











Two things have
helped Turomsha,
her doctors have
sald: her prior
physical condition
and her attitude.
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Ay Tnromsha

Still Running Strong After
Brush with Death -

In July 1996, Ann Turomsha, a research associate
in Advancement, was told by a doctor at Hartford
Hospital to go home and get her affairs in order.
She had only two to six weeks left to live. A brain
tumor about the size of a quarter in diameter had

- grown “right in the middle of my brain,” she says,

and was too far along, in the doctor’s opinion, to
operate. There was nothing he could do.

About a week earlier Turomsha had started get-
ting intense, incapacitating headaches that would
last five to 10 minutes. After seeing her local phy-
sician about the headaches, she was advised to un-
dergo further testing in Hartford. When she re-
ceived the doctor’s deadly diagnosis, things began
to move very quickly, she said. By the end of the
day, her diagnosis had improved slightly to termi-
nal within two to four months. Turomsha faced
certain death if nothing was done.

“I was scared of course,” she says. “I thought
I would die soon, from what this fellow said. He
didn’t want to operate because the tumor was too
far along. Conventional surgery would not have
done anything.”

Wisely, she sought a second opinion, a move
that would eventually mean the difference be-
tween living and dying. She went to see Dr.
Peter Black, chief neurosurgeon at Harvard’s
Brigham and Women’s Hospital. Black at the
time was pioneering a new technique that at-
tempted to neutralize brain tumors by targeting
them with a laser and burning them down section
by section. He had only performed the experi-
mental operation twice before. On August 22,
Turomsha became the third person to undergo
the procedure. For five hours, she was put under
anasthetic and a three-inch gap was cut into the
top of her skull just left of center. Dr. Black then
inserted an MRI scanner into her brain and pro-
ceeded to burn down the tumor with his precision
laser to about half its original size. What remains

in Turomsha’s brain today, and what may remain
there for the rest of her life, is a dime-sized chunk
of inactive, and for now, benign tissue.

“This guy, Dr. Black, saved my life, I'm sure,”
says Turomsha. “If this had happened to me five
or six years ago, I'd be dead” because the proce-
dure was not available then. Since that time,
Black has performed the operation more than
200 times.

With her experience, Turomsha, whose par-
ents both died of cancer and whose predecessor
at Smith, Carol Tesiero, died of a brain tumor,
advises tumor and cancer patients to “definitely
get a second opinion. And don’t give in because
there’s always a chance. There’s so much doctors

don’t know.”

Marie L'Heureux, Smith employee, 1981-1999

them feel special by stopping to give them all
a big wave. Bill also tried to right some wrongs
and truly made a difference by being actively
involved in Staff Council and Local 263. His

strength, too, was truly inspirational.

thers might have given up. Others might
have withdrawn from the workplace and suc-
cumbed to self-pity and it would be understand-
able. In contrast, Marie and Bill returned to
work not long after learning about their situa-
tions and informed their colleagues that they
were not dying from cancer. They were living
with it.

Smith College is all about teaching and learn-
ing. During the past few years, those of us who
knew Marie and Bill were their students. We
learned from two wonderful teachers how to
make the most of each precious day, what it
means to be courageous and to face adversity
with humor, warmth and dignity. Marie and Bill
were wonderful teachers and good, kind, caring
people who will be deeply missed by their fami-
lies and colleagues. To quote one of their co-
workers, “In time, we may fill their jobs, but we
will never fill their shoes.”— Alan Marvelli and
Bob Dombkowski with Amy Holich

A Word from
Beverly Ames

A note of thanks to the Smith
College community:

[ want to take this time to
thank all of you who took the
time to offer your support to me
and my family at the time of my
husband, Bill Ames’, passing.

I had no idea that there were
so many, many people whose
lives were touched by Bill’s pres-
ence at Smith College. Thank
you so much for sharing your
personal memories of him with
me. The generosity of everyone
at Smith was overwhelming and
will never be forgotten. All of
your prayers were what held me

up on the saddest day of my life.

With sincere thanks,
Beverly Ames
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‘How
did

| get
myself

nto
this?

BY
PATRICIA
HAYES

STAFFSTUF

LESSON 1 [I've never been on a horse, unless
you count a pony ride when I was two years old.
Now I'm 37 and taking riding lessons with my
friend Jan. What the hell was I thinking?

I'm in the Fox Meadow Farm horse barn at
Smith. It’s June. 'm wearing boots, long pants
and a hard hat. Luckily it’s 100 degrees today.
P’'m nervous.

We walk into the ring to meet our horse.

I thought I loved horses, but apparently I'm terri-
fied of them. Are horses always this big? They've
given us the biggest horse in the stable and he
seems impatient. His name is Yankee and he
looks like he wants to kick me. Our instructor,
Lisa, shows us how to groom the horse. There
are four different brushes. (Four brushes? I don’t
give myself this much attention even on a good
morning.) I brush Yankee and this seems to irri-
tate him. We learn about the saddle and bridle.
We don’t have to sit on the horse today and 'm
relieved. The lesson ends.

Maybe next week we'll have a smaller, calmer
horse. I ask Lisa if they have one that typically
gets really sleepy in the afternoon.

LESSON 2 Against my better judgment, I'm
back in the barn. This is my childhood dream
so I can’t quit. [ try to control my nerves.

We report to Yankee’s stall (no sleepy horses
available [ guess) and learn to “tack up,” to put
the saddle and bridle on the horse. 'm less ner-
vous standing next to Yankee since Lisa has in-
structed us where to stand and what to do when
he bashes us with his head. We put the saddle on
Yankee. The bridle is a nightmare. As per instruc-
tion, 1 find myself standing under Yankee's neck
with both arms wrapped around his face holding a
tangled mess of leather straps while trying to stick
a piece of metal in his mouth with my little fin-
gers near his big teeth. Yankee’s not cooperating
and I have more of the bridle on me than him.
Lisa says the trick is to stick one’s thumb in the
horse’s mouth (!) in order to get him to take the
bit. It's not working. I've got my fingers so far
down Yankee’s throat I can feel his tonsils. Lisa
laughs and lets us struggle until we succeed.

Thirty minutes later we walk Yankee out of
his stall. Lisa teaches us how to safely lead a
horse, and I'm amazed that I can do this. I notice

how beautiful Yankee is, especially when he’s co-
operating. He gives me a look that says he knows
I'm a novice.

We're outside. It’s time to climb on. Mounting
and dismounting are tricky. Lisa demonstrates.
She’s fabulous! I try and barely get off the ground.
It looks so easy in the movies. After a bit of effort
(OK, a boost) I'm up. I'm finally sitting on a
horse! I try to imprint this moment in my memory
forever. Instead I look down and wish for a smaller
horse. Lisa leads us around and I don’t fall off. I
have to remind myself to breathe. And then the
dismount. It isn’t pretty, but I've survived.

We put Yankee in his stall. He’s impatient. His
friends are already eating their hay while he’s been
enduring our lesson. In a nearby stall I see a 36-
year-old mare named Easy. Now that’s the horse
for me. | ask Lisa about Easy. I really like Lisa.
She’s a great instructor.

LESSON 3 Lisa has resigned. I try not to take this
as a bad sign. Jan and I are assigned to Yankee
again and we meet our new instructor, Meri. We
approach Yankee’s stall and see recognition flash
across his face: ears back, eyes wide. We saddle
him, and I attempt the bridle (on him, not me).
Success on the first try! I'm stunned! Yankee is
such a beautiful horse. I'm slightly less nervous.
We ride Yankee, Jan and I switching off. We
learn the basics of walking and turning. It’s like
learning to drive a manual transmission all over
again. (Actually I never did learn that.) I'm con-
centrating so much on the reins, and my fingers,
hands, elbows, back, hips, legs, knees and ankles
that I forget to be terrified. Yankee walks around
the ring, interpreting our inadequate communica-
tions. I'm riding! And I might even be breathing.

LESSON 4 Jan and I have graduated! We each
have our own horse and both are smaller than
Yankee. We spend the lesson riding (walking)
around the ring, trying to stay out of each other’s
way. I'm breathing regularly. We practice turning
around orange cones. | really like my horse,
Beauty. Occasionally she moves in the direction
I expect her to. She walks very slowly and often
prefers to stand in place. [ wonder if she’s sleepy.

The lesson ends too quickly. I want to keep going.
Maybe next week we’ll ride Yankee!
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Dogs and

“Lucas, Brewster and Kori”

You may have seen Joe Stoddart around campus,
a mild-mannered member of the grounds depart-
ment. But as soon as he dons a coat and tie and
enters the ring, he becomes Joe Stoddart, han-
dler of purebred champion Australian Shep-
herds.

Joe fell into this rarified world by accident.
About 10 years ago he and his wife, Mary Ann,
had a cat. But when their cat died, they decided
to look for a dog—a short-haired (had to be
short-haired) female pet. That’s when they met
Lucas. Lucas at the time was a puppy, a male
Australian Shepherd with a lovely blue and
white swirled, long-haired, double coat. The
local breeder sold him to Joe and Mary Ann as
a pet quality dog. But soon young Lucas began
maturing into a surprisingly stunning dog. The
breeder called the Stoddarts and asked if they
would consider showing him in the breed ring.
After a few false starts (for example, Lucas and
Joe were once so startled by a judge that Lucas
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melted into the floor while Joe was frozen to

the spot), Joe and Lucas swept through the show
ring, winning distinction in both ASCA and
AKC championships.

Mary Ann and Joe are now devoted Aussie
people. They now have two more long-haired
blue merles: Brewster, an advanced obedience
champion, and their newest pup, Kori. And they
are both very involved in the Australian Shep-
herd Club of New England. So much for short-
haired dogs in their lives.

So when a tall, balding fellow from the
grounds department asks you to clean up after
your dog, please don’t call him a dog hater. Re-
member, you may be looking at Joe Stoddart,
true blue dog lover extraordinaire.

“Rosie”

Josten librarian Marlene Wong is in
love. She’s crazy about Rosie, her big
red Doberman Pinscher. Rosie’s not
just any “dobie”, Marlene would say.
She’s a well-socialized, devoted com-
panion who was originally destined for
a very different life. She would have
been a champion breed dog but for her
Geena Davis overbite and a $2000 vet
bill to remove a rock she’d swallowed. Young
Rosie, you see, was a rock eater, an expensive
rock eater at that. So her breeder reluctantly
searched for a home where she could live her

life as a pet. This quirky fluke of fate and an off-
chance decision to visit a dog show in West
Springfield sent Marlene and Rosie on a collision
course that resulted in their mutual love. True
love. The two have been together for a little over
a year. You can often see them together on Main
Street. Rosie’s busy life includes agility training,
obedience classes and Saturday trips to church

in Easthampton where Marlene plays the organ.
For Rosie and Marlene, the future seems limitless.
And yes, Rosie has finally stopped eating rocks.




