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Books on Archaeology, Fossils, and the
Holocaust Win Phi Beta Kappa’'s
Prizes for 2000

At the annual Senate banquet, held at the Doyle Wash-
ington Hotel on December 1, 2000, the Society honored
three authors of books that represent outstanding contri-
butions to humanistic learning. Each author received $2,500
and talked briefly about his prizewinning book.

The Christian Gauss Award went to Leonard Barkan for
Unearthing the Past: Archaeology and Aesthetics in the
Making of Renaissance Culture, published by Yale Univer-
sity Press. Barkan had won the same award in 1987 for The
Gods Made Flesh: Metamorphosis and the Pursuit of
Paganism.

This year’s Gauss Award was presented by the committee
chairman, Jerome Buckley, of Harvard University, who had
himself won the Gauss Award in 1952 for The Victorian
Temper. Buckley remarked that he was visiting Columbia
University at the time, and that Marjorie Hope Nicolson, then
the national president of Phi Beta Kappa, had presented the
award to him over tea.

The Science Award went to J. William Schopf for Cradle
of Life: The Discovery of Earth’s Earliest Fossils, published
by Princeton University Press. Committee chairman Ira
Hirsh, of Washington University, made the presentation.
Schopf, director of the Center for the Study of Evolution and
the Origin of Life at UCLA, has received awards at UCLA for
research, teaching, and overall excellence.

The Ralph Waldo Emerson Award went to Peter Novick
for The Holocaust in American Life, published by Houghton
Mifflin Company. Robinson Hollister, of Swarthmore College,
presented the award. [Eugen Weber’s review of this book for
the Key Reporter appeared in the Summer 1999 issue.]

Book award winners (seated, from the left) are Peter Novick,
J. William Schopf, and Leonard Barkan. Standing are award
committee chairmen Robinson Hollister, Ira Hirsh, and
Jerome Buckley.

1927 Berkeley Graduate
Gives $1.8 Million to Society

Phi Beta Kappa has been notified that it will receive $1.8
million from the estate of Gladyce Arata Terrill (PBK,
University of California, Berkeley, 1927), the largest gift in
the Society’s 224-year history. The funds are to be used to
support an endowment fund named for her and created “for
the purpose of supporting specific Phi Beta Kappa projects
designed to encourage excellence in American education.”
Grants from the income generated by investment of the gift
are to be made annually by the Society’s Executive Com-
mittee in consultation with the national secretary.
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¢ LIFE OUTSIDE ACADEME ¢

By Jane Bowyer Stewart

Editor’s note: A recent Kennedy Center concert program for the Vivaldi
Festival of the National Symphony Orchestra (NSO) in Washington, D.C., noted
that among the violin solo performers was a Phi Beta Kappa graduate of Yale
University. When the Key Reporter tracked ber down, Jane Bowyer Stewart
(class of 1978) readily agreed to tell us about ber life in music, noting after she
wrote this piece that, if we had attended the concert in which she played, we
probably beard ber five-year-old son, Timiny, “making bhis ouwn kind of debut
there. As the applause diminished after the soloists’ entrance, be called out, ‘Hi,
MOM.’” Jane Bowyer Stewart is married to David Balton, a State Departinent
official, whom she met through friends from Yale Symphony days, and they also
have an eight-year-old daughter, Rebecca.

Like most sixth-grade girls in my Boulder,
Colorado, elementary school, I wanted to
play the glamorous flute. The music teacher
cleverly suggested that all girls wearing
braces (that was all but two of us!) pick
another instrument, so I followed a family
tradition of string playing and began to
study the violin. My grandfather, a theology
professor [Marshall Bowyer Stewart, ®PBK,
Trinity College (Connecticut), 1902], had
been a dedicated amateur violinist with a
deep love of chamber music. My father, a
professor of astrophysics, specialized in the
most unusual and seldom-mastered instru-
ments, including viola, double bass, and
bassoon. My mother, now a literature pro-
fessor [Rachel W. Stewart, PBK, University
of Colorado, 1967], was a cello soloist in
high school. To complete the quartet, all
they needed was a daughter with well-
timed orthodonture!

Despite my parents’ intellectual orienta-
tion, playing music was their preferred
pursuit at home. From earliest childhood 1
would sit in my pajamas at the top of the
stairs, listening as my parents and their
friends, often colleagues from the univer-
sity, devoted innumerable evenings to the
earnest playing of string quartets, quintets,
and sextets. Eagerly, tirelessly, they ex-
plored the masterpieces, pausing only to
remark on passages of great compositional
ingenuity or profound beauty. Occasion-
ally, I also heard helpless laughter as mis-
takes snowballed and cacophony prevailed.
For so many reasons, I yearned to be a part
of that magical world.

Entering the Music World

I quickly exhibited talent on the violin.
I gave a full recital, which included a Mozart
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duo with my dad, during my second year of
study. Still, I always assumed that I would
proceed comfortably to college, major in
something like math, and move on to an
academic life, with music a side passion. My
father died suddenly just months after our
recital, but I found a father figure in my
beloved violin teacher, Abraham Chavez Jr.
He let me play in the University of Colorado
orchestra, which he conducted, and he
introduced me to the beauty of orchestral
literature and the thrill of being one of a
hundred humble souls cooperating towards
a spectacular common goal.

At the same time, I was a dedicated
student at school, and it excited me to see
my courses interconnect. I also began to
glimpse how academic disciplines might
enhance my musical appreciation and vice
versa. When I played Tchaikovsky’s Romeo
and Juliet overture just after I'd studied the
play, I saw how music can capture the
emotional essence of a great story. Simi-
larly, my interest in foreign languages ex-
panded when I began playing operas and
wanted to appreciate a composer’s word-
painting. At the end of high school I was
unwilling to abandon my study of liberal
arts, so I chose to attend the Ivy League
school with the strongest extracurricular
musical life, Yale, rather than go to a music
conservatory.

Some say that anyone with aspirations of
becoming a professional musician should
head straight to conservatory, bypassing
liberal arts study. I have heard Dorothy
Delay, Juilliard’s violin guru and the
teacher of Itzhak Perlman, among others,
assert that the teen years are best for
mastering the violin. Physically and men-
tally, one must acquire a high level of
technique before that peak of opportunity

passes. In her view, four years of college
study would prove an unwise and frivolous
detour, an unrecoverable loss of key (par-
don the pun!) time. In fact, in the National
Symphony Orchestra today, only a handful
of the hundred or so members hold bach-
elor of arts degrees from academic colleges.

By my junior year at Yale, I was spending
an extraordinary amount of time absorbed
in music. I not only played with the under-
graduate Yale Symphony but also did pro-
fessional work with the New Haven Sym-
phony and the Chamber Orchestra of New
England. I explored every piece of chamber
music I could get my hands on, practiced
after midnight in sound-proof practice mod-
ules, and sought out so many music theory
and history courses that I became a music
major almost by default. Nonetheless, the
violin was never what came most easily to
me; my B’s were in music courses. My study
habits, furthermore, did not lend them-
selves to the steady mastery of an instru-
ment. I routinely pulled all-nighters, a bad
strategy in preparing for a recital because
“cramming” Bach or Bartok doesn’t work.
Bursts of inspiration should be superim-
posed upon years of consistent hard work
(never really my forte). Nevertheless, I was
becoming addicted to music.

Because I did not follow the musician’s
conventional path, I eventually needed a
stretch of focused practice time. I briefly
inhaled the conservatory atmosphere
when, after college graduation, I went on to
the Yale School of Music to earn a master’s
degree. I also attended summer music fes-
tivals in Aspen and Norfolk with students
from conservatories. 1 still felt, however,
that I was a bit of a misfit in the performing
world. I hadn't been playing the violin
since I was four. I hadn't “always known”
I'd be a musician. I bhadn’t resented aca-
demic coursework or shunned it in favor of
scales and études. And most of my best
friends were becoming lawyers or doctors.

Making a Living at It

Living music was one thing; making a
living from music would be tougher. Once
out of school, I lived in a group house in
New Haven, free-lanced, reluctantly taught
several beginning students, and went into
New York City to take lessons. I did some
part-time work screening applications for the
Yale Admissions Committee (this was the
only time in my life when being Phi Bete had
the slightest effect on my getting a job), and
I began taking auditions all over the country.

The orchestral audition process is a
curious phenomenon, perhaps the closest
thing to a pure meritocracy that the job



market offers. Without knowledge of your
age, race, gender, or appearance, not to
mention your experience, the audition
committee listens to you from behind a
curtain. Once, I was asked to remove my
shoes before walking onto the stage; the
committee didn’t want the clicking of high
heels to tip them off! You are identified
by number only. Nobody cares who
taught you, where (or whether!) you
went to school, or what kind of per-
forming reputation you enjoy. It's all
about How You Play Today.

You play several specified ex-
cerpts from the orchestral repertoire
for about 10 or 15 minutes—you
hope. The Chicago Symphony darkly
warns, in its audition notices, that it
“reserves the right to dismiss imme-
diately any candidate not demonstrat-
ing the highest professional stan-
dards.” “Next!” Fifty or a hundred
more violinists do the same. A handful
are chosen to proceed to the next
round, which is another alarmingly
brief demonstration of everything
you've learned in your many expensive
years of violin study. Should you be “elim-
inated,” you may well go home with no
constructive comments in hand and no clue
whether you were close or hopeless. Unlike
most job hunters, the auditioner cannot rely
on networking, writing samples, portfolios,
references, recommendations, or face-to-face
interviews. Playing music is usually an ex-
tremely subjective and emotional endeavor,
but auditioning feels oddly impersonal and
dry.

Having failed to make the finals at sev-
eral auditions in the United States, [ decided
to look into performing opportunities
abroad. The monthly union newspaper,
The International Musician, advertises or-
chestral vacancies, and like all “starving”
musicians I perused this rag intently. A
notice of several violin openings in the
Orquesta Sinfonica de Maracaibo caught my
eye. [ had a strong academic background in
Spanish and thought it might be fun to
spend a year in Venezuela and combine
handling a full-time orchestra job with
achieving fluency in a foreign language.

The OSM audition was most informal. In
the Manhattan apartment of a flirtatious
Venezuelan tenor known vaguely by the
OSM conductor, I played a couple of solo
pieces, chatted in Spanish, and got the job!

A few weeks later, I found myself on the
plane to sunny Maracaibo, eager to test that
cliché about music as the international
language. How else would 1 survive in an
orchestra where 13 languages were spoken
in the first-violin section alone? Actually,

given the speed and indistinctness of equa-
torial Spanish, I found it easier to under-
stand my colleagues’ Polish-inflected or
French-accented Spanish. The orchestra
was packed with foreigners; in 1980, oil-
rich Venezuela was buying instant cultural
visibility by creating opera companies and
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orchestras beyond the scope of its resident
talent. Caracas alone had three orchestras,
heavily populated with Americans.

Handling the Maracaibo job was almost
as painless as passing the audition. Each
week we rehearsed four mornings, gave a
Thursday-night concert, and had three days
off. We got 14 weeks of paid vacation. The
salary equaled that of a major U.S. orchestra
(about $25,000 in 1980). After a few
months, an audition to
assistant concertmaster. Never mind that
the conductor made
changes as a result of his hangover or that
I had to bribe an airline official to get out of
the country for the Christmas holiday. This
was living—and a living'

Moving Back North

Still, the uncomfortable fact remained
that no American from the OSM had yet
landed a “real” job back in the States. I
practiced a fair amount (for me) and did
mock auditions for fellow string players.
When I went home for a summer vacation,
I took auditions for the Houston and Na-
tional symphonies and, miraculously, won
both. I had a few friends from Yale living in
Washington and thus chose to join the NSO,
where I'm now completing my 20th season.

I knew a serious job required a serious
violin, and so I promptly embarked on my
next big project, the violin hunt. Visiting
the major violin dealers in New York,
Philadelphia, and Chicago, I realized with
amazement that if you walk in and play
respectably on a $50,000 instrument, they

I won become

sudden program

will let you take it home for a week’s trial,
or even mail you one later, no collateral
required! At one point, I had six or eight
such violins on loan in my apartment. I was
scheduled to appear as one of four soloists
in Vivaldi’'s Concerto for Four Violins in an
NSO subscription concert, and I was
desperate to get an instrument com-
parable to those played by my three
colleagues.

The finest one I tried was a beau-
tiful 1691 violin by Matteo Goffriller,
the Venetian who made the cello
Pablo Casals played. I feared that it
was beyond my means, but I decided
to use it for the concert and then mail
it back to the dealer. Instead, I fell in
love, swallowed hard, took out a big
loan, and promised to love, honor,
and cherish that violin forever. In-
deed, seeking the perfect instrument
is something like looking for a spouse:
appearance shouldn’t matter, but it
does (I love my
colored varnish); what thrills one per-
son leaves another cold (violists and

violin's auburn-

cellists tend to admire my violin’s dark, rich
sound, but fellow violinists often find it
wanting); and no one violin “has it all.” With
this violin, worth more than a house, and
my French violin bow, worth more than a
car, I have partners for life.
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