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One

AT THE 1956 NATIONAL ROWING CHAMPIONSHIPS in Syracuse, New York, a three-year-old girl sat impatiently beside her mother, waiting for her dad to row by. It was difficult to wait, and it was difficult to be small. When a woman sitting next to them in the bleachers suddenly dropped her glasses, Carie got a lucky break. She was the only one small enough to fit through the space in the seats where the glasses had disappeared. Momentarily, she felt very important. She was already proud of the fact that she’d been chosen by her parents to attend the regatta, while her younger brother and sister had been left back in Spring Green, Wisconsin. Carie had lorded this over the two of them, especially her brother, Ross, parading by him to the car as he played in the sandbox at the baby-sitter’s house.

Crew races were difficult events to watch, regardless of age or experience. From the bleachers, located near the finish line, you couldn’t see the first half of the race or witness the crews going off the starting line in a brilliant flurry of bodies and oars. If you had really good eyes, or a decent set of binoculars, you might be able to spot them from a distance of one mile—not the boats themselves or even the people in them, but the regular, rhythmic flashing of the blades, feathering out of the water between strokes. This was one good reason to paint your oars a bright color, like the red blades of the Wisconsin crew slowly approaching the stands.

Early on in the history of the sport, various efforts had been made to help bring spectators within viewing distance of the crews. Railroads were built alongside rivers, like the Hudson in Poughkeepsie, where the Nationals had once been held. They were expensive to maintain, unreliable in speed, and still didn’t put the audience close enough to the action. Spectator boats, which trailed behind the crews, had also been tried with mixed results. Some were decked out with jazz bands and served champagne, to give the event a more festive air. But here the problem was how to get close enough to the race without disturbing the crews, either with an errant wake or a noisy blast from the band.

In the end, these attempts hardly seemed worth the effort. Baseball, basketball, and football came along and attracted thousands of fans, all corralled in a central place. And while stadiums made money, rivers didn’t. Beyond the logistics of watching a crew race, it was difficult to put a fence around a body of water that might stretch for miles in either direction. It was done in England, at Henley, but that was different. There, rowing had become an elitist sport, and Henley part of the British high social calendar.

American rowing had much more working-class roots. Some of the greatest American rowers were the sons of Irish immigrants hoping to better their social and financial status. Once the sport began to lose its support from the general public, it could not put on aristocratic airs. Consequently, it was reduced to a much lesser role and witnessed by a small audience of true aficionados. There were other reasons, too, why the fans drifted away: the lack of violence, or even contact, between the teams, the repetitive motion within a crew. Everyone seemed to do the same thing, and this lack of independent action among the players discounted the notion of individual stars. For all its teamwork ethic, America loved heroes.

Robert Graves, the captain of the Wisconsin varsity crew, was a hero in his own right. A Korean War veteran, he had been part of the first Army Raider unit, trained by British Commandos, and had earned a Silver Star for bravery He was a man of great physical and moral stature. At 6 feet 5 inches and 205 pounds, he was big, even for an oarsman, and being older and more worldly-wise than most of the other men in the boat, he had an unspoken, commanding presence. When the rest of the team had tried to give him a regulation “crew cut” that spring, he had physically resisted several attempts with the razor, and a few of the perpetrators had gotten cut. Finally coach Norm Sanjou had suggested to the team that it might be better to just leave him alone.

The Wisconsin oarsmen were often quite large, and there were perennial jokes about the “farm boy” midwesterners. Bigger didn’t always mean better, but the Badgers usually did well at the Nationals, generally placing in the top four of the six-boat final. Still, it was difficult for them to beat the Ivy League crews like Yale, who definitely upstaged them off the water, by coming to dinner dressed in their smart blue blazers.

To go along with their bright red blades, the Wisco crew had red shirts with a broad white band running straight down from each shoulder. As the crews came into view, Carie saw the blades first and then the bodies. Finally, she saw the boats themselves, just slivers of wood that were actually over sixty feet long, beautifully hand-crafted from mahogany or western red cedar. The shells were so narrow and rode so low in the water that on a choppy day at Lake Onandaga, a few waves could completely obscure them from view or even swamp the boat entirely. From a distance, especially in the eyes of a child, it looked like the people in the boats were somehow riding miraculously on topof the waves, with nothing underneath them.

The crews glided by the grandstand in a stately procession of oars, boats, and bodies. It was hard enough for Cane to make out the Wisconsin crew, let alone pick out her father in the five seat. Even for her mother, Dyrele, it was difficult to distinguish all the crews from one another and impossible to tell how hard the oarsmen were actually working. What they saw instead was a graceful, synchronous movement of bodies and oars that was almost mesmerizing. Had it not been for the shouting of the coxswains who steered the boats and called for more power, the whole thing might have seemed like a staged parade.

The close order of finish sustained the illusion. All five boats covered the 2000-meter course within seven seconds of one another. By crew standards, that was fairly tight racing. It meant that all the teams were worthy of one another, with barely a boat length separating first from last place.

Just the week before, on the very same lake, Wisconsin had finished third at the Intercollegiate Rowing Association Championships, competing against some of the same colleges. Over a grueling, three-mile course, they had even beaten their arch-rival, the University of Washington. Cornell and Navy had been first and second, respectively. It had been a decent day for the Badgers, who had edged out Stanford and UPenn—not to mention Princeton, Syracuse, and MIT. It always felt good to beat the East Coast teams, who had an air of superiority. So what if Harvard and Yale hadn’t been there, engaged in their annual duel on the Thames, in New London, Connecticut—theirs was a snooty, private race that had been the very reason why the IRAs were created in 1895.

But for this race Yale was present, vying for the right to represent the U.S. at the Olympics. They crossed the finish line three seconds ahead of the pack, trailed closely by Cornell, Navy, and Washington. This time around, the Badgers finished last. It was Robert Graves’ senior year, and not the best way to end his college rowing days.

But Wisconsin would be back to try again.
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THE GRAVES FAMILY drove back to Madison together in their station wagon, while the rest of the team rode on the bus. A few years later, when Robert finished his graduate degree in landscape architecture, they packed up their Ford again and moved back to where he was born, just outside of Spring Green. Wyoming Valley, Wisconsin, was a small farming community with a population of 1200. The locals in nearby Spring Green sometimes referred to it as the “Valley of the God Almighty Joneses”—a begrudging tribute to the Welsh founding fathers, who happened to be the five uncles of Frank Lloyd Wright. Wright himself had extended his family’s ownership of Wyoming Valley by developing a world famous fellowship of architects, known as Taliesin, right in the middle of the rural Wisconsin farmland.

It was an odd, oil-and-water mix—the conservative farmers and the bohemian members of the fellowship. Unsurprisingly, the two groups were often at odds with one another, especially during WWII and the Korean War, when the Taliesin group became conscientious objectors and were eventually looked upon by the locals as Communist sympathizers. The local business people refused to wait on them in various stores and restaurants, and even Carie’s father, Robert, had a difficult time with this when he was growing up. It was only later that he managed to live in peace with both groups without being ostracized by either.

Robert’s father established the original connection to Taliesin. He single-handedly managed the odd collection of farms, outbuildings, and architects’ houses that lay within the 400-acre property As a boy, Robert helped his dad with this work and inherited a fruitful tie to the Taliesin Fellowship, but it was one that sometimes made his friends suspicious. This distrust, and the treatment he received from merchants, may have influenced his decision to enlist in the Army and serve in the Korean War. He came back four years later with a Silver Star for bravery in action, leaving little doubt in anyone’s mind as to his sense of patriotism.

He got married soon after, started having kids, and went back to school at the University of Wisconsin to finish his degree in landscape architecture. Taliesin had left its mark. So had the war. He was a man who did what he pleased and didn’t care what others thought. The people of Spring Green, however, now treated him with such deference and respect that many began to refer to their town as the “Valley of the God Almighty Graveses.”

His first daughter, Carie, was to inherit some of this strong sense of independence, as well as his looming physical presence. At 5 feet 10 inches, her mother wasn’t small either, but Carie had her father’s bones and inner temperament. By sophomore year in high school, she had already reached her full height of 6 feet 1 inch. It made her uncomfortable to be so tall. As she grew up, she also found it wasn’t easy to live under the shadow of such a great man. Robert Graves was a stern disciplinarian, who had definite ideas about how his children should be raised.

Through his Taliesin connections, Graves leased and then bought a small farm, known as Aldebaren. While he went about his career as a landscape architect, his five children worked on the 160-acre property They went to school with other farm kids in a tiny, two-room schoolhouse. It was a lifestyle that exposed them to the principle of hard work, but it was tempered by the bohemian atmosphere of Taliesin, with its constant influx of artists, writers, and actors from all over the world who were drawn to the rural community during the summer. These sophisticates brought with them an exotic approach to life that Carie had never seen before.

Even before she finished high school, Carie had begun to grow restless on the family farm and impatient with the restrictions imposed by her parents. At age sixteen, she spent a summer on a kibbutz in Israel as part of the Experiment in International Living, and learned a little more about life through the acquaintance of some city girls from New York and New Jersey. She came home smoking cigarettes, hemmed up her dress twice, and carried on with an attitude of carefree independence. When her parents informed her that she couldn’t smoke on the premises, she simply walked down to the highway that defined the eastern boundary of their property and puffed away, standing on the edge of the asphalt. She threw her butts right into their mailbox, to make doubly sure they knew exactly what she was doing.

Her parents were mortified and totally unprepared for the rebellious behavior of their eldest child. By the time she graduated from high school, Carie had become insufferable and the tension between her and her parents had greatly escalated. Her mother resorted to small punishments to try to control her. But one day when Dyrele lost her temper and slapped her face, Carie simply turned her head the other way and said, “Would you like to slap the other cheek?” It was no use, and her mother knew it. Her daughter had become too much for her to handle, and any physical and mental advantage she held over her child had completely disappeared.

Carie was big, strong-willed, and knew that real life existed elsewhere, outside the perimeter of the 160-acre farm. Even her father had exhausted his influence. One day, toward the end of the summer, he instructed her to make everyone’s sandwiches for lunch. She was the eldest child and this was one of her responsibilities. When Carie started throwing dishes around in protest, he suddenly flew into




















Epilogue

IN ROWING, explaining the success of an underrated crew is almost as difficult as accounting for the poor performance of a highly favored one. Harry Parker had always been fascinated by the more mysterious elements that made some boats go fast—and others slow—despite the size and experience of the people in them. It was one of the things, in fact, that kept him coaching crew for so long. Sometimes, the parts didn’t add up to the whole, despite all the careful calculations.

This women’s team, the one he had just watched match the East Germans right down to the wire, was a case where the whole was much greater than the sum of its parts. For anyone in the know, sitting in the stands, this had made the race even more thrilling to watch. No one matched strokes like that with the East Germans, especially not a crew that had come out of nowhere. And what had happened to the Russians?

Second best in the world. The women themselves were just beginning to figure out what they’d done. Claudia Schneider, who spoke fluent German, befriended some of the East German rowers and secretly swapped gear with them behind the boat pavilion. The stroke of the boat, who was retiring that year, explained to her that they were not supposed to trade their precious uniforms. Now they wanted to swap for U.S. gear, a clear indication that American stock had suddenly risen in the rowing world.

In her conversation with the Germans, Claudia also learned that in addition to being twenty pounds heavier than the Americans, they were paid professionals. The stroke explained how after being selected to row, they were given jobs and paid a salary to row for their country, with monetary incentives for winning medals. As Claudia heard this, it made her silver medal feel even more valuable; it made what they had done seem even more impressive.

ONE WEEK LATER over the same Nottingham course, Harry and some of his women watched the reverse scenario occur, as the U.S. men’s heavyweight team, favored to win, rowed to a disappointing fifth-place finish. The outcome was nearly the opposite of the women’s results. The women’s eight had beaten all but one boat; the heavyweight men had been beaten by all but one. It was a difficult day for Al Rosenberg and his former world champions, ending appropriately with rainfall.

However, even a silver medal for the men would not have meant what it did for the women that day “We’re coming up from the bottom,” one of the women explained to a reporter, “and the men are coming down from the top.”

A year before at the Worlds, Al Rosenberg had given his team an inspirational speech about how fortunate they were to have the opportunity to be the best in the world. No doctor or lawyer could ever make that claim, but an athlete could, however fleeting it might be. Rosenberg was an eloquent speaker who could rouse his athletes with his well-chosen words. In the same speech, he told them that nothing but a first-place finish would satisfy them, that if they won silver instead of gold, they would wake up the next morning and know that someone had rowed a better race than they had, and they would regret it. The speech had been powerful and effective. They had won the gold that year.

It was the sort of speech Parker could not, and would not, make to a team. He always trusted his crews to row as hard as they could, and never questioned their willingness to do so. Results didn’t necessarily reflect effort; they could reflect many other variables, most of which, he felt, fell in his domain. When a Harvard crew lost or didn’t row up to their ability, he was much more inclined to blame himself, to look back through his logbooks and see where he had failed.

In the case of this crew, there were absolutely no regrets. A silver medal for them was as good as gold, and they had honored him with their remarkable performance. They had survived the same rigors as any Parker-made crew, experienced the same high level of success. He still could not claim to have the fastest crew in the world, but the women had provided him with just the sort of rowing experience that he loved: to take an unheralded, even ignored, group of young rowers and make them into a successful team. It made the success all the more sweet and made him eager to coach them again. Rosenberg could keep the U.S. men’s team; Parker wanted to continue coaching the women.

A few weeks after Nottingham, he did compose a letter expressing these thoughts, and it was one that each of the rowers would cherish for the rest of their lives, along with the roses and the silver medals:


To the whole “Red Rose” gang:

I realized shortly after I left you all in the dusk at Nottingham that I owed you a much better “goodbye” than I had come up with.

I also want to let you know how terribly proud I was of you, not only for the superb race you rowed in the final, but also for the way you raced in the heat and the repechage and handled yourselves through the whole regatta. It was a real pleasure to be associated with you.

And … despite my efforts not to fully admit as much, you all must have realized that I thoroughly enjoyed working with you throughout the summer. You rowed well, and very hard, which helped, but you were also very nice people, which helped a lot more …



The letter went on to describe Parker’s plans for them the following summer, when the women would compete in their first Olympics. Although it was yet to be decided who would coach, Parker stated that he was ready and willing to do so. There was no mention of him wanting to coach the U.S. men. He sketched out a rough timetable for next year’s camp and told them he would find a way to work it around his Harvard duties. A tone of genuine excitement infused the letter, a notion that this was just the beginning for them all:


Next year. The Women’s Olympic Rowing Committee meets Oct. 3rd, probably in Seattle, but possibly in the East. They will decide then how the ’76 Olympic Team will be chosen: methods, dates, coaches, etc. If you have any thoughts, now is the time to let someone on the committee know of them.

I am assuming that the committee will want to continue the National Team program for the eight and am prepared to coach it if asked. And if a likely conflict with the Harvard—Yale race can be resolved.

It may mean that the camp will start in Cambridge about May 16th and that I will have to be absent from June 5th to either June 12 or June 19. Selection could begin in May, and either be concluded by June 5th or not until after June 12th or 19th. It is obviously not an ideal situation, but neither was this year’s and we managed to make it work.

I hope that you all will be interested in competing for seats in the eight again and will be prepared to work just as hard to earn them. That is the only way the boat will be as fast as it was this year. If it is to be faster, each of you will have to find some way to row a little

better, and be a little stronger and a little more fit than you were this year. If you are, and our luck prevails, maybe we can make up those two seconds, or the three or four that will be needed by July.

Have a good fall. Let me know what you are up to. And again, congratulations! You were great!

Harry



IT WAS EVERYTHING that Gail Pierson had hoped for and more. As she had predicted, all it took was the conversion of a few men like Parker and the rest of the rowing world would follow. Sports Illustrated, which had come to England to cover the men’s racing, ended up highlighting the underdog success of the women as the only bright spot at the World Rowing Championships. Even Time magazine picked up the story, focusing solely on “The Red Rose Crew.” Now they could go back home and finally be treated with some respect as real athletes, could return with their medals and use them as currency, a stamp of approval in the world of rowing and beyond.

After a short trip to Scotland, in fact, Gail and Sy met with a man in New York City who had plans to use their team picture for a commemorative stamp in Central America. A few months later Gail traveled to Philadelphia to attend the NAAO banquet. Together with Nancy, Anne, and Chris, she accepted a prestigious award called “The Vesper Cup,” a large trophy onto which their names were later engraved. It was a great evening, filled with good will and levity. The award was presented by Emory Clark, the five seat of the U.S. Olympic gold-medal crew of 1964. Although Clark humorously described his own crew as a group of die-hard male chauvinists, he nevertheless proceeded to make note of the many similarities between them and the Red Rose group. Apparently both boats contained two rowers from Yale, a reformed sculler in the seven seat, and two people who had formerly raced in a pair. They also both had a handsome rower in the five seat.

For some of the younger rowers, who returned to their various college boathouses, the medal and the accolades that followed finally gave them greater respect among their male teammates, the men’s crew coaches, and the college administrators. Carol Brown noticed a change in attitude back at Princeton and Carie Graves saw it at Wisconsin. But for Chris Ernst and Anne Warner, the medals and success didn’t prove enough to initiate changes at Yale. They still didn’t have access to showers after practice, and despite repeated pleas by the women’s team, the permit for their small, temporary trailer had been seemingly ignored.

After Anne Warner and a few others got pneumonia from sitting in cold sweat that spring, she and Chris Ernst decided that they’d had enough. They were world-class athletes, but at Yale they were being treated like second-rate human beings.

On March 3rd, Chris and Anne made an appointment with the women’s athletic director, Joni Barnett, presumably to sit down and chat one-on-one about the lack of facilities. Instead, when the two entered the small office, they brought with them a small army of nineteen women from the Yale crew team and a male reporter from the Tale Daily News. The women lined up in front of the athletic director’s desk and soberly removed their Yale team issue sweatshirts and sweat pants. Emblazoned on their backs and chests, in blue magic marker, were the two words that said it all: Title IX.

Before the athletic director could react to the naked women, team captain Chris Ernst began to read a 300-word statement of purpose that had been carefully composed to go along with the “strip-in”:


“These are the bodies that Yale is exploiting. On a day like today, the ice freezes on this skin. Then we sit for a half an hour as the ice melts through to meet the sweat that is soaking us from the inside …”



The story went out over the Associated Press wire, making the first page of the second section of The New York Times. It created a huge embarrassment for the prestigious university, and the shocked alumni responded quickly Yale coach Nat Case was embarrassed by his team’s bold move, but it caused a chain reaction that Anne and Chris had been waiting for, one that might have taken years if they had remained silent. The outcry from the alumni and the subsequent donations that flooded into the college were well worth the price that they paid for being privately admonished.

“Here’s a thousand dollars,” read one alumnus’s letter, “please get Anne Warner a shower!”

One week later, a follow-up article in The New York Times noted that permits had been secured for the women’s changing trailer, and larger plans for a permanent women’s rowing facility were in the works.

THE U.S. MEN’S COACH, Al Rosenberg, had talked eloquently about the unfortunate reality that a man could never prove himself as the best doctor or lawyer in the world, but that in rowing they had the opportunity to do so. Women just wanted to be able to be a doctor or lawyer, or rower, or have a hot shower, if they felt like it. And for those members of the Red Rose Crew who were returning to college rowing programs, the medal and what lay behind it finally gave them validation in the eyes of male rowers, or more importantly, the self-confidence to assume their own validation as serious athletes and human beings.

To Carie Graves, this is what the rowing quest had always been about—testing her own self-imposed limits and not measuring them by the standards of those around her. A race could be won with less than full effort, and sometimes lost even when it had been rowed all out.

AFTER THE World Championships, when the eight was derigged and put away, Carie and Arthur took an overnight train to Land’s End, the westernmost tip of England. Finally they were away from rowing and the responsibilities that came with it. There, on the rugged coastline of cliffs reaching down to the sea, Arthur tried to show Carie how to surf. It was a totally frustrating experience for her. Even though she had some skill balancing a crew shell, surfing operated by the power of the waves—not by her own force. In surfing, you had to cooperate with water, to relax and react to the waves and let them move you along in the direction that they wanted to go.

It was time to head home, or at least back to Boston. There, the big decision wasn’t about surfing, but about the surfer himself. Arthur and she had been getting more and more serious. But she hadn’t even finished college yet, and next year were the Olympics, the real thing, the ultimate goal of her rowing career. In the end, she decided to return to Wisconsin. As much as she cared for Arthur, her mind and her heart were still in a crew shell somewhere, rowing hard, pushing herself through the pain to that special place where she felt so alive, powerful, and free. It was only through rowing that she experienced brief but wonderful moments, like the one she would describe almost a year later, training for the Montreal Olympics:


We were rowing on flat water and in the middle of a forty it was this exploding, all-enveloping feeling, just the most wonderful feeling I’ve ever had, right in the middle of a forty when I was just cranking on it for my life,just as hard as I could, and I knew right then …

I remember thinking I am God. It sounds bizarre. That’s what I thought. I am my own God … and if I died on this next stroke because I burst a blood vessel in my brain or my heart from pulling so hard, I don’t care, because this is the ultimate.




The Red Rose Crew

HARRY PARKER returned to coach the U.S. women’s team in 1976, assembling a crew containing several of the members of the Red Rose eight. Carie Graves, Carol Brown, and Anne Warner made the boat, which this time was stroked by Jackie Zoch. Gail Ricketson, the other spare in ’75, also fought her way into the Olympic boat. Lynn Silliman returned as the cox. As Parker predicted, the competition was even harder during the Olympic year, but the U.S. eight managed a bronze behind East Germany and Russia.

Parker still coaches the Harvard varsity heavyweight crew, and at the publication of this book, will enter his fortieth season at Newell Boathouse. His crews continue to win both national and international competitions, with more frequency than any of their competitors.

CARIE GRAVES returned to Wisconsin for her senior year of college, but broke her wrist and had to sit on the sidelines as her team won the Eastern Sprints for the first time. She and teammate Jackie Zoch would both make the 1976 Olympic eight, rowing in the six and stroke seats, respectively

Graves would continue to row competitively for nine more years, until she finally achieved Olympic gold in Los Angeles in 1984. During her eleven-year rowing tenure, she rowed on four U.S. National Teams (1975, 1979, 1981, 1983) and three Olympic teams (1976, 1980, and 1984). The U.S. Olympic committee honored her as Female Athlete of the Year in both 1981 and 1984, and she is a two-time inductee in the National Rowing Hall of Fame. She was also the first inductee into the Women’s Athletics Hall of Fame at the University of Wisconsin.

She became the Radcliffe varsity coach in 1977, the first woman hired to coach an Ivy League Crew. After winning her Olympic gold medal in Los Angeles, she retired from rowing and coaching for a while, married, and had a son named Ben. In 1989, she returned to take up the helm of the Northeastern women’s crew, where she built a strong program. She is currently the head women’s crew coach at the University of Texas, Austin, a new program founded as a result of Title IX legislation.

GAIL PIERSON married Sy Cromwell in 1976, after she tried out for the Olympic eight and was the last person cut from the team. She retired from serious competitive rowing when they had a daughter, Abigail. Sy developed a terminal illness and died, tragically, before she was born. Gail gave up her academic career and raised her daughter on her own. She did not, however, give up teaching and rowing altogether. At age thirteen, Abigail became her sculling protege.

When she was sixteen, Abigail won the youth singles division in the Head of the Charles, and she continues to follow in her mother’s and father’s footsteps. As an undergraduate at Princeton, she was a member of the undefeated freshman crew, a part of the NCAA champion JV squad, and then a member of the lightweight varsity crew that went undefeated and won the National Championships. She is currently training with the national lightweight sculling team.

Gail was honored at the 1995 Head of the Charles for her contributions to women’s rowing. Still an active sculler, she spends her time between Cambridge and New Hampshire, shuttling back and forth in her distinctive pickup truck.

LEIGH “WIKI” ROYDEN returned to Radcliffe after the World Championships, but her plans to make the 1976 Olympic eight ended when she fell from her bicycle and injured her wrist a few weeks before Parker’s camp was to begin. She continued to row at Radcliffe, where she graduated cum laude in 1977 with a BS degree in physics.

She went on to get her PhD in geophysics and geology at MIT, where she currently teaches as a full professor. During her academic career, Wiki has received several prestigious awards in her field, including a Visiting Professorship Award for Women and a Faculty Award for Women Scientists, both from the National Science Foundation. Although she no longer rows, she has a bird’s-eye view of the Charles River basin from her fourteenth-floor office at the MIT Department of Earth, Atmospheric and Planetary Sciences.

She has been married to Clark Burchfiel since 1983 and has two children, Benjamin and Halsey, one dog, and, at last count, six gerbils.

CLAUDIA SCHNEIDER LOCKWOOD took up sculling upon returning to California, and decided to try out for the 1976 quadrascull, coached by Tom McKibbon. After the Olympic games, she retired from rowing to pursue a career in nursing and married George Lockwood.

She currently lives in El Dorado, California, with her husband and their three children—David, Samantha, and Jonathan. They also have a couple of horses, some chickens, cats, and a dog, and lead a quiet, rural life in the foothills of the Sierras. An operating-room RN since 1979, she considers her family to be her greatest accomplishment, although her 1975 silver medal and the red rose that came with it still hang on her living room wall. The petals of the rose have now nearly all fallen.

After a twenty-year hiatus, she returned to rowing a few years ago when she teamed up with former Red Rose teammates Carol Brown, Nancy Storrs, and Carie Graves to win the Masters National Championships. The crew practiced twice before their race.


The energy and beauty of our youth diminishes and burns out. Friends come and go. Fame moves on to other recipients.



ANNE WARNER TAUBES returned to Yale, where she graduated with honors in 1977. Together with Chris Ernst, she staged the infamous Title IX “strip-in” that spring.

Anne continued her rowing career as a member of the 1976 Olympic eight, and became the first woman at Yale to earn an Olympic medal. The following year she rowed the National Team pair with Anita DeFrantz, and was both a spare sculler and a member of the 1979 National Team and the 1980 Olympic Team. After completing her degree in Russian studies at Yale, she spent a year in Bulgaria, studying indigenous folk music and dance. Upon her return to Cambridge, she founded a local women’s Slavic choir, attended Harvard Law School, and married Cliff Taubes, a math professor at Harvard. Prior to having children, she worked as general counsel for Hill & Barlow, a prestigious Boston law firm.

From 1992 to 1995, Anne served as first selectman of the town of Belmont, Massachusetts, where she resides with her husband and their two children, Hannibal and Aly. She is currently vice president of business development at Leutan, a software development company.

NANCY STORRS rowed on several U.S. National Team boats, including the 1980 Olympic eight, and then back problems forced her to retire from competitive rowing. Her medals include a silver in 1978 (Worlds, New Zealand) and a gold (Worlds, Lucerne). Originally from Long Island, she now lives in Saint Catherine’s, Ontario, where she is a Canadian national team coach along with her long-standing fiance, Jack Nicholson.

In addition to crew coaching, Nancy has been a much sought-after speaker and announcer at various important regattas, including the Head of the Charles, the World Championships, and the Olympic Games. Last year, at the Worlds in St. Catherine’s, just prior to announcing the results of the men’s double, Nancy paged her fiance and said the following:

“Jack, in response to that ring you gave me six years ago, the answer is yes.”

CAROL BROWN also made Parker’s 1976 Olympic eight. She was a member of several successful National Team boats, including the 1978 coxed four (silver medalists), the 1981 eight (silver), and the 1983 four. She was a member of the boycotted 1980 Olympic eight, and a spare on the 1984 gold medal eight.

After retiring from rowing in 1984, she married longtime boyfriend Lindsay Pomeroy She has lived in Seattle since 1976, and has one little boy, Stuart, who “currently shows no evidence that rowing would be enough of an adrenaline rush for him.”

Carol is currently living in France for two years, where Lindsay is working for Microsoft’s European Headquarters. She completed an MBA at the University of Washington in 1998, and up until recently was very involved in both the U.S. Rowing Association and the U.S. Olympic Committee, serving several terms on the boards of directors of both organizations and serving as chair of several key USOC athlete-related program committees.

She still rows from time to time with masters programs in the Seattle area and keeps in shape by swimming, biking, and playing tennis.

CHRIS ERNST was a spare for the 1976 Olympic pair, and shortly thereafter began to focus on sculling. At the NWRA championships in 1980, she won the heavyweight single, placed second in the heavyweight double, and was a member of the winning heavyweight quadrascull. She was the U.S. women’s single sculler at the ’83 Pan Am Games, and a member of the U.S. double scull in 1985. The next year, when women’s lightweight events were introduced, Ernst rowed the bow seat of a U.S. women’s lightweight double scull that won a gold medal on the same Nottingham course as the Red Rose Crew. Ernst and her partner, C. B. Sands, were coached by former teammate Anne Warner.

Chris was the subject of the recent documentary, “A Hero for Daisy,” a biographical film that detailed her early life as a groundbreaking female athlete. She currently lives in Brookline, Massachusetts, where she runs her own business, Pipeline Plumbing.

LYNN SILLIMAN REED returned as the coxswain for the U.S. women’s Olympic eight in 1976, and then took a year off to focus on her college career at Stanford. Her field of study was developmental child psychology, although she eventually went into banking and business.

She lives with her four children and two stepchildren in Point Loma, a suburb of San Diego. A born-again Christian, she is currently busy raising her one-year-old daughter, Sarah, with her husband Steven. She still enjoys running and growing roses.


DANIEL J. BOYNE is the director of Recreational Rowing at Harvard University and former varsity women’s coach at Tufts University. He has published numerous articles in periodicals such as Harvard Magazine, The Atlantic Monthly, and Wooden Boat. He is the author of Essential Sculling and a former columnist for American Rowing Magazine. He lives in Cambridge, Massachusetts.
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