
LIFE
After college, Dave Anderson ’72 and I moved to Boston for 
four years, where we got married. Then deciding we wanted 
to relocate, we took a year off and traveled around the 
country in a ‘69 Chevy van while we thought about where 
to go next. We ended up in Sacramento, Calif., where we 
found work—I as a graphic artist, and Dave as a director of 
the YMCA. He moved on into the racquet and fitness club 
business, and I later switched careers and worked in the 
marketing office of an upscale tennis and fitness club. I 
retired from that job to return to art, this time as a freelance 
illustrator. It’s something that I continue to do on a part-time 
basis. We enjoyed traveling and hiking as much as possible. 
Our love of the mountains led us to purchase a small second 
home in the northern Sierra, where we hiked and jeeped 
year-round. Dave passed away unexpectedly in May 2016, 
just before our 40th wedding anniversary.

As for me, I have tried to move forward with my life. I 
have been in a committed relationship for two years with a 
wonderful man who loves to travel by motorhome and loves 
the out-of-doors. I have been doing a lot of RV traveling in 
the last two years—a great way to travel during these days  
of the pandemic!

DENISON MEMORIES
I look back on my years at Denison fondly, remembering 
the friends I made, both in my classes and while working 
in Huffman Dining Hall. The best thing about my years at 
Denison was that I met my husband, Dave, there in our 
freshman year. I had some wonderful experiences and 
some challenging classes. Some memories that stand out 
are the year of the Black Student demands, the three-day 
rock concert (featuring The Who), January-
term fine arts field trip in London, evenings 
listening to music in the Bandersnatch, and 
classes in the “Downhill” art buildings.

Penny Brian Anderson
8971 Pecan Ranch Court, Orangevale, CA 95662
(916) 539-9482
penne.anderson@gmail.com

Graphic artist, fitness club marketing (retired). Illustrator, 
Sacramento, Calif. 

EDUCATION
Major: Visual arts

Clubs and activities:
Hockey team (freshman and sophomore years).

Other degrees and certifications:
Applied Art and Design Certificate, Sierra 
College, Rocklin, Calif.

FAMILY
I was married to our classmate Dave Anderson. 
Sadly, Dave passed away in 2016. We had two 
sons. Our older son, Brad, lives with his wife 
in Hillsborough, N.C., where he works as a 
software engineer. His wife is a cyber forensics 
specialist. Our younger son, Kevin, lives in Los 
Angeles. He works for a podcast company and 
does stand-up comedy. No grandchildren as of 
this writing!

Top: Dave and I on a trip in England (2014). 

Right: With my sons, Kevin and Brad, and 
my daughter-in-law, Keshia.



LIFE
Unable to leave the failure-free Denison womb, I stayed 
an extra year to earn my teaching credentials. By the 
following year, I was a VISTA volunteer on the Blackfeet 
Indian Reservation in Montana, where failure is assured  
if you presume to know what other people need. 

VISTA was the hardest year of my life, but it opened 
doors for me. I was hired to develop a program for high 
school kids failing due to truancy or behavior problems. 
Motivating kids by giving them the responsibility of 
tutoring others was the basis of my master’s thesis at 
Dartmouth College. 

Love lured me from Cleveland Heights to Rochester, N.Y., 
where Joyce Warren ’74 was completing medical school. 
A year of coursework at the University of Rochester began 
a pivot in my career as well as my DU GPA. I landed a 
teaching job at an inpatient adolescent psychiatric unit 
while Joyce was doing her medical residency at Duke.  
A year later we were married in Duke Gardens.

At the end of her residency, we swapped roles and I 
began a PhD in clinical psychology at the University of 
Illinois. En route to becoming a researcher and clinician 
I was learning to be a parent, a challenge I finessed by 
researching the factors that lead to paternal involvement. 
After graduation I joined my clinical professor in private 
practice. Researchers have concluded that sitting can 
kill you. Now they tell me. Fortunately, I have survived 
30 years of sitting with my clients, only by virtue of my 
regular noon tennis game. 

As I enter my eighth decade, I realize I need to scale my 
expectations. If my tennis serve is 1/8 as effective and I 
can only cover 1/8 of the court, then I’ve officially entered 
the pickleball stage of life. I continue to find my clinical 
work satisfying, but it’s time to work 1/8 as many hours. 
I still have my gig supervising psychiatry residents, 
seeing some clients and doing some writing. I have a book 
that will soon appear in Kindle form: Childproofing For 
Adolescence. My website: Childproofing-For-Adolescence.
com (hyphens included) includes all my writings except 
the annual Christmas letter. Dave Caudill and I meet up 
yearly for baseball, beer, and banter; and I experience NYC 
vicariously through regular texts with David Covintree. 

Ashley Beitel
2804 Robeson Park Drive,Champaign, IL 61822
(217) 390-2254
ashley.beitel@gmail.com

Self-employed licensed clinical psychologist, Champaign, Ill. 
(semi-semi-retired).

EDUCATION
Major: Economics

Clubs and activities:
Denison Community Association; Varsity 
Men’s Tennis; Slayter Mail and Information 
desk; Freshman Orientation.

Other degrees and certifications:
MALS, Dartmouth College; PhD, Clinical 
Psychology, University of Illinois.

FAMILY
I am married to Joyce Warren ’74. We 
have two children and one puppy. Our 
daughter, Erin, was born in 1984 and entered 
grad school early via my backpack. She 
and her brother, Christopher (b. 1987), 
did groundbreaking work as frequent 
developmental psychology research subjects. 
Interestingly, neither has chosen psychology 
as a career. Erin entered college as a soccer 
player, emerged a physics major, and was 
immediately recruited by Teach for America. 
After three years at Oakland Tech, she 
too pivoted. Today she is part of the Civic 
Integrity team at Facebook, which she claims 
is not an oxymoron. She and her brother 
have been told, “No grandchildren, no move.” 
Both are obviously waiting out the other. 
Christopher got a PhD in genomics, and then 
he too promptly pivoted to computer science. 
He now works at a Bay Area start-up making 
use of his genomics- and machine-learning 
skills. 

Joyce is the poster girl for how to do 
retirement, the ultimate pivot. If she is not 
in her garden, she is learning some new 
watercolor technique, trying a new recipe, or 
planning our next trip. When COVID hit, she 
said, “If I can’t go to Sicily, I want a puppy.” 
Now, that puppy is my constant companion, 
who doesn’t let me sit too much.
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DENISON MEMORIES
Feeling overwhelmed and unprepared for Fraternity Rush. 
Rethinking my future after meeting Arnie Gruden, bless his 
heart. Skipping 11 o’clock chapel and ditching the beanie. 
Running the gauntlet on the ground floor of New Men’s 
Dorm. Suffering through the first (non-random!) draft 
lottery. Mourning the death of a beloved professor. Raging 
at the killings at Kent State. Riding to the Washington 
anti-war rally in U-Haul trucks. Thanking Larry Ledebur 
for a well-deserved “D”, decades later. Sitting on the hill 
watching the “Beautiful Game:” lacrosse.

Joyce, our daughter Erin, and our puppy, Adi, in 
Washington Cascades.

Joyce and our son, Christopher.

Duke Gardens, where Joyce and I were 
married 42 years ago.



LIFE
I graduated as a theater major with advice from William 
Brasmer to concentrate on administration or backstage 
elements of theater(!). After a year at Trinity Rep, I went 
to the Yale School of Drama and was one of six in the 
administration program. It was quite a time. Meryl Streep, 
Sigourney Weaver, Wendy Wasserstein. Joe Papp was a 
visiting lecturer in the Admin. Dept. I met my husband, 
designer Chris Nowak, there. We moved to NYC where I had 
a number of development jobs, including Circle Rep. Chris 
moved from designing for theater to designing for film and 
TV. That meant he was away a lot. As the parent-in-residence 
when our kids were born, it became clear that my working 
was not in the best interest of the family. After 15 great NYC 
years, we moved an hour north to Garrison, N.Y., where 
we have made a good life in a great community. Matthew 
went to Penn and is a commercial producer now living in 
Montclair, N.J., with his wife and our two terrific grandsons. 
Molly went to Skidmore and is happy as a wine distributor in 
Burlington, Vt. I started back working in 1996 and by 2000 
was at the Hudson Highlands Nature Museum. Environmental 
education, live native animals, nature-based preschool— 
ultimately the museum about doubled in size. It was 
rewarding but stressful and I think contributed to my two 
bouts with breast cancer, which thankfully have successfully 
resolved. I really embraced the museum’s mission though, 
creating responsible caretakers of our earth through nature 
play, and since retirement have become a class leader for 
Tinkergarten—a national outdoor play and learning program 
for young children and their adults. Chris is now mostly 
teaching production design at the School of Visual Arts, so 
there is time for travel and enjoying our grandkids…and 
trying to keep concerns about our democracy at a simmer. 
Whew. Haven’t we all seen some crazy times!?

DENISON MEMORIES 
Sitting in Ace Morgan with theater friends listening to the 
draft lottery. Quiet. Focused. Guys taking deep breaths and 
leaving as their numbers were called. Intense.

Sorority rush during our very first week at Denison. I hadn’t 
a clue about Greek life. Not a good way to start college. 
Pledged and later de-activated in protest.

Taking a road trip to Mardi Gras with three others. My car 
threw a rod just across the Louisiana border. Caught a ride to 
New Orleans. During the celebrations found Denison friends 
on the street and we all drove back to campus with them. 
Happy synchronicity.

Jacqueline L. Grant
1225 Route 9D, Garrison, NY 10524
(914) 450-0344
jgrant1225@gmail.com

Executive director of Hudson Highlands Nature Museum, a 
center for nature education and play, Cornwall, N.Y. (retired).

EDUCATION
Major: Theater

Clubs and activities:
January term in London (1972); GLCA Arts 
Semester in NYC, internship at American 
Place Theater (fall 1970).

Other degrees and certifications:
MFA, Theater Administration, Yale School of 
Drama.
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Jackie and grandsons, Lucas and Nathan.



Jackie , Chris, and daughter Molly 
in Rome.

Jackie’s son, Matthew, and his 
family.



Charles Greacen
824 S. Delaware Ave., Tampa, FL 33606
(813) 624-3399
greacenart@gmail.com

Self-employed artist/writer, Tampa, Fla.

LIFE
Back in my New Jersey hometown, six months after 
graduation from Denison, it was obvious I needed a better 
plan. My job was just a job and a gray, rainy autumn had 
transitioned into the dreariest winter I could remember. In 
January a childhood friend who was living in Florida paid 
a visit. He painted a pretty attractive picture and I became 
fixated on Florida. I had never been anywhere near the 
state, but I reasoned that if it was good enough for walking 
catfish and Murph the Surf, we’d probably be a good fit. I 
loaded up my car and made my way to Tampa by February.

I was able to talk my way into a job at the Tribune, Tampa’s 
city paper. Those were heady times for newspapers and 
there couldn’t be a better place to learn about my new 
home. A lot of the employees I met back then remain good 
friends to this day and one beguiling reporter, Mary d. 
Scourtes, became Mary Greacen four years later.

In 1976 I left the Trib to become a one-man, in-house ad 
agency for Brewmaster’s, a Florida-based steakhouse 
chain. Aah, the toys I had at my disposal. We engaged hot 
air balloons and pop-up “Thirst Aid Stations” along with 
more conventional print, TV, and radio promotions. Our 
slogan, “Good steak, good cheer...free wine, free beer,” 
made the work almost too easy.

EDUCATION
Major: Bachelor of Fine Arts

Clubs and Activities at Denison
Phi Gamma Delta fraternity, Denisonian editorial 
staff, Visual Arts Department fellowship, 
Classics Department fellowship.

In spite of its inauspicious connotations, 1984 
was a year of good tidings. It brought the arrival 
of Alexandra, our first child (Scott would come 
eight years later), and it witnessed the opening 
of my freelance studio. In those days I never 
knew what kind of project would come through 
the door. To promote my specialty, pen and ink 
illustration, I owned and drove one of Henry 
Ford’s “any color you want, so long as it’s black” 
Model Ts.

Finally, in 2007 I realized my dream of seeing 
my art in museums. I had discovered a process 
for imprinting my drawings onto ceramic items 
and found a ready market in museum stores. 
Technically that counts, doesn’t it? Presently 
Town Tiles wares can be found in shops 
throughout ten states.

Our family, left to right; daughter Alexandra, Mary’s mom Christine Scourtes, the old man, Mary, son Scott and daughter-in-law 
to be, Christine Guerrero.
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One of the beauties of self-employment has been the 
ability to wear multiple hats. I’ve gotten opportunities to 
teach college-level drawing, design, and history classes. 
For 17 years my weekly cartoon, The Soho Scribbler, 
appeared on the pages of the St. Petersburg (now Tampa 
Bay) Times. In Florida, notaries can perform weddings 
and I got my seal so I could marry a couple that met at 
our home. Since then I’ve officiated 30 more unions. When 
our classmate Tad Leahy bestowed this honor on me, he 
and his bride chose the same date as the running of my 
first (and last) marathon. I survived both the run and the 
ceremony in good form, and it wasn’t until the following 
day that I thought rigor mortis might be setting in. 

Another benefit of self-employment was the ability to make 
attending our children’s sports and school activities a top 
priority. Boy, how I miss those bleachers.

As this life rehash is being written, I’m awaiting the 
initial press run of my first book, FLORIDA LANDMARKS, 
LODGINGS & LEGENDS, Drawings and mostly accurate 
accounts. Looking further ahead, our son, Scott, is 
marrying sweet Christine Guerrero in March, 2022. And of 
course, our class gathering in Granville this coming June 
will be a major highlight of 2022.

Two more Fijis from our class, Tad Leahy and Cort Anderson, have settled into Tampa-living. (BTW, we 
don’t dress this way every day, we are at Gasparilla, our city’s annual pirate parade.)

Chasing my Florida dreams.


