to
honor her life and her significant contribu-
tions to the Fraternity. Janet’s three
daughters all pledged Kappa Kappa
Gamma at the University of Texas.

Karen Kemby, Stanford, was the recipi-
ent of a $1,500 Graduate Fellowship from
the Louise Loomis Memorial Adelphe
Scholarship fund. Karen will use the grant
to further her studies at Harvard Business
School. This scholarship fund was donated
by Rosalyn Kempton Wood, Emory, to
honor the memory of her friend, Louise
Loomis, North Carolina. When Louise
died in 1962, Rosalyn was unable to make
what she considered an appropriate gift in
her memory. When Rosalyn heard about
the Adelphe Campaign, she knew she had

Janet Burford Scholarship recipient Kimberly
Arnold and Katherine Winniford Jackson,
Dallas Alumnae President.

discovered the perfect opportunity to pro-
vide the tribute she felt was long overdue.
“This scholarship fit the criteria, as Kappa
is something Louise and I shared, and she
would be pleased to have a Kappa sister’s
education benefited from this gift in her
memory,” commented Rosalyn.

to the Loyalty Fund

Kappas Continue to Give Generously

We are pleased to report that the results of the 1992-93
Loyalty Fund show significant growth over the previous
campaign. Kappa, again, is a leader among the Greek
women'’s groups — and many of the men’s fraternities — in
member contributions through annual giving. All Kappas
can share in the pride of this accomplishment.

1991-92
Number of Donations 9,982
Total Funds Raised $375.233

All donors will be recognized in the Celebration of Giv-
ing published after the concluision of each biennium.

1992-93

12,252
$475,830

oh a gift to the Kappa Kappa

Foundation need not be wrapped in
bright holiday paper, it would be
“opened” to the delight and benefit of our
Kappas in need. If you prefer, you may
designate your gift specifically for Edu-
cational Programs, Heritage Museum,
Rose McGill Scholarships, or “Wherever
the need is the greatest.” Please mail
your tax-deductible contribution to the
Foundation at P.0. Box 2079, Colum-
bus, Ohio, 43216-2079
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by Jenny Struthers Hoover, Bowling Green

School Established in Africa Courtesy of Colgate Kappas

eta Rho Chapter at Colgate Uni-

Z versity recently donated $6,500 to
the United States Peace Corps in
response to a call for help from one of its
members, Diana Stram, a 1991 graduate.

Diana is serving her second year as a
Peace Corps volunteer in the Environ-
mental Protection/Bio Diversity program
in Niger, West Africa. She lives and works
in the village of Boscia, located on the
Niger River in the Southwestern portion of
Niger. With a population of roughly 400
inhabitants, the village of Boscia is a mix-
ture of ethnicities, predominantly Zarma.

In a letter to her chapter, Diana
explained that Boscia needed a primary
school. The nearest school is in a village
called Falmey, 18 kilometers away. Not a
single child in Boscia attends school due
to a lack of transportation. Since Diana’s
program only funds environmental work
and will not provide money for a school,
she contacted The Inspecteur du Premier
Degré, the government body in charge of
primary education. She requested that a
teacher be sent to Boscia for the 1993-94
school year. The Inspecteur agreed to pro-
vide a teacher if Diana could obtain the
funds to build a school and the villagers
would provide a house for the teacher.

“After hearing Diana’s letter, the
chapter erupted with enthusiasm,” said
Marian Laidlaw LeFevre, Syracuse,
Chapter Council Adviser.

“We voted that same night to send all
of our remaining social funds to her,” said

Diana holds a village child in front of her hanger. Because of the extreme
summer heat (sometimes as high as 140 degrees) the hanger is used as a
cooler place under which to sleep.
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Diana, outside her hut built by the villagers of Boscia. Huts are constructed of bonco bricks, a
mixtu