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TO BE DETERMINED

*

John W. Reed*

You probably believe that the announced title of these
remarks is simply a placeholder-that at the time the program went
to press I hadn't yet decided on a theme and that it was "to be
determined." The thought did cross my mind, that such a title gave
me the flexibility to switch themes if my initial thoughts wouldn't
jell; but in fact it does pertain to what I want say to you this morning.
It's clear the law profession is undergoing major change, and
its future is to be determined. That uncertainty troubles us, frightens
us, even. But I love Edwin Borchard's statement on the point, which I
have mentioned to you before. He said, "An optimist is a person who
believes that the future is uncertain."1 His point, of course, was that if
the future is uncertain, then the future is not foreordained, and you
and I have a role to play in shaping it. That the profession's future is
uncertain-to be determined-is simply a challenge, not a doom.
This year, I want you to think with me about the path that one
follows to become a member of the legal profession-not only the
academic course, but also the acculturation that takes place in the
first years of practice. The uncertain future of our profession, indeed
the uncertain future of the rule of law, will be determined by the
women and the men who are entering the profession and who will
*Address delivered at the Annual Convention of the International Society of
Barristers, Newport Coast, California, 20 March 2012.
**Thomas M. Cooley Professor of Law Emeritus, University of Michigan Law School;
Academic Fellow, Editor, and Administrative Secretary Emeritus, International
Society of Barristers.
1. Editor'snote: Approximations of this statement are attributed to others, as well,
from "Anonymous" to Edward Teller to Leo Szilard. See
www.todayinsci.com/QuotationsCategories/U-Cat/Uncertainty-Quotations.htm.

INTERNATIONAL SOCIETY OF BARRISTERS QUARTERLY

ultimately replace you and me. They are our future. Their training,
their introduction to the law and to lawyering, will significantly
affect the way they will practice and the way they will look at the
law; and the profession will respond to them and will be shaped by
them. So I want to speak a bit about legal education.
You may or may not be well informed about what's going on in
legal education, though the organized bar today is increasingly vocal
about its concerns. You know, of course, that I view these matters
out of experience over a long span of time. I graduated from law
school just five months after Pearl Harbor, and so it is fair to say that
my legal education was essentially pre-World War II. Come this
summer, I will have been a member of the bar seventy years, during
which time law and lawyering have changed greatly; and they are
still changing at what seems to me to be an ever faster pace. By
looking at past changes and current developments, we may be better
prepared for what lies ahead.
First, sixty seconds of history: Until well into the nineteenth
century, and in some places trickling into the twentieth, the path to
the bar in the United States led through "reading law" in a law
office-essentially a combination of reading texts on basic subjects
with a bit of tutorial help from a lawyer in that office and a kind of
apprenticeship in which the hopeful young man-they were all
male-learned by observing and, to an extent, doing simple legal
tasks. Though a few vestiges of that practice still exist, it has been
almost entirely replaced by the requirement of attendance at a law
school. The early schools-such as Yale, Harvard, Cumberlandoffered a didactic education consisting mostly of reading treatises
and attending lectures for one or two years. The modern law school
dates from about 1870, when the aptly named Christopher
Columbus Langdell, a member of the three-man Harvard law faculty,
introduced the so-called case method, employing a kind of Socratic
question-and-answer dialog between teacher and student. For better
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or worse, that became the dominant mode of legal education for the
next hundred years.
As the law-school course became a three-year program,
students and faculty became restive about three years of the case
method. In the words of Karl Llewellyn, the case method is designed
to do three things: in the first year, to scare you to death; in the
second year, to work you to death; and in the third year, to bore you
to death. So law schools began to spruce up the second and third
years with seminars, research papers, practice courts, and, harking
back to an earlier day, a good deal of lecturing.
Accelerating that change in the last twenty-five years or so,
most law schools have expanded their 2-L and 3-L offerings in two
arguably opposite directions: more attention to theory and, at the
same time, more attention to the pragmatic-in other words, more
interdisciplinary and intercultural study and, responding to the bar's
desire that law graduates be ready to do what practicing lawyers
really do, more hands-on training in clinical settings, simulations,
externships, and the like.
The so-called broadening category includes joint degrees, of
course-such as Law and Economics, Law and Natural Resources,
Law and Public Health, and so on. Most schools that are part of a
research university have an array of joint degrees that help lawyers
become sophisticated about law as it interacts with other disciplines.
But even in the regular J.D. programs there are broadening courses
with such names as Law and Bioethics, European Legal Order,
Cognitive Science and Legal Reasoning, Law and Development, and
the like. In short, far greater attention is paid now to the nature and
role of law in the context of society than was true when you and I
were in law school.
As for training in what lawyers do day by day, I recall that at
commencement exercises at Michigan not many years ago, our thendean used to begin his congratulatory remarks to the law graduates
and their proud parents by noting how much difference the students'
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three years in Ann Arbor had made. "When you arrived here," he
would say, "you didn't know how to draft a contract. You didn't know
where to file a complaint. You didn't know how to search a title. You
didn't know how to obtain a temporary restraining order." And, as
the list went on, the laughter grew and grew, as everyone realized
that it was a list of things they certainly had not yet learned to do.
Now schools offer pretty much all the so-called skills-based
courses they can afford, with affluent schools offering the most
dazzling arrays. Michigan, for example, offers courses with names
like Anatomy of a Deal, Client Counseling, Cross-Border Contracts,
Entrepreneurial Exits, and fourteen clinics in such fields as Child
Advocacy, Mediation, Environmental Law, and of course the everpopular Innocence Clinic. Stanford, which currently holds second
place in the controversial U.S. News rankings, has courses
particularly relevant to its Silicon Valley setting-courses such as
How to Bring Inventions to Market and How to Translate Complex
Scientific Concepts into a Courtroom Setting. Those pragmatic
offerings are a far cry from the curricula we have known.
Let me reassure you, however, that despite all the curricular
creativity and exploration of a variety of teaching methods, one thing
has scarcely changed; and that is law schools' first year. There is a
broad consensus, not just in legal education but in all of higher
education, that few, if any, educational experiences are more
challenging and more effective than first-year law. So, both in
methodology and in content, it is little changed from my time and
yours.
Although the range of their curriculum size varies widely, all
schools present much richer programs than a generation or two ago.
But along with that silver lining comes the inevitable cloud: a surge
in costs and problems that flow from that surge. The Langdellian
Harvard case model contemplated large classes-the procedure and
evidence classes I have taught have typically ranged in size from 90
to 150 and more. Obviously, the per-student costs are low. But when
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seminars and clinics and practice simulations are added, with smallgroup and one-on-one instruction, the faculty-student ratio changes
dramatically. When I joined the Michigan faculty in 1949, there were
about twenty-five regular faculty members and two or three local
practitioners who served as adjunct teachers-one of whom was a
former prosecutor who taught criminal law. Today, with a student
body only about fifteen percent larger, there are fifty-four tenured
and tenure-track faculty, twenty clinicians, and an eye-popping 105
visiting faculty and part-time adjunct professors (these latter come
in briefly to teach specialty courses). Obviously, that sea change in
faculty numbers is a major factor in the now astronomical cost of a
legal education at most schools. Some, both in academia and in
practice, believe that many of these experiential initiatives would fail
a cost-benefit analysis; but urged on by the practicing bar and a kind
of "keeping up with the Joneses" mentality, exacerbated by the U.S.
News ratings race, almost all schools are adding cost-intensive
training and are passing those costs on to the students by way of
greatly increased tuition.
I said, in a kind of backward expression, that the silver lining
of all this enrichment of the law-school curriculum comes with a
cloud. That cloud is a storm cloud, heralding perhaps an almost
perfect storm. First, because of these increased costs, many law
graduates are saddled with ruinously high indebtedness for their
educations. Debts in the $100,000 to $150,000 range are common;
such a debt is manageable only if the debtor has a position with a
high level of income. Second, however, employment opportunities
for new lawyers have shrunk both in number and, often, in
compensation levels, which makes debt repayment crushingly
difficult. You know, of course of the scattered decline in lawyer
incomes, and the number of legal-sector jobs has dropped by 65,000
during the recent recession (or current recession, if you prefer!).
Although the diminished employment prospects are due in
substantial part to the hard economic times of the last four years and
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ordinarily might improve as the economy improves, it is widely
believed that the legal market will either stagnate or decline as
technology allows more low-end legal work to be handled overseas,
as businesses demand more cost-efficient fee arrangements, and
especially as the administrative state and the bureaucratization of
the administration of justice continue to grow. These beliefs seed
alarmist predictions of there being from ten to forty percent fewer
lawyers in the next decade.
Complaints are widespread-not only from individuals, but
also from the ABA-that law schools have not adequately informed
prospective students of the strong possibility that they may not soon
find a position and even then that the pay will be insufficient to cover
their loan obligations. In reporting placement statistics to the ABA
and others, many schools citing strong employment figures have
apparently included employment of all kinds, whether or not it
required a law degree or, indeed, even had anything to do with law.
A number of schools have provided short-term positions to their
own graduates-as research assistants, for example-and counted
these favorably in their employment-on-graduation figures. Such
maneuvers have provoked understandable outrage, and the ABA is
demanding more-informative information. Indeed, some recent
graduates have sued their schools for alleged lack of candor, if not
outright misrepresentation, concerning employment prospects. I
believe all those cases have been dismissed, but the issue continues
to be hot.
As the negative information about law-school debt and
dimmed employment prospects becomes more public, one would
expect the appetite for law-school training to decline. And that is
exactly what appears to be happening. There has been a dramatic
twenty-five percent fall in the number of LSAT takers in the last two
years, with this year's number the lowest in a decade. One season's
figures do not a trend make, but it's interesting to look at this year's
early returns. The number of applicants to ABA-accredited schools in
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the United States has declined by sixteen percent. But that overall
figure conceals a troubling difference between high-ranking and
lower-ranking applicants. The decline among those with the highest
LSAT scores (which are between 170 and 180) is nineteen percent,
while the decline at the low end (below 140) is only a little more
than four percent.
Popular commentary wryly concludes that the smart ones
understand that law school is a losing game in the present climate,
while uncomprehending laggards continue to apply. However one
pictures it, it is troubling that we are losing prospective members of
the profession off the intellectual top end. (Incidentally, the number
of applicants to the Canadian law schools is holding steady.)
In all probability, the decline in numbers of applicants will
result in somewhat fewer students, particularly in less distinguished
schools, some of which may have to close. Many will applaud that
shrinkage, arguing that there are too many lawyers already. And
such shrinkage may well slow the escalation in tuition costs.
In any event, for the students who do come, the content and
methods of legal education are changing, with the greatest change
happening in the schools with the greatest resources. Without
question, the graduates coming to the doors of your firms are
different from what you were, and especially what I was, when we
came to the bar. Typically, they have been exposed to a much
broader range of legal subject matters and ideas and conceptions
and training methods-not only in law school, but before. Only a
minority of our Michigan students comes directly from college; more
than two-thirds have had work experience or graduate studies for a
year or two or three, or more. I dare say they are more sophisticated,
and some of them are more mature than you and I were at the same
stage. (Sophistication and maturity are two different things, of
course. You're young only once, but you can be immature forever.)
Today's law students have had more hands-on training, whether real
or simulated, and are more likely to be ready to hit the ground
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running; they are also more likely to view law in the context of the
broad range of instrumentalities that affect human conduct, both as
individuals and in the aggregate.
So, with these graduates coming to you older and more
experienced, rigorously trained as before in the basic first-year
subject matters and now exposed to the rich variety of matters
encountered in today's law offices, and given at least rudimentary
practice skills, can we look to continuing improvement in the
profession? To a better bar?
Well, it remains to be determined. And it depends in
significant part on you and me, on those of us who are the current
trustees of the legal profession. Whatever your high regard for your
own law school, you know that a core part of what you are as a
lawyer was instilled in you after law school by the experiences of
your earliest days in practice. Whether it was from working with a
particular mentor or from the larger culture of the firm you were
with, your beginning professional life was deeply affected by those
experiences. You learned from your elders. I'm not talking only about
skills and expertise, though that is where you acquired much of
them. I am talking about your attitudes and your principles and your
professional character. You learned them in large part from the
lawyers you worked with. When we moved from the "reading law,"
apprentice system to the modern law school, we did not, indeed
could not, abandon our reliance on mentors to make the "whole
lawyer." We in academia-indeed all of us in the profession-have
counted on the first years of practice to finish the creation of the new
lawyer.
When the profession began to move toward a business model,
hastened in recent years by technology and particularly by financial
exigency, clients became reluctant to pay for the services of
beginning associates that were in large part simply a continuation of
the associates' legal education. Firms understandably began to lean
on the law schools to provide in curricula some of the things the
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law schools cannot teach, yet what the firms often found themselves
too busy to focus on consciously, is what I would call character
mentoring.
I submit that many, probably most, American law schools are
sending you better-prepared beginning lawyers than ever before.
What our graduates know about law and lawyering is clearly beyond
what my classmates and I knew in 1942, and probably what you
knew when you graduated. But one thing has not changed, and that
is the need for and influence of your good example as the new
lawyers become stewards of our profession. Law schools do speak
explicitly about professional ethics. Ever since the profession's
dismay at the role of lawyers in the Watergate debacle, we have tried
to be sure that our students appreciate the essential ethical core of
the profession; we make sure that the rules are read and discussed
and the mores understood. But of course, character (and by that, I
mean good character, noble character) cannot be well taught by
preaching. It comes most reliably from observing the actions of good
people.
As I have said to you before, you are being watched by all
those with whom you interact. And what do the new graduates see
when they come into your orbit? Given your involvement in this
high-minded group of Barristers, given what your membership says
of you, there is no question about the good example you provide
when dealing with issues of importance, or about doing the right
thing in matters of significance. We have little difficulty resisting a
frontal attack on our ethics, on our sense of professional
responsibility. It is rarely before the obvious threat that we forsake
our better nature. More often, we are overwhelmed by a whisper,
ambushed by the hidden; we are unprepared for the severe tests of
the insignificant. There is little purpose, then, in asking if we have
violated our principles in the face of clear danger. Better to ask about
our violations in casual conversations, in mundane transactions with

INTERNATIONAL SOCIETY OF BARRISTERS QUARTERLY

strangers and friends, in our relationships with family, or in our
countless small refusals of daily righteousness. What do our lives say
about lawyers to the world, and especially to our young colleagues?
Although law and lawyers and the profession will continue to
benefit from the increased and increasing excellence of the typical
law school and law student, that greater excellence benefits mostly
the graduates' knowledge and skill sets. Excellence is, of course, a
core aspect of professional responsibility. Improving knowledge and
skill, however, improves the mind and the body of the profession but
not necessarily its soul. Its soul, its essence, is its commitment to the
service of others, to justice in matters great and small, to mercy, to
humility. Those qualities are not well transmitted or learned from
books and lectures and sermons. Rather, they are passed down from
individual to individual, from generation to generation. To their
credit, most law schools try to remind their students that high ideals
are essential to high professionalism. Cornell's website proclaims
that it produces "lawyers in the best sense." The motto on the
website of Dean Carroll's Cumberland Law School proclaims itself as
a school "where good people become exceptional lawyers."
But no matter how sophisticated the curriculum, no matter
how high the student LSAT scores, no matter how earnestly the
schools try to instill ideals of service and of social responsibility, the
preservation of the profession's soul, and its elevation, is primarily
your task and mine as mentors and models for the young who follow
us. The schools may be concerned about it and may try to support it,
but nothing matches the critical influence of interactions between
you and the new graduates with whom you work.
You and I surely came to the bar with the intent to do goodto do well, of course, but especially to do good, to serve. We need to
remember with what intent and hope we began this journey. We
can't afford to be like Phyllis, the jaded showgirl at the cast reunion
in Steven Sondheim's wonderful musical Follies,who says, "I wanted
something when I came here thirty years ago, but I forgot to write it
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down and God knows what it was." But to be our best selves, and
therefore the best models and teachers of the young, it isn't enough
simply to recall what we intended at the beginning. We've got to
interpret that intent in the light of our experiences since that
beginning. As T.S. Eliot put it in his famous poem Little Gidding,
We shall not cease from exploration
And the end of all our exploring
Will be to arrive where we started
2
And know the place for the first time.
If, in being among like-minded lawyers here these several
days, we have been reminded once again of what nobility there is in
being a really good lawyer and a really good person, and if these
days have perhaps led us to a fresh and more-mature understanding
of what our early commitment really meant, and what it means
now-if, in Eliot's words, we have come to "know the place for the
first time"-then we can go from here with optimism and hope, not
to be determined, but rather determined to be stellar exemplars to
those who will determine the future of this profession to which we
are giving our lives.

2. T.S.

ELIOT, THE COMPLETE POEMS AND PLAYS

1909-1950, 145 (1962).
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DARE MIGHTY THINGS *
Tori Murden McClure

I
INTRODUCTION

I have the dubious merit of having provided a lawyer joke for
Jay Leno. He said, "There's good news and there's bad news. Good
news is this American woman just became the first woman to row
solo across an ocean. Bad news is we could've had one less lawyer."
As I was thinking about coming here today, I considered the
many different speeches I could bring along; I thought I could talk
about education, or I could talk about restorative justice, or I could...
and then I realized, You know what? They want me to talk about
rowboats. I can talk about rowboats.
It took me two tries to row across the Atlantic Ocean. My first
try, I was rowing west to east across the North Atlantic Ocean, and I
didn't make it. The second time I went the easy way. I left the coast of
Africa and I went to the Caribbean. You can leave the coast of Africa
in a barrel, you will get to the Caribbean. Like most people, I learn
more from my failures than I do from my successes.

Copyright © 2013 by Tori Murden McClure.
. Address delivered at the Annual Convention of the International Society
of
Barristers, Newport Coast, California, 20 April 2012.
** M. Div., I.D., M.F.A., President, Spalding University, Louisville, Kentucky; author of
A Pearlin the Storm: How I Found My Heart in the Middle of the Ocean (2009).
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II
CBS, INSIDE EDITION 1

Editor's note: The CBS program Inside Edition ran a story
in November 1998 about that first try at rowing solo
across the Atlantic, includingportions of a video diary Tori
had recorded periodicallywhile onboard.What follows is a
transcript of that story, which includes excerpts-in
italics-ofthe video diary's audio tract.
With Hurricane Mitch bearing down on Central
America, imagine being there in a rowboat. Well, that's
something like what happened to one brave woman on a
record-setting effort .....
Thirty-four-year-old Victoria Murden of Louisville,
Kentucky, embodies an all-American spirit of adventure, but
with her video camera rolling, her quest to push the limits of
her own endurance nearly killed her....
Normally, Victoria is accustomed to rowing on calmer
water. But in October 1997, she was approached by Sector, an
Italian company known for its extreme, no-limits competition.
The challenge: To be the first woman to row solo across an
ocean.
TORI: "The proposition was intimidating, but to row the North
Atlantic, going west to east is no cakewalk."
COMMENTATOR: On June 14th, Tori Murden took the first strokes in a
3600-mile odyssey from North Carolina to France aboard a 23foot boat she named the American Pearl.
TORI: I knew that, OK, for the next three months, it was just me and
this boat on this wide, wide piece of water....
COMMENTATOR:

1. Inside Edition (CBS television broadcast 29 Nov. 1998). DVD courtesy of the
author.
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COMMENTATOR: Tori packed 120 freeze-dried meals, and a solarpaneled desalinator provided fresh water.
At the end of 58 days, Tori had rowed more than halfway
across the Atlantic. But of all the obstacles she faced, none
proved more menacing than the fury of the sea.
TORI: I'd been through some pretty heavy storms and capsized three
times.... Take my word for it, these waves are just a little too
big.
When Tori did capsize, the American Pearl was
designed to right itself, and though [she was] terrified, her
waterproofed cabin kept her safe.

COMMENTATOR:

TORI: A big wave would come over the top, and it would spin the
boat. I'd be upside-down for a couple of seconds, and then the
boat would rock, then it would eventually roll back upright.
COMMENTATOR: For inspiration, Tori kept a piece of home nearby.

TORI: That little flag on that boat took such a beating, and it was so
comforting to look out on deck in the morning and see that flag
still there.
COMMENTATOR: But the weather steadily worsened, and while we

breathed a sigh of relief as Hurricane Danielle brushed by the
east coast on September 5th, Tori was brutally engulfed by the
storm.... Thirty-foot waves slammed into Tori's boat, tossing
her like a rag doll.
TORI:

[The waves would] smash into the boat, and there would be
this chaos it went into--the boat turning, things flying around
the cabin.
On the last capsize, I took the rib off the top of the ceiling with
my back .... 2
I was absolutely sure that I was not going to live through the
storm; I was absolutely convinced that I my life was over. I'm

2. Editor's Note: Italics designate Tori's audio on the videotape.
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going to live, I'm going to die on the whim of nature, and, uh,
that's that .... ?
COMMENTATOR:

Frightened, Tori uttered what may have been her last

words:
Go ahead and chase your dreams. It doesn't always work out
right,but go aheadand chaseyour dreams. You've got to do it
Though fear was evident in her voice and in her eyes,
Tori resisted activating her distress beacon.
TORI: I thought, I can't ask another human being to come out in this
storm and get me.
But after eleven capsized in twelve hours, and a
severe shoulder injury, Tori signaled for help.

COMMENTATOR:

TORI:

I was so badly beaten that I didn't think I could make it through
another storm.
The container ship Independent Spirit, en route to
Philadelphia, came to her rescue, and plucked her from the
churning seas, some 900 miles from France.

COMMENTATOR:

TORI:

I was fighting back tears, because I thought, "This is the wrong
shore. And this is the wrong boat."

COMMENTATOR:

But the folks in Philadelphia gave Tori a hero's

welcome.
TORI:

I was dumbfounded--because, in my mind, I had failed to do
what I'd set out to do. We all face oceans, we all run into those
big waves, we all hit storms, and it doesn't seem that we'll
make it through. [Yet] [w]e will.
Actually, Tori did set a record: her 85 days at sea are
the longest-for any American.

COMMENTATOR:

[End of interview]
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III

A FULLER PICTURE
That record of spending 85 days alone at sea is a rather silly
one, and it's embarrassing, because the following year I rowed across
the Atlantic Ocean in 81 days. If you row quickly, it doesn't take 85
days to cross the ocean.
There are a couple of mistakes in the tape. It's Inside Edition,
after all.
The first error has to do with the timing of my rescue. They
said, "After 11 hours and a severe shoulder injury she called for
help." It makes it sound like I dropped my nail file overboard. The
morning Hurricane Danielle arrived was September the 5th, the
morning of September the 5th. The boat capsized five or six times.
Now, you're all astute people. You're thinking, "She's a university
president. Can she not count to six or five? Was it five or was it six?"
When you're inside this cabin bouncing around like a ping-pong ball,
you just see the ceiling going by. You don't really get to count how
many times it went by.
So after the fifth or sixth episode I decided, "All right. I can't
take it anymore. I'm going to get out of my cabin, out of my
watertight hatch, tied to my safety tether, to crawl across the deck to
get my emergency-position-indicating radio beacon. For the sailors
among you, you will recognize this is an EPIRB. It has one button.
You turn it on, it says, "HELP." If you don't turn it on, it doesn't say
anything.
In the time it took me to get out there, waves were washing
over the boat. It was doing this really annoying submarine thing.
When your ears pop because the boat has gone so far under the
surface of the water, it's a bad sign.
Then I realized, as it said in the video, I could not ask someone
else to come out into that storm to get me. I had chosen to go into the
North Atlantic in a rowboat, and I had to take responsibility for that
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action. I tied the distress beacon to my life vest, crawled back into
the cabin, went through five or six more capsizes that day with the
distress beacon tied to my life vest, not setting it off with my other
hand. Two of my capsizes were end-over-end pitch pulls. It really
hurts when the boat flips over that way. One capsize dislocated my
shoulder. The next capsize put it back into place. This is my personal
definition of a bad day.
And if you combine this with the fact that I skied 750 miles
across the highest, driest, coldest continent on the face of the planet,
you will understand that as the President of Spalding University in
Louisville, Kentucky, I will not decide whether or not our students
get a snow day. The Provost determines the snow days at Spalding.
The other error in the video has to do with the size of the
waves. When I first got home, all the press wanted to know was,
"How big were the waves?" My boat sits four feet out of the water;
anything over 25 feet looks really big. "They were really big," I said.
That wasn't good enough. They wanted a number. I had heard that in
the entire area of Hurricane Danielle the average wave height was 35
or 40 feet. Well, they figured that, being a female, I exaggerated, so
they reported, "The waves were 30 feet." Well, in doing research for
my book I learned that I was hit by both eye walls of Hurricane
Danielle. It was a storm that had 2000 miles of fetch before it hit me.
The average wave height of the eye wall was 70 feet. The maximum
theoretical wave height at the eye wall was 126 feet. They were
really big.
The next morning, the morning of September 6th, the sun came
up. My boat was completely full of water, including the cabin. At the
height of the storm I'd had to open my hatch to reach out on deck
and cut loose a sea anchor that had gotten tangled around the boat.
So the boat was inundated. I bailed the water out of the boat on
September 6th.
On September 7th, another hurricane, named Earl, passed well
north of my position, but it triggered a number of rogue waves, and I
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capsized four more times. But I looked out and thought, "Well, the
waves aren't nearly as big. The winds aren't nearly as strong." It's
safe enough to ask for help. (Oh, by the way, I'd lost communications
eight days from the start of the trip, so I didn't know these were
hurricanes. I just knew it was really bad.) I finally pulled out the
EPIRB and used it. I was picked up by a container ship named the
IndependentSpirit.You can't make that stuff up.
I returned home to Louisville, Kentucky (the home of all great
ocean rowers), and I worked for the mayor. He had to leave office
because of a term limit, so I took a job working for Muhammad Ali.
And it was Muhammad who taught me that a failure is not a person
who falls. A failure is a person who doesn't get back up again. He
said, "Tori, you don't want to go through life as the woman who
almost rowed across the ocean."
So I went back. But, as I said, the second time I went the easy
way. I left the coast of Africa, headed for the Caribbean. And it looked
like I was going to set a new record for the fastest solo crossing-not
the fastest solo crossing for a woman-the fastest solo crossing,
period. I was going to break the record by more than a week, when a
hurricane formed in the Caribbean. On this second trip, I had four
redundant communication systems. It was one of the things my
friends had insisted on. Otherwise they were going to have me
locked up. So I got a telephone call from one of these friends in
Louisville, Kentucky, and she said, "Tori, there's a huh- huh- huh-...
There's a huh- ... There's a hurricane in the Caribbean, and it seems
to be heading in your direction." I'm thinking, "No, no, no, no, no, no.
Time out."
I have only one legitimate virtue. I actually do my homework. I
had studied hurricanes. No hurricane in recorded history had ever
traveled west to east at the latitude of the Caribbean. Why not?
Because the trade winds blow east to west. The trade winds have
always blown east to west. Hurricanes go from the coast of Africa to
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the Caribbean, not the other way around . . .unless Tori is in the
middle of the ocean.
The trade winds reversed themselves. Hurricane Lenny was
the first hurricane in recorded history to travel 1000 miles west to
east. It came directly over my boat, Princess Dark Cloud. It was the
same hurricane that put the young Cuban boy, Elian Gonzalez, out to
sea. It was that storm. But I was able to weather that storm and
finish.
IV
PASSAGES
I'm a rower, so I do everything backwards. I'm going to read
the last page of my book first. I can prove I do everything backwards,
because I went to divinity school first and then I went to law school.
Most people do it the other way around, to atone for their sins.
About a year after my successful row, Mac [who is
my husband] and I had the good fortune to spend a few
days with Thor Heyerdahl and his wife at a series of
public events in Dijon, France. By this time I had grown
tired of talking about the trip. I thought, If one more
person asks me about a rowboat I'm going to blow a
gasket andfly around the room backward.With this as my
frame of mine, it was an invaluable gift to watch Thor
Heyerdahl answer question after question about his
voyage across the Pacific, which he wrote about in KonTiki. He was in his mid-eighties, and he had been
answering these same questions for more than fifty
years. He was unerringly gracious. I watched him answer
the same questions over and over as if [they] were
entirely new each time. At the end of a long day, I asked,
"What's it like having your life defined by a balsa raft?"
He was quiet for a long moment. He seemed to study
my face. Then he answered softly, "If you didn't want to
be known as the woman who rowed the boat, you

DARE MIGHTY THINGS

shouldn't have rowed the boat." His tone was not at all
condescending. His words were spoken with tenderness
and an understanding that took me completely by
surprise.
The following day, I was standing with Mac when
Thor Heyerdahl came with a question for me. "Do you
plan to write a book about your trip?" I admitted that I
had considered it. He looked at Mac and then he leaned in
my direction and said, "Be sure to leave room enough to
grow."
Many have asked why I waited so many years to
write this book. [It took me eight years.] The simplest
answer is that I had to get comfortable with life defined
by something as small as a rowboat before I could write
3
about it and still leave room enough to grow.

With that I'll go to the beginning:
In the end, I know I rowed across the Atlantic to
find my heart, but in the beginning, I wasn't aware that it
was missing. In January 1998, I asked my uncle, "If I
write a book about my explorations, should I write it as a
comedy, a history, a tragedy, or a romance?" With a
twinkle in his eye, he said, "A romance-it must be a
romance." He explained that I was too young to write my
life as a history: "Who wants to read the history of half a
life?" Tragedy, he explained, was "boring." Anyone over
the age of thirty can write his or her life as a tear-soaked
muddle. "There is no challenge in that," my uncle
counseled. "Comedies are fine, but the greatest stories in
life are about romance."
I didn't doubt that my uncle spoke the truth, but
there was a problem. I had no experience with romance.
None. I was thirty-five. Tragedy, I could write. Comedy, I
could write. Even history, I could write. But romance was
3. TORI MURDEN MCCLURE, A PEARL IN THE STORM: How I FOUND MY HEART IN THE MIDDLE OF
THE OCEAN 288-89 (2009).
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out of my depth. If I had charted a map of my life, I would
have placed romance on the far side of an unexplored
ocean, where ships would drop off the edge of the world
and the legend at the edge of the map would read, "Here
there be sea monsters."
I considered myself a thoroughly modern woman.
As a graduate of Smith College, I embraced the notion
that our culture had evolved to the point where a woman
might openly take on the role of an Odysseus. Like the
epic hero in Homer's Odyssey, women could be clever. We
could set out on epic quests of our own choosing. Like
men, we could be independent and internally motivated.
Women could be tested and not found wanting in trials of
courage, resourcefulness, endurance, strength, and even
solitude. What I didn't know was that exploring these
vaguely masculine qualities would not be enough for me.
I am, after all, a woman. It was not until my boat dropped
off the edge of the world, into the realm of sea monsters,
that I began to understand some of what I had been
4
missing.
So, at the end of the book, I'm married. At the beginning of the
book, I have no experience with romance. And in the middle there's a
lot of rowing, and rowing, and rowing-alone in a rowboat. And
because I have no experience with romance, all the opening chapters
of the book are a blend of comedy, history, tragedy, comedy, history,
tragedy. Comedy is easy. My life is hysterically funny. It is still
hysterically funny. The history: I'm a student of history, so it
naturally wanders into the book. And tragedies: I think my uncle's
right. Anyone over the age of thirty can write his or her life as a tearsoaked muddle. There is nothing special about my tragedies. But
they explain why I took certain forks in the road.
just to illustrate how these genres overlap in my life and in my
writing, here is a passage I think of as comedy. Some people think it's
4. Id. at 3-4.
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tragic, but I think it's funny. I was trying to surf the American Pearl
on the Gulf Stream, a warm water current in the North Atlantic that
goes from the United States pretty much to the south of France. If
you can stay in the Gulf Stream you get a sort of two-knot push, twoknots-an-hour push toward Europe. I lost the Gulf Stream pretty
much as soon as I lost communications. The storms had pushed me
north, and I couldn't find the Gulf Stream again. And I kept getting
caught in currents that were headed back toward the United States.
By late afternoon I had rowed my hands bloody
trying to beat the countercurrent. The Gulf Stream was
forty-six nautical miles to the east. Each hour, I rowed
the equivalent of four-and-a-half nautical miles forward
while the current pushed me two-and-a-quarter miles
back. It would take twenty hours of nonstop rowing to
reach the Gulf Stream. If I stopped rowing, the adverse
current would carry me in the wrong direction. For the
first time in the trip I wondered, What am I doing here?

Any person who leaves the comfort of civilization is
destined to ask this question from time to time. Still,
asking it so early in the trip struck me as a lapse in
mental fortitude. Don't let the "have you ever.

.

." people

win. The "have you ever.. ." people are the mall muffins
of the spectator society.
"Have you ever been alone, on the ocean?" they ask.
"No."
"Have you ever been alone, on the ocean, at night?"
"No."
"Have you ever been alone, on the ocean, at night,
in the dark?"
The penchant for redundancy among the "have you
ever

. .

." people is enormously irritating. How are we

human beings to progress without testing our limits or
going beyond what is known? We must prefer risk over
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stalemate. Why am I supposed to be afraid of the dark?
People die from hunger,from cold,from injury and illness,
but what peril is there in the sun going down? It is an
interiordarkness, the darkness of mind, that is deadly, not
the dark of night.

"So, are you crazy?"
TORI:
"Probably. Aren't we all?"
REPORTER: "Was there some trauma in your childhood
that makes you want to do this?"
"As a girl, I wasn't allowed to play baseball,
TORI:
and I never got over it."
REPORTER:

REPORTER: "Are you an adrenaline junkie?"

TORI:

"You try rowing every day twelve hours a
day every day, for three months, and see how
much adrenaline you get out of it."

REPORTER:

"If you aren't going to get any money out of

TORI:

this, are you after fame?"
"Can you name the first woman to climb
Mount Everest?"

REPORTER: [Silence]

TORI:

"Her name was Junko Tabie. Can you name
the first woman to ski to the North Pole?"

REPORTER: [Silence]

TORI:

"Her name was Ann Bancroft. Can you name
the first woman to ski to the South Pole?"

REPORTER: [Silence]

TORI:

"A woman named Shirley Metz and I were
the first women to ski to the geographical
South Pole. We touched the pole at the same
time so we could each claim to have been the
first. Had you ever heard of either of us?"

REPORTER: [A silent shrug]
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"Men occasionally garner fame out of
expeditions. Women do not. Men are
sometimes rewarded for their rugged
individualism. Women are not. When a
woman is too robust or too independent, she
gets asked what her boyfriend thinks about
it. No one genuinely cares what the boyfriend
thinks; they just want to know whether or
not she has a boyfriend."
REPORTER: "Well, okay then."
TORI:
"Okay then."5

TORI:

So with that I will take your questions, and I promise I won't be
nearly that snide.
QUESTIONS & ANSWERS

Q: I think Muhammad Ali was-is--one of the great [figures]
of our era. What was it like to work with him, and to what extent did
he play a role in your [finding the courage to row again]?
A: You know, I would have made the second trip without
Muhammad's influence, but he was a great excuse. "I have to go.
Muhammad Ali told me I have to go."
I was in Seattle two weeks ago working on the Charter for
Compassion with Karen Armstrong-she's a religious historianand Desmond Tutu and the Dalai Lama have signed on to the
Charter. It's a great thing. And Muhammad Ali supports the Charter,
too, though he's not yet signed onto it. We were talking about
Muhammad, I with all these religious leaders. The essence of the
Charter for Compassion is that if you boil down all the world's
religions and strip away the things that the human beings made upwhich is easy to do in history-you realize that at the core of each of
5. Id. at 26-28.
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the world religions are two things: some version of the Golden Rule
and a call to be more compassionate toward other human beings.
What happens to religion is that religious people tend to argue
about dogma. It's like lawyers arguing about law. And they get all
"head up" about how you're supposed to do compassion. You're
supposed to do compassion by creating a smaller ego and reducing
the self and being more humble and putting another person in your
place and practicing empathy. And then I think of Muhammad Ali,
who is the most compassionate-viscerally compassionate-human
being I know, and he goes around the world shouting, "I am the
greatest! I am so pretty! I'm the most famous man in the world." And
he's still the most compassionate person I know. But it's because his
greatness doesn't diminish others. He's an amazing human being.
The other thing about Muhammad is that he's one of those few
people who grew into his myth. When he was young, he just flat
made stuff up. I won't say he lied. He just flat made stuff up. Like he
told Life magazine that he did all his training in the swimming pool.
Now, Muhammad might float like a butterfly and sting like a bee in
the boxing ring but in the swimming pool he floats like a rock. I
mean, the man can barely swim. Yet he got Life magazine to do this
beautiful spread of him training in the shallow end of the swimming
pool. Unlike most celebrities and notable people, Muhammad
created this myth of himself and then he grew to fit the myth.
When I'm thinking about things like the Charter for
Compassion, which is an immense concept, if we go through history,
....I'll give you my thumbnail sketch of the history of the world,
okay? One voice crying alone in the wilderness. Two voices crying
alone in the wilderness. They meet. Eventually they become a tribe.
The tribe eventually begins to plant and harvest food. And with the
planting and harvesting came a creation of myth about planting and
harvesting. Then we moved into the cities and those myths
transformed themselves into religions. And then we became citystates, and we began to kill each other over our religions. Actually,

DARE MIGHTY THINGS

that was our excuse. We were killing our each other over resources,
but we used religion as an excuse. Now we've reached a point for
probably the first time in human history where we can carry on a
global conversation, and I think we can create a myth that allows us
to get past our tribal sensibilities. I think the Charter for Compassion
is the way to do that, but it will call on us to grow a lot. It's a myth I
think we can grow into.

Q: Tori, with regard to your first attempt to cross the ocean, I
thought I heard you say that you crawled out of the waterproof cabin
to get to the button you had to push to get help. Why didn't they put
that button inside the cabin?
A: That's a great question. It was I, not they. I deliberately
placed the distress beacon as far away from the cabin as possible so I
couldn't set it off in a raving panic. I would have to think about it. I
would have to crawl across the deck. I would have to expose myself
to the weather to get that distress beacon. And it helped me to make
the right decision. If that distress beacon had been in the cabin with
me and easier to reach, I would've set it off at the height of the storm,
and I would have been truly ashamed of myself.
Q: Taking both voyages together, and forgetting the worst
parts, what was the highest point?
A: Oh, there were so many wonderful high points in my
journeys. You know, at night there were times when you could see so
many stars that I couldn't pick out the major constellations. There
were just too many stars-the Big Dipper, Cassiopeia-they were all
lost in a sea of sparklers. And then there'd be the phosphorescence in
the water that looks like a thousand lightning bugs-phosphorescent
shrimp and plankton. The dolphins would come around; you couldn't
see the dolphins in the water, but they would leap, and they'd be
followed by these flames of phosphorescent light. Those were pretty
magical times.
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In the daytime I'd be rowing along, and sea turtles would come
to visit. Some of them were the size of coffee tables. They'd come,
they'd swim around the boat for awhile, and then they would pass
me. It's really demoralizing to be passed by a turtle.
One day I was rowing along and I smelled this really horrible,
sour, fishy smell, and I thought, "I need a bath." I had a desalination
system that could turn saltwater into freshwater, and about every
third day I would make an extra gallon of water and I'd take a bath. I
smelled it again-this really awful, sour, fishy smell-and thought, "I
really need a bath." I looked down, and what appeared to be a
parking lot surfaced next to my starboard gunwale. I pulled in my
oar, realizing that this parking lot was a sperm whale. And what I
had been smelling was whale breath. The whale hovered just six
inches from the boat, and then it drifted out and swam slowly away.
And I've often thought about how much respect that creature gave
me and how little attention we tend to give to them. But most people
don't get to have that sort of experience.
So there were lots and lots of high points.
There were times when I was sure I could prove that the speed
of light was not a constant. I had it all figured out. I can't remember
what it was now, but ....

And there were other times when I was

singing, "I wish I were an Oscar Mayer wiener," which for a
vegetarian is very odd. And when a song gets stuck in your head out
on the ocean, it stays for a long time.
Q: In the last passage you read you left us twenty hours
outside the Gulf Stream and heading two-and-a-half knots the wrong
way.... What happened?
A: You know, I kept rowing and rowing, and storms kept
pushing me north. The Gulf Stream is easy to map when it's close to
the United States, but once it leaves the United States it flows up and
down with the currents, much like the jet stream that goes across the
United States. It's not always in the same place. So the maps I had of
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the position of the Gulf Stream were untrustworthy after a couple of
weeks. I had a sense that it was south of me, but I didn't have a
strong enough sense to force myself to row south, so I just kept
rowing toward Europe.
It's demoralizing to be caught in countercurrents all the time. I
would row 40 or 50 miles during the day, go to sleep, drift back 10 or
20 miles. And I'd row 50, drift back, row, drift back.
Over the course of the summer, as the crow flies I made it 2600
miles. The satellite-tracking beacon aboard my boat recorded that I
had rowed 3400 miles. So I'd lost 800 miles along the way. There
were no sails aboard the American Pearl,but a tailwind is better than
a headwind. I would go to sleep, and the winds and currents would
take me in the right direction. I'd row 50 or 60 miles, I'd go to sleep,
and I'd wake up 20 miles closer. I was like, "Maybe I'll take a little
longer nap."
Q: Did you encounter any human environmental degradation
along your way, any evidence of what we've done to the oceans?
A: Yes, that's a great question. I expected to see all sorts of
garbage and trash and foolishness out there. I did not.
Why this particular story is coming to mind I don't know, but I
feel the need to tell it: I had told schoolchildren that I was never
going to throw any trash overboard, and I was going to carry it all
out with me. I saw what looked like a Ziploc bag full of cotton candy,
and I was going to pick it up, because a Ziploc bag full of cotton
candy in the middle of the ocean, who needs that? So I reached over
to pick it up and I realized it had tentacles. And it was a Portuguese
Man of War.
There was one time that I did throw something overboard. A
friend as a joke had given me a cassette recording of Ivana Trump's
For Love Alone. As a joke I took it with me, and I listened to about 40
minutes of it. Then I decided, you know, Ivana was not going to stay
on my boat anymore. So I threw Ivana overboard.
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I had a collection of books on CD. (This was my second trip; the
first trip I'd had cassettes, but the technology had changed that fast.)
So I'm flipping through my CDs of Dante's Inferno and all sorts of
edifying literature-Milton's Paradise Lost-and I came to James
Joyce's Ulysses. They don't teach Ulysses at Smith College-or they
didn't teach it to me. And I thought, quite oddly, that this might have
something to do with Odysseus. It would be like Tennyson's
Ulysses-2"to strive, to seek, to find, and not to yield." Right? I pop it in
and I think, "Oh, my God. It's Ivana Trump." The writing was better, I
admit, but it was still Ivana Trump. But I didn't throw James Joyce
overboard. He stayed.
How I got there from the innocent question you asked I don't
know.
Q: Yes, tell us about the construction-I mean, I get the feeling
you don't just run down to the marina and pick up a 23-foot rowboat.
A: Correct.
Q: So, would you tell us a little bit about the boat's
construction?
A: Yes. I didn't design the boat. The boat was designed by a
British fellow, Philip Morrison. It was originally designed for an
event called the Atlantic Rowing Race, a two-person rowing race east
to west, from the Canary Islands to Barbados. The boat arrived in
Louisville, Kentucky, as 23 sheets of plywood, and I physically
constructed it with the help of friends. But it's an egg-crate design
with sort of stringers coming this way and lots of ribs going that way,
and it made it a very strong craft.
Folks ask, "Why didn't you build it out of Kevlar and fiberglass
and composite materials?" First of all, I was a city employee, and I
didn't have enough money to build it out of carbon fiber and other
things. And I feel quite lucky that I ended up building a plywood
boat. I have examples of the plywood here. If I had built a fiberglass
boat, we would not be having this conversation because it would've
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gone down in Hurricane Danielle. The only thing that kept the boat at
the surface was the natural buoyancy of the wood, because every
compartment was full of water.

Q:

In all the pictures you're rowing barehanded. Why no

gloves?
A: Gloves actually keep your hands wet, and that wetness
exacerbates the blisters. I had tried out for the Olympic team in '92. I
was a rower, so my hands were quite tough. I've seen pictures of
ocean rowers who wore gloves, and their hands just got decimated.
Why they don't have the sense to give up the gloves, I'm not sure.
People say, "Well, what about the blisters?" Blisters on my hands
weren't the problem; the boat has a sliding seat, and blisters on one's
backside are the problem--that and keeping your shorts dry. There
are men who claim to have rowed across the ocean naked. I didn't,
because I knew the satellites were taking pictures. Kent [Rominger]6
was up there somewhere.
Q: I'm wondering what if any impact your rowboat journeys
had on your spiritual journey.
A: That's a great question. My spiritual journey is a complex
one. I went to Harvard Divinity School intending to be ordained, not
knowing that Harvard is the worst place to go if you plan to be
ordained. The Harvard cancels the Divinity, the Divinity cancels the
Harvard, and you end up in an existential void. And yet I am the
President of Spalding University. It's a traditionally Catholic school.
And I was raised Protestant.
Shortly after I was chosen to be President of Spalding, I was
sitting with the Archbishop in Louisville and sort of going through
the question why I hadn't been ordained, which puzzled me, because
I'd felt called. And I said, "But we wouldn't be talking about my
6. See Kent Rominger, Life at Mach 25: Aboard the Space Shuttle, infra at 47.
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induction as the President of Spalding if I were a Presbyterian
minister, would we?" And he said, "No, we would not."
And Spalding-I would love to tell you Spalding is the Stanford
of the Midwest. It is not. There are 120 counties in Kentucky. In 100
of those counties the educational attainment rate is lower than that
in Mexico. We test our students as first years coming into Spalding.
Some of their test scores are abysmal. Most of the students come out
of Kentucky public schools, and they might have elementary-level
mathematics scores or elementary-level reading scores. We can't
take them if their scores are elementary across the board.
But we've got graduate programs that are ranked among the
best in the region. Our goal is to take in those scrappy
undergraduates (the "s" is important) and to get as many of them as
possible up to a level where they get into our graduate programs. We
test them as juniors, and we know that they're progressing at twice
the national average. The problem is they're coming in here
[indicating a low point] and coming out here [indicating a higher
one]. You know, at Harvard and the Ivy Leagues they're coming in
here [indicating a high point] and they're coming out there
[indicatinga slightly higher one]. But our professors get our students
this far [indicating a high point]. Their professors get their students
this far [indicating a slightly higher one]. Who has the better
teachers?
Q: Was your boat designed to right itself when it capsized?
A: Yes, it was self-righting.
Q: And the other kind of capsize--when it flipped bow to
stern-was that also anticipated when they were designing the boat?
A: I don't think anyone ever anticipates a boat's rolling over
end to end. Yet boats do, but only if you do really dramatic things
with them. The cabin in the stern formed an air pocket and the
storage compartment in the bow formed an air pocket. So when the
boat was inverted it was unstable, with those air pockets down
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below. And I kept a lot of weight right next to the keel, which would
pull the boat upright. As it filled with water it would right more and
more slowly. It was sort of like being inside a wine barrel that was
filling up with water. You could pull it and give it some help to come
around.
Q: On either of your voyages, other than the rescue ship, did
you ever encounter any other humans or other ships?
A: Yes, on the first trip, I said I went for seventy-eight days
without any contact with anyone on land. I was able to contact three
passing container ships, because a lot of shipping lanes cross the
North Atlantic. But I only had a 1-watt VHF radio that had survived
my first couple of capsizes. I had had a satellite telephone and other
radio equipment, but water had gotten into my communications
equipment, and really expensive electronics and saltwater do not go
together. But I had that one waterproof VHF radio, and I was able to
talk to those three passing ships.
But most of the time these conversations were something like,
"This is the rowboat American Pearl,American Pearl. I've lost longrange communications. I can see a container ship. You're named the
Lioness. You've got green .. ." Trying to get somebody to talk to me

was a challenge. Then, when I finally did reach them, they would be
almost at the horizon, and the VHF worked essentially line-of-sight.
So I would have about two minutes of conversation each of those
three times. In seventy-eight days I had six minutes of human
contact.
On the mid-Atlantic I didn't see anyone. I saw one sailboat that
was fighting the headwinds getting into Guadalupe.
Q: Why did you opt to row during hurricane season?
A: I was sponsored by Sector Sport Watches-an Italian watch
company with a challenge in telling time. I wanted to leave in April
or May to do the North Atlantic so that I would be off the water
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before hurricane season arrived. They kept delaying my departure
until it was June. If I had rowed quickly, if I had been able to stay in
the Gulf Stream, if I hadn't lost communications, I think I would've
made it that first journey, before the hurricanes came. But because I
lost the Gulf Stream, the boat just stopped, and I outwore my
welcome.
The timing on the second trip can be explained by a Norwegian
woman named Diana Hoff who also wanted to row across the
Atlantic. Sector wanted me to row across the Atlantic, and Sector
didn't want me to be second in rowing across the Atlantic. Diana
wanted to be in the Caribbean by Christmas, so she wanted to leave
in September. And I kept saying, "Hurricanes. Hurricanes.
Hurricanes." She goes, "Hurricanes are no problem." I'm like,
"Problem! Problem! Big problem!" I couldn't talk her into changing
her mind, so we both left from Tenerife in the Canary Islands on
September the 13th. The irony was that September the 13th was a
year to the date from when I landed in Philadelphia at the end of my
unsuccessful trip, and it was Diana Hoff, not me, who picked
September the 13th as our departure date.
Q: How much does your skiing across Antarctica compare with
your rows?
A: That reminds me of the earlier question about my spiritual
journey, which I didn't really answer. I went off on some divinity
school thing.
Anyway, Antarctica: I skied to the South Pole when I was a
student at Harvard. I had gone to my thesis advisor, knocked on the
door, and said,
"Excuse me, Professor Eckel. My name is Tori Murden."
He said, "I know who you are."
"Well, sir, I was wondering if it might be possible to take off, oh,
two and a half months in the middle of my last academic year here to
do some field research for my thesis."
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"What is your thesis topic?"
"A Theology of Adventure."
"Ms. Murden, where are you planning on doing this field
research?"
"Antarctica."
"Ms. Murden, there are no theological libraries in the Antarctic.
What are you up to?"
I explained that no woman and no American had ever traveled
overland to the South Pole. We were going to traverse a side of the
Antarctic that hadn't been crossed before. I was going to put my foot
down literally where no one had walked, at least not in the last 100
million years. And I was sure that if he let me go, I could get a thesis
topic out of it.
And he said, "Well, if you can get permission from the Dean, it's
fine by me."
So I went to the Dean, gave him the same story.
"Highest, driest, coldest continent, blah-blah-blah."
And he looked at me over his glasses, as they are wont to do at
Harvard, and said, "In the 350 years of Harvard University, students
have gone to great lengths for thesis topics, but this has got to be a
record."
And he let me go.
When I got back, I wrote a thesis. It was called "On the Border
Between Two Worlds: A Theology of Adventure." In it I contrasted
the backcountry experience with the urban experience. You can't
spend three months alone in a rowboat if you're not an introvert,
right? In the backcountry I find the resourcefulness, the endurance,
the persistence that I need to make a difference in the real world.
It doesn't matter at all whether a woman has rowed a boat
across an ocean or skied to the South Pole. In the grand scheme of
things, it's complete nonsense. But what I learned is that endurance I
take into the day-to-day, pick-and-shovel work of being a university
president. "Higher education" in Kentucky is sometimes an
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oxymoron. That day job requires all sorts of endurance. And that
kind of endurance is what I learned on that trip.
Q: And so that says something about what you took from those
adventures into your presidency at the university. Has it had any
impact on the way you see the education of your students unfolding?
A: It has.
I sometimes visit with other presidents, and they behave as if
there's this terrible onslaught against the liberal arts. I don't think
the liberal arts are in any danger. They've been around since Plato.
The liberal arts date back to Plato's academy. And Congress is very
serious about all this: "How fast can you graduate them?" Aristotle
spent twenty years at Plato's academy; it must not have been a very
good school. (That's an aside.)
Plato was teaching the sons of kings. And it was a slave-based
society, so those sons of kings did not learn stonecutting. So, fastforward 2000 years, 2500 years, and we still pride ourselves on
teaching people not to use their hands. Medicine for a long time was
a subspecialty because doctors used their hands, and that was not
cool. If you used only your mind, you were more like
royalty-accountants, lawyers. Really, folks who used only their
minds were considered good. Well, now we're in an era in which
people who use only their minds can be replaced by software, and
they can be outsourced to India, and the radiologist who reads your
X-ray might be sitting in Mumbai. But the nurse, who uses her hands,
is going to be standing right beside you with the morphine.
Now, you all will be successful as barristers because it is the
barrister who goes into the courtroom who combines mind and
heart and hands, because you have to be the storytellers. You are not
just nuts and bolts, fill-in-the-blank attorneys, so you can't be
replaced by software. So that's good news for you.
At Spalding, we started as a traditionally female Catholic
school, so we taught teachers and nurses and social workers and
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psychologists--iberal arts core with a professional finish-so when
our students graduate they can get jobs and pay back their student
loans. And I think this is a good thing.
And what was your question? I don't think I answered it.
Q: I was just asking about the impact of your adventures, not
just on how you ran the school, but how you perceive the education
as a value for students.
A: I do, and I see educating the whole student as being
important. It's tremendously important for us-because we have
students with challenged academic backgrounds-to provide experiential components. There isn't a major at Spalding that doesn't have
clinical experiences or practicums. So a student whose math skills
might be marginal goes in, and they're teaching math. Then they
come back and think, "Okay, I really have to know this if I'm going to
teach this to [Jimmy]." The same goes for the nurse, or the clinical
psychologist. Those experiences are tremendously valuable for folks
who don't always get it by reading. There are better answers to that,
but they're eluding me.

Q: What's next on your personal journey? Are you going to
stop?
A: Fortunately for me, I am very happily married, and my
husband has deep roots in Louisville, Kentucky, so I have an anchor.
But Spalding is my current adventure, and a very good one.
Q: Tori, I want to know if you've been in the face of the biggest
challenge and the most helpless feeling in life: Do you have children?
A: I do not have children. That is the true adventure. And when
grandmothers come up and say, "I've not done anything with my
life," I say, "Oh, no, no, no, no, no, no. Rowing across the ocean has a
beginning, a middle, and an end. Motherhood is forever." So, no, no,
no, no. That is the true adventure, I concede.
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Q: Tori, you are an incredible inspiration. I'm thinking that
during this journey you've had so many insights and epiphanies.
How did you keep track of all that? I don't think you were journaling
that much. Was it on film? Were you speaking to the camera? How
did you remember so many important philosophical and life lessons?
A: On my first journey I kept a very detailed journey for about
the first forty days. I didn't write anything that wasn't true; I didn't
write anything that didn't happen. But it was all very much written
for public consumption. I, Tori Murden, am rowing under the great
dome of the sky, blah-blah-blah. And I began to think, What's the
difference between polish and varnish? So I took that journal and I
threw it overboard and I started again with, "I had breakfast this
morning."
I kept writing a really bad book over and over and over again.
It wasn't until I began to tell the stories of the people who stood at
the forks in the road of my life that the book began to transform
itself from a bad book to a book that I'm not embarrassed by.
I want to read to you about one mentor, and then I'm going to
read to you my moment of epiphany that sort of wraps it all up.
The villain in the book is my own sense of helplessness. I grew
up with a mentally handicapped brother, Lamar, and bad things
would happen to my brother that I couldn't stop. I thought, "If I could
just be bigger and stronger and smarter and faster, I could stop bad
things happening to these people I care about." It's not an unusual
story at all. But I thought, you know, "If I can just get one more
academic degree, I won't feel helpless anymore. If I could just climb
this mountain I won't feel helpless anymore. If I can ski across this
continent I won't feel helpless anymore." You getting the picture
here?
I was stupid. I thought that I could become something larger:
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Joe Curran could have sorted me out. It was the fall
of 1986; the Master of Divinity program at Harvard was a
three-year program that took the vast majority of
students three years to complete. In addition to three full
years of academic work, two years of field education
were required. The school discouraged first-year
students from beginning their field education, but I was
in a rush.
I went to the field education coordinator, Sister
Mary Hennessy, and I demanded a field assignment. "Give
me the toughest place in the city." She gave me Boston
City Hospital, and she made the prediction, "You will not
last three weeks."
I'm not sure which was more pivotal-the difficult
assignment or the dire prediction. Either way, I was
determined to finish the year at Boston City Hospital.
BCH was a grubby place where the vast majority of the
patients were uninsured. Bill Loesch, the supervisor of
chaplaincy, explained that the way you tell the doctors
from the visitors is the doctors never make eye contact.
Other students from Harvard came and went, but,
endeavoring to prove Sister Mary Hennessy wrong, I
stayed.
Bill Loesch assigned me to cover three wards: an
oncology ward, a psychogeriatric ward, and an
orthopedic ward that soon became the first unit in
Massachusetts for patients with AIDS.
Brimming with youth and enthusiasm, I managed
to get thrown up on twice in my first week. I lost the
white tab to my clerical collar in the washing machine.
Unwilling to admit my error, I resorted to using a foldedover 3x5 card in my collar. As it turned out, the 3x5 cards
came in handy for taking notes between patients.
On the oncology ward, a nurse introduced me to a
patient named Joseph Curran. Joe was a perfectly
rational, highly educated Jesuit priest who had lost many
of his essential organs to cancer. I felt like a pretender as
I stood at the foot of Joe's bed. The bright-eyed skeleton
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before me spoke. "I want to die." I stood there, dancing on
the verge of panic, until the skeleton spoke again. "I'd like
some water." I bolted from the room, filled a glass with
water and stall-walked back to Joe's bedside. Later the
nurses would give me trouble for having taken water to a
patient without permission, but Joe was grateful.
Joe would return that favor a thousand times over.
His body had betrayed him, but his vibrant mind was
ever faithful. He had been a teacher, and the fountain of
his wisdom flowed freely for me. We both knew I would
be his last student. Joe was my Merlin. In our several
months together, he transformed a wobbly kneed young
woman into a passable hospital chaplain. When I doubted
my adequacy, Joe would chide, "You can't travel the road
to wisdom in a featherbed." When I needed advice, Joe
would close his eyes and recite long passages from
Shakespeare, or this one from George Bernard Shaw.
"This is the true joy in life, being used for a purpose
recognized by yourself as a mighty one, being thoroughly
worn out before you're thrown on the scrap heap, being a
force of nature instead of a feverish, selfish little cloud of
ailments and grievances complaining to the world that it
will not devote itself to making you happy."
One afternoon Joe asked, "What is it that drives
you?" Without thinking I answered, "My brother Lamar."
I explained that my brother was developmentally
disabled. "Mother said I got all his brains."
"And do you feel guilty about that?" Joe asked.
"No, I feel guilty because I wasn't always able to
protect him."
Joe smiled. "Guilt, the gift that keeps on giving. Your
brother isn't here, so you find others who need
protection. Who protects you?"
I wanted to say I didn't need protection, but this
wasn't true. If I told him that I didn't deserve protection,
he would ask more questions. So I turned to the books.
"What shall it be today?"
"RichardII, Act III, Scene II, skip to where Scroop enters."
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Withered and grizzled by illness, Joe was not much
to look at, but the tenderness in his eyes provided safe
refuge. As time went by, Joe taught me to see beyond
myself. He challenged me to venture unrehearsed into
rooms of pain. There were so many rooms. I watched a
three-year-old boy die from diarrhea. I told shattered
parents that their teenage children were dead. They
heard only solitary words-alcohol,car, accident, truck,
dead. That last word always had an echo. I stayed with
geriatric patients, watching them drool away the last of
themselves. I stood vigil over the corpse of the homeless
man who froze on a street corner during rush hour. The
smell of gangrene became familiar as it seeped from
gunshot wound after gunshot wound after gunshot
wound.
At the end of one unendurable day, I fled to Joe's
room. He was asleep. I sat quietly in the chair by his bed.
Minutes later, about the time the tears began to roll into
my collar, Joe's eyes fluttered open. Turning toward me,
he whispered, "Come here." I leaned my face closer to his.
"Close your eyes." With eyes closed I felt Joe's bony
fingers brush the air past my ear. When his hand eased
lower to cradle my jaw I became uneasy and shot him a
sharp and wary glare. Joe responded with a light chuckle,
"Steady now." As his other hand emerged with a tissue, I
closed my eyes again and felt Joe wiping away my tears.
Then he said, "You must let your heart be broken by the
things that break the heart of God."
I was a dutiful student, but this lesson was too
advanced for me. I thought I understood. Having perfect
faith in my own understanding was the chief folly of my
youth. My heart was breaking. God's heart was breaking.
These things anyone could understand. But being at ease
with this brokenness, being okay with it seemed like
surrendering to helplessness. This I could not do. The
lesson was too advanced for me. 7
7. McCLURE, supra note 3, at 129-32.
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So my battle with helplessness goes from situation and mentor to
situation and mentor, and finally I'm in Hurricane Lenny, that second
hurricane on the second trip, and I am not happy.
Hours passed. In the cabin I began to feel like
some wild creature trapped in a corner. Over time, a
suffocating sense of helplessness filled the air. It
whispered to me, You aren'tgoing to make it. You'll
fail. You'll fail again. You will lose, and the helplessness
will win. I'd come back out on the ocean intending to
kill forever my sense of helplessness. Suddenly I was
furious. The time had come for me to slay the dragon.
"To hell with this storm," I said, and to the
8
helplessness in my cabin I said, "To hell with you."
That's the only swearing in the book, I swear. There's a fight with my
now-husband over what to call a particular kind of screwdriver. He
wanted to call it a slotted screwdriver. I called it a flathead
screwdriver. He was pretending he didn't understand English, and
I-in the book it says, "Pass me the darned screwdriver." That is not
what I actually said.
I strapped on my life vest and scrambled out into
the storm. A wave came over the boat as I clipped my
tether into the safety cable. Blind to the insanity of my
actions, I stood tall and defiant on the deck. The dark sky
swirled like water running down a drain. Lightning
crackled blue and purple. In my rage I thought of Lamar
and the blue and purple of our bruises. I remembered
with searing vividness the times I had failed to safeguard
my brother and the times I had failed to protect the many
others who had come after him. I had learned the speech
from Shakespeare's King Lear. I'd shouted it for fun
8. Id. at 278.
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during snowstorms in the Antarctic and used it to
entertain friends in the midst of rain-soaked rowing
races. This time I did not play at the madness of King
Lear; I was the madness.
Blow, wind, and crackyour cheeks! rage! blow!
You cataractsand hurricanoes.... 9
I do the whole speech in the book. I will spare you that.
I'd been gearing up for this fight since I was a
teenager. I out-roared the wind. I dared the ocean to swat
me down. I conjured the wrath of nature. But this was not
enough for me. I turned my anger toward God. "It isn't
fair for you to keep putting helplessness in my path," I
bellowed. A wave slapped the boat hard, but I stood firm.
"I've never taken the easy way, not once. What do you
want from me?" I called God by all the proper names the
Harvard Divinity School had taught me. "Adonai, Allah,
Brahman, Elohim, what am I supposed to do? Krishna,
Marduk, Odin, Shang Ti, what do you want from me?
Shiva, Vishnu, Yahweh, here I am." My voice turned raspy
and I switched to shouting at the lesser gods of wind, sea
and storm: "Adad, Donar, Dylan, Indra, come on!
Neptune, Ramman, Rudra, Thor and Yam."
Suddenly, I felt silly and self-conscious. Yam was a
Phoenician God of the sea, but I couldn't help but think of
the vegetable. Here I am standing out in a storm picking a
fight with a potato. Part of me wanted to laugh, No, I am
angry. "Yam rhymes with.. ." In the next instant I found
myself swearing at the sky. My exercise in blasphemy
didn't last long. It wasn't that I lacked the audacity to
swear at God; I just couldn't come up with that many
swear words.

9. Id. at 278.
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A bolt of lightning struck the cabin behind me, and I
fell to my knees. "I've helped the disabled. I've pulled
homeless people out of Dumpsters. I've comforted
individuals in distress. I put myself out there time and
again. How much more do you want from me? How much
more can I give?"
I had been so sure that rowing across the ocean
was part of my path that I had almost taken it as a calling.
Had I been wrong? Had it been nothing more than an
exercise in haughtiness and self-delusion? Was this not
mine to do?
My fury was spent.
I stayed on my knees and begged God's forgiveness.
A tall wave washed over the deck, submerging me for a
few seconds. I didn't move. As the water cleared, I began
a long series of apologies. "I'm sorry that I've been too
small, too weak, too self-absorbed to make a difference."
My arms and legs shook with shame. "I'm sorry that I've
not always been able to protect the people who have
needed my protection." Tears streamed down my face as
I began to name all the people I'd let down. My brother
Lamar was the first name on the list, but many others
followed. The sorrow and disappointment poured out of
me. After dozens of memories I ran out of names....
Over and over I apologized for my helplessness.
When I looked up from my prayer, the storm
seemed to shine blue with electrical energy. It was then
that I realized a sublime truth of what I had been missing.
I'd intended to slay the sea monster of my helplessness.
But I am, after all, a woman. We don't slay our dragons.
We embrace them.

Helplessness was not something outside of me,
some malevolent force I had to defeat. Helplessness was
a part of me. I am a human being. It is our brokenness, our
helplessness, which makes us human. I thought I'd been
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trying to earn God's forgiveness, but the forgiveness I
needed was my own. I had only to forgive myself.
I thought that rowing across the ocean would make
me stronger, wiser, less susceptible to the vicissitudes of
human existence. What I didn't realize is that rowing
across the ocean would not make me any less human. I
needed to accept my dragons. I needed to make peace
with my helplessness.

Still on my knees, I prayed a prayer of thanksgiving.
It was a prayer of atonement. Atonement: at-one-ment. I
no longer felt alone. I felt at one with nature, with the
storm, with myself, and with the rest of humanity. In that
sense of oneness I felt a stronger love than anything I'd
ever experienced. It was as if I could feel the good wishes
of friends back home. I could feel the prayers of all the
people who were hoping I would weather the storm. Our
helplessness makes us human. Love is what makes our
humanity bearable. If there was to be any salvation for
me, it would come through the redeeming gift of love.
I remembered my uncle's words. "A romance ... the

greatest stories in life are about romance."10
It was the very next day that I called up Mac McClure from my
rowboat and I asked him to marry me.
I want to thank you all for having me. I want to thank you for
the work you do every day-for your struggles, for your fights. Go
home after this great conference. Continue to teach, heal, feed and
build, inform, advocate, comfort, guide, criticize, organize,
contribute, and in a thousand other ways keep serving people and
causes. And for that I thank you.

10. Id. at 278-81.
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LIFE AT MACH 25:
ABOARD THE SPACE SHUTTLE *
Kent Rominger**

I
A PASSION TO FLY
I grew up in rural Colorado. When I was four years old, I had
the opportunity to fly with my father, who had his private pilot's
license. I loved it. I totally loved it. The reason I became an astronaut
was because of that passion: my passion was to fly. From that time
on-from the time I was four-I wanted to fly.
I didn't want to be an astronaut. The fact is that I didn't think I
could ever be an astronaut. I didn't even think it was a realistic goal.
But I did want to fly.
Why do I love flying so much? One explanation might be what
drives an adrenaline junkie. When I was in college, I was reading an
article about thrill seekers-skydivers, hang-glide pilots, guys who
race motocross, scuba dive, and I thought, "Wow! That sounds a lot
like me. I do all of that stuff." And in high school, I formed my own
ski club. I was the guy who was good at missing school to go skiing
with my buddies.
So I read the rest of the article and, interestingly, the authors
had done a study on thrill seekers; they'd determined that these
adrenaline junkies were either missing or very low on a certain
Copyright © 2013 by Kent Rominger.
* Address delivered at the Annual Convention of the International Society of
Barristers, Newport Coast, California, 20 April 2012.
•*Astronaut; Test Pilot; Captain, U.S. Navy; Vice President, Advanced Programs ATK
Aerospace, Magna, Utah.
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enzyme, and that's what they all had in common. The truth is, I think
it's a genetic defect; a genetic defect is the whole reason I wound up
flying with NASA.
II
ADRENALIN FIXES

My passion drove me to join the military right out of college
and to go through flight training. I wound up in San Diego, California,
at Miramar Naval Air Station (now the Marine Corps Air Station). I
loved it. I loved being a fighter pilot. I was in my element.

This is a photo of a Tomcat.1 I love that airplane; I would love to
climb into one today. Sadly, they're all retired.
As for my being an adrenaline junkie, that drive was fulfilled.
When I was done flying my Tomcat, I would drive out to Torrey
Pines, a beautiful golf course. I would put my hang glider together
and soar above the grass. I loved doing that, but the competitiveness
of being a fighter pilot I loved even more. I hate losing. When you're
a fighter pilot, somebody wins and somebody loses most of the time.
1. Source of Photo: http://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:F-14-Tomcatstart.jpg.
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When I went through TOPGUN, the US Navy Fighter Weapon
School at Miramar, I was told, "You never want to lose. You win if you
can, but you never want to lose. So you need to be smart enough to
figure out when to turn tail and run." That's a very good tactic among
fighter pilots. I wasn't always smart enough to run, but I was very
humbled when I lost. I knew I didn't like the losing part, but I still
loved being that fighter pilot.
About that time, I realized that all of the pilot astronauts for
NASA were test pilots. I wasn't super-motivated to be a test pilot, but
I decided that I would love to be a NASA astronaut. So I applied to the
Navy's test-pilot school. They had a program at the graduate school
in Monterey, California. I spent a year there getting a Master's degree
in aeronautical engineering, and actually really enjoyed it. Along the
way to graduate school, I had gotten married. Being in graduate
school and living in Monterey was a wonderful honeymoon, but I
missed being out of the cockpit for that year. I was aching to go back.
In 1992, 1 wound up with NASA.
What a phenomenal experience it is to have the opportunity to
view our world from a couple hundred miles above. The rocket that
sends us up there generates seven million pounds of thrust. This
should have satisfied my genetic defect, but, to this day, I have never
been in or on anything yet that has had enough power for me. So I
keep searching. It's a drive for acceleration, or, as Tom Cruise said in
Top Gun, "the need for speed." It truly is.
III
THE SPACE STATION

We, as a world, started building the space station around the
beginning of this decade. It's phenomenal. It's roughly three times
the size of a normal house, orbiting the earth. Most of the money that
went into establishing the space station came from the US space
program. Russia is a big partner, as well. And thank you to Russia, for
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when we lost the space shuttle Columbia, our space program stalled.
We wouldn't have people in space now at all without the Russians.
That's tough for me to admit because I spent well over a
decade figuring out how to shoot those guys out of the sky, just as
they were figuring out how to do the same to us. But our
international cooperation has resulted in a phenomenal station,
where three Russians, two Americans, and a European are in orbit as
we speak.
We've retired our last shuttle. Discovery was just flown to the
Smithsonian's National Air and Space Museum, the Steven F. UdvarHazy Center, in Virginia. Thankfully, we have the Soyuz spacecraft to
get us to and from our space station. As a nation we need to do a
little bit better than we have been. I've been working on the program
that hopefully will follow up on the NASA space-shuttle program and
eventually begin launching our astronauts from Florida.
Here is how that huge international space station got started:
One piece was launched out of Kazakhstan, from the Baikonur launch
site. The next piece that came up was attached to the space station
from a space shuttle. As timing would have it, I was lucky enough to
be flying Discovery, the first space shuttle to come up and dock with
that international space station. Doing so was a really rewarding
experience. The truth is, being part of that whole NASA team has
been hugely rewarding.
Two years later, on my second space-shuttle mission, we had a
billion-dollar robotic arm designed and built in Canada, which is one
of our partners. In the back of the shuttle bay is a big logistics
module. We used a robotic arm on the shuttle to attach the module
to the space station. We also had spare parts, food, clothes, and
water for the space-station crew.
Nothing has ever done what the shuttle can do. It will probably
be many years before anything can. The space shuttle is essentially a
space truck with a great, big payload bay-sixty feet long, fifteen feet
wide. We can put up to 40,000 pounds of cargo into it and take it up
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to space station. But the really impressive thing is that we can bring
stuff back, though today, without our space shuttles, we're
challenged in that way. We can get very little back from space now.
The Soyuz capsule that Russians fly bring back three people and
maybe 100 pounds of cargo. That's relatively restricted capability.
With the space shuttle, we could bring home 40,000 pounds of
payload. So results from science experiments performed on the
station could be brought back to Earth.
The shuttle's cargo capabilities are the good part, but the bad
part of the shuttle is that, with its complexity and size, the vehicle is
just not as reliable as one would want. The sad truth is that that's
why we're not flying them today. In my role at NASA, I was actually
part of that decision process.
Ten years ago or so-around 2001-the space station was
quite a bit smaller than it is today. It truly was an amazing feat to
watch five space organizations from five international jurisdictions-NASA, the European Space Agency, the Russians, the
Japanese, and the Canadians-assemble that space station without
any big "un-oh" moment when things didn't work well. Being a part
of that was immensely rewarding to me.
Three folks were on the station when I docked the Endeavor on
the STS-100 shuttle mission flight. The commander was a Russian,
Yuri, who was a wonderful commander. With him were two
Americans, Jim Voss and Susan Helms. Getting to go to space and tag
back up with folks you haven't seen in four months on the planet was
wonderful.
Susan is now a three-star general in the Air Force. Jim is with a
company developing a space plane to replace what we were doing
with the space shuttles. Jim and I are competitors in this. I'm
working on a different rocket. He's working on one with a space
plane.
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A. Leadership
The STS-100 was my fifth flight, and I took on the role of
commander of the mission. The flight-the technical part-was the
easy piece. NASA's training in the technical parts is so good that I
was well prepared for that part. But the leadership part of itmanaging the people-was truly the most challenging aspect and in
the end the most rewarding and the part of the mission that I had to
spend the most effort on. Seven of us were on the shuttle and three
were on the station, but when the shuttle docked, I as commander
was ultimately responsible for all ten of us.
I spent a lot of time trying to figure out, "Now how are we
going to do that?" Yuri was the commander of the station when I
docked, and he had had more time in space than I had. But we
needed to be able to work together. I thought about how to make this
happen and had the idea to make our first meal in space a little luau.
I talked to ground control and asked them to leave us alone so we
could bond, if you will, to get comfortable with each other. Doing so
paid big dividends because, later, when the software was uploaded
for the station, the whole station failed. The software had a serious
flaw that caused critical computers to basically die. They were trying
to spin discs and apply the brakes on those discs at the same time.
Didn't work out well.
With the shuttle attached, we could communicate via the
shuttle, and we eventually got things back and working. But we had
to work as a ten-person crew to accomplish this. Although we-the
shuttle crew-could have stayed on the space station for longer, the
first tourist, Dennis Tito, had launched out of Russia on a Soyuz, and
his contract was such that if he didn't dock to the Space Station on
time, the Russians wouldn't get all of their $20 million (owed the
cosmonauts according to their contracts). So believe me, they were
well motivated to dock him on time. For him to dock, we had to
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undock, so we had no choice but to get everything accomplished
without that extension.
B. Living in Space
Living in space is different. Floating in space is different. All of
our liquids are in bags. You can't drink out of a cup because the
liquid, being weightless, won't stay in one. So you have a straw, and
at the end of that straw is a plastic valve that prevents the liquid
from leaking out.
Al Sacco was a payload specialist astronaut on my first flight
and was previously the dean of chemical engineering at Worcester
Polytech Institute in Massachusetts. I learned on my very first flight
that the more educated an astronaut was, the bigger the kid he was
once you got him in space. That was Al. He would detach the sphere
of juice from his drink bag and then suck it out the air. The first time
he did it, the sphere was too big and so he didn't get his lips all the
way around it. The surface properties of a fluid being what they are
in space, the fluid tends to want to cling and stick to you. It rolled up
into his eye socket, so we had to help him get a towel to soak it up.
Another time he did that, I went floating by in a hurry, doing
real work. Al was playing with his food again. I didn't see the sphere.
I was wearing a rugby shirt that I wound up throwing away because
I never got that big red stain out of the white stripe.
Eating in space is different, too. It is really kind of like being on
a camping trip. We have dehydrated food and military rations.
Exercise is important. Anyone who's ever had a limb that's
been immobilized from a cast knows that very quickly those muscles
lose their strength. They atrophy. In space, your whole body
atrophies unless you exercise. So you have to exercise to stay fitparticularly folks who are on station for six months at a time. When
they get back, they're not able to even stand and walk if they don't
exercise significantly-and "significantly" means about an hour and
a half every day in the last one to two months.
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We have a treadmill on the space station. We have other
exercise equipment that's like weightlifting, but it's really resistance
training-rubber bands and springs that have the same overall
strengthening effect. And we have a stationary bicycle. NASA
requires the pilot astronauts to work out at least every other day in
space to ensure we're properly conditioned during the entry and
landing. Most of the time, I would work out three out of four days
just to make sure I was healthy when I got back.
We have astronauts up there on the space station six months at
a time, but of course we have no shower or a bath. Nor do we on the
space shuttle. What we do have, though, is water-a little hose-and
we have soap and washcloths. I was amazed at how clean you can get
with just a sponge bath. They have a rinseless shampoo, which
makes your scalp very dry and itchy, so I always had to rinse it. But
you can get very clean.
Sleeping in space is very strange. You tie yourself off in a little
bag. There are four straps-to the ceiling, the wall, from the ceiling
to the floor. And at first, I thought, "Gee, why do we even tie it off?.
You can just go to sleep." The why is, as you move around a little bit
or even with just the airflow currents from our air conditioning
system, you'll float around and bump into somebody or something
and wake up both of you, so you really do want to have it tied off.
The first night, I was very, very exhausted, but I had a difficult
time sleeping because it was just so strange. On the earth, when we
go to bed, we lie down; our bodies can relax because they're doing
something different.
In space, though, your body feels no different from one posture
to another. In space, you're always floating, so you can always relax.
As a matter of act, one day near the end of our first flight, Al Sacco,
the guy who liked to play with his food, had been working hard. He
was at the computer and he'd fallen asleep. So he was just floating
there asleep. A couple of us had this great idea. We had a space
laboratory back in the payload bay with a tunnel to it. We floated Al
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down the tunnel very carefully and put him in the space lab. We
turned all the lights off and came back out. Maybe forty-five minutes
later, he showed up with big, round eyes. He wasn't at all surprised
at what we had done to him.
IV
THE SPACE SHUTTLE

What a perfect vehicle the space shuttle is for a guy like me
who loves to fly. In ascent, it's a rocket. On orbit, it's a satellite. On
entry it's an airplane.
The space shuttle goes 17,600 miles per hour. Gravity is pulling
us towards the earth; that is, we are falling towards the earth, but
because the earth is a sphere, we're falling at the same rate that the
earth's surface curves. When you're going that fast, you circle the
earth every hour and a half, half of which is nighttime. So in the
space shuttle, our days are only forty-five minutes of daylight and
our nights are forty-five minutes of dark. (It's actually more like
50:40, with more daytime, which I was always a fan of.) We get used
to sunrises and sunsets. In a twenty-four-hour period here on earth,
you'd see one of each; we'd see sixteen. And when the sun comes up,
it comes up fast. The environment changes from very dark to very
bright almost instantaneously.
We get to fly the shuttle manually. So when we dock it with the
space station, we do that manually, as well. And during the last four
and a half minutes of the flight back to earth, once we go subsonic,
we take manual control. During ascent and most of entry phase, the
computers control the space shuttle, although we would manually
practice doing so in simulators.
My first landing was at night. People asked me, "Were you
nervous? Was that scary, landing the space shuttle at night for the
first time?" The fact is, though, I'd never flown the space shuttle
before I landed it that first night. And it was not scary. I was so well
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trained that landing at night on a big, well-lit runway was actually
tremendous fun. I was surprised at myself that I wasn't nervous.
But I'll tell you, flying around an aircraft carrier at night
terrifies me. As a matter of fact, for every night landing I've had,
including my last one during the Desert Storm deployment, I was
absolutely terrified. I'd launch off the front of the ship. I'd be flying
up over Iraq during combat, though of course doing so wasn't that
dangerous, particularly later in the war. My biggest concern was
getting the Tomcat back aboard the aircraft carrier at night. It's such
a terrifying experience that it shadowed everything I did from the
time I launched off the front. But then, if somebody was sick or they
needed another pilot, I was the first one to jump in. And as I was
going down the catapult stroke at night, I'd be asking myself, "Now
why did I do this?" But I'm an adrenaline junkie: I loved it.
A. Sights from the Shuttle
We're excited about going to Mars and the moon, but the fact
is, nothing we've seen close up out there is nearly as beautiful as the
planet we are sitting on today. The shuttle and the station are only a
couple hundred miles above the earth, so when you look out the
window from the space shuttle, what you see is stunning. The colors
down on our earth are gorgeous. But one of the most amazing things
I saw appeared the first time I looked away from the earth-the
vastness. I have never seen anything so black or stark in my life as
that. Because we were above the earth's atmosphere, we could sense
the vastness of space, the fact that it goes on for billions and trillions
of miles. It was striking. I'd had no idea. Probably not too many
people come back from a space flight saying that one of the most
amazing things they'd seen was the blackest black they'd ever
experienced. That blackest black is the vastness of space and how
far-reaching it is.
We would fly a camera with telephoto lenses off the shuttle. It
didn't matter which way the space shuttle was pointed. You could fly
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it backwards, sideways, without the drag from the atmosphere that
we live in. We flew with infrared film as well, and on my earlier
missions we would bring back thousands of photographs to give to
scientists-meteorologists, oceanographers, earth scientists, and
ecologists. The infrared film shows you heat, which shows up as
reds, or you can see water content or vegetation. We spent a good
deal of time photographing South America, which was going through
a lot deforestation.
From the shuttle, we could see Mount Everest and the beautiful
blue waters of Bahamas. On four of my missions, we could see
hurricanes. Their eyes are very defined, and when you fly over them,
you can see right through to the water. But what was most
impressive is how large hurricane systems are. I lived in Texas for
fifteen years. One hurricane would cover the entire state of Texas.
Rishiri Island in Japan is a favorite of meteorologists because of
what the wind patterns do around it. The wind pattern around this
one little island sets up all these spiraling vortices. If you count them,
I think it's about eleven that go through the cloud layer.
Phenomena known as the von
Karman vortices.., forming in
the
strato-cumulus
field
downwind from the volcanic
island of Rishiri-to in the

northern Sea of Japan ....
[TJhese features form when a
stable atmosphere with low
clouds flows past a relatively
small obstacle with a height
greater than the depth of the

cloud
layer.
Because
the
atmosphere is stable, a series of
eddies form in the moving cloud
field.

2

2. Source of photo & text: STS-1 00 Shuttle Mission Imagery, NAT'L AERONAUTICS &SPACE
ADMIN. (19 April-1 May 2001), http://spaceflight.nasa.gov/gallery/images/shuttle/
sts-100/html/stslOO-710-182.html.
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It's said that you don't see borders from space. Now, I'm an
engineer-kind of a practical guy-and I always thought that you
really should be able to see borders from space because many of
these are coastlines or rivers. But generally, it's true: you don't see
landmass borders from space. I tried to find a small town for a friend
of mine in Missouri, and I don't think I could even find the state. It
was very hard to find-there were no significant landmarks or

bodies of water to help me out.
You can see the line
between Israel and Egypt,
though. The two countries
cultivate their soils differently,
and this shows up clearly from
3
space.
Other features you would think would be visible are not. The
Great Wall of China, for example, really can't be seen from space.
Although earlier astronauts have come back and said they've seen it,
in my era-in flying the shuttle-none of us was able to see it. On the
other hand, for certain geographical parts of the world itself, you
know exactly where you are when you look out the window. You can,
for example, see the Nile River, the Cairo delta, and the Red Sea. You
can see Lake Powell in Utah-a 200-mile-long lake. The contrast and
the reds and the rocks in that part of the world are distinctive. You
can recognize the Great Salt Lake in Utah. A railroad trestle bisects
the lake into two bodies. The water appears reddish brown on one
side but blue on another. Bacteria and brine shrimp are the reason
the water is different colors.
I've seen the phenomena of both the southern and northern
lights from space. Later in the mission on my third flight, before we
came home, we were up above Aurora Australis, the southern lights.
We dropped our altitude down to 110 miles and flew right through
-

3. Source of photo: Visible Earth, NAT'L AREONAUTICS & SPACE ADMIN. (Nov. 3, 2010)
http://visibleearth.nasa.gov/view.php?id=76468.
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the aurora. Doing so disturbed it: we could see it kind of waving. I
kept looking back at our electronics on the space shuttle, waiting for
something to go wrong with them. Nothing ever did. But it was
absolutely gorgeous to be able to view those from space.
B. Launching and Landing
On our fourth mission, STS-96, Discovery was to go to the
space station. We stayed down in Florida for a week. We were
quarantined so we wouldn't get sick, wouldn't pick up a disease from
other folks. We launched right at sunrise on a beautiful morning.
The acceleration on the launch is tremendous. When the solid
rockets light, there's no doubt in your mind you're going somewhere.
You just hope it's the right place. It's a phenomenal ride. Very
quickly, we ramp up to near 3gs acceleration.
The rocket boosters stay on for only two minutes. They give us
six million pounds of thrust. The liquid fuel engines give us about a
million pounds of thrust; the shuttle needs that six million pounds
for the first couple minutes to accelerate. A lot of weight in fuel gets
burnt in the first two minutes. Once the solid rocket motors detach
the ride is very smooth; it's sometimes described as an almost
electric ride.
To stay on orbit, we go 17,600 miles per hour. To come home,
we have to slow down 200 miles per hour, down to 17,400 miles per
hour. We do that a little over halfway around the world, typically in
the area of Australia. We turn the shuttle around backwards, fire
some small thrusters to slow down, and, almost exactly sixty minutes
later, we're touching down on a runway. What really slows us down
on reentry isn't rocket engines, though; it's the atmosphere. Entering
the atmosphere results in tremendous drag and tremendous heat. If
you were to look out the overhead window in the roof of the shuttle,
you could see plasma that is so unstable that it's glowing-it's like
looking right into a fire. I remember thinking on my first flight, "I
wonder what John Young and Bob Crippen were thinking?" They
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flew the very first shuttle. It looked like a tremendously hostile
environment. Fortunately, the shuttle is designed for that, as long as
the system hasn't been damaged.
We land about twice as fast as an airliner. For this reason we
use a parachute, a drag chute, to help us slow down.
C. The Shuttle's Past, the Shuttle's Future
The shuttle is a wonderful flying machine, but we need to do
better: we need something more reliable. Out of the first 113 times
we flew the shuttle, we lost two crews. 4 One of those was on my
watch: I was Chief of the Astronaut Corps from November 2002 to
September 2006. My timing has always been really good, with the
exception of that one. The first space shuttle I launched was
Columbia, with seven of my closest friends on board. And we lost
Columbia. After that, we pulled the office together. There are about
100 of us astronauts-a little over 100. In the very first meeting after
Columbia, emotions were obviously running rampant: we'd just lost
our friends, and we'd been caught completely off guard. We simply
weren't prepared for such a disaster. A couple of the old timers-the
two guys who hold the record for the highest number of space
flights-Jerry Ross and Franklin Chang-Diaz-were outspoken about
the shuttle's just not being safe enough to fly and that we were
probably done flying it.
My new astronauts way outnumbered the two who had seven
flights each, but, obviously, none of the new ones had ever flown.
They didn't care about the shuttle's safety. They absolutely did not
care. They were climbing on that space shuttle, no matter what.
During follow-on meetings as an astronaut office, we agreed that we
had a global commitment: we were building the space station. We
4. The seven Challengercrewmembers died when the spacecraft exploded shortly
after takeoff on 28 Jan. 1986, http://history.nasa.gov/Biographies/challenger.htm.
The seven crewmembers of the Columbia died when their shuttle was destroyed on
reentry on 1 Feb. 2003, www.nasa.gov/Columbia/crew/.
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would need at least twenty-five more shuttle flights to complete that
commitment, but, looking at just the basic statistics, we would lose a
space shuttle and its crew once in fifty-seven flights.
When I was flying in combat in my F-14, my chances of dying
on a flight were one in 20,000. When you climb on an airliner, your
chances of dying are way better than one in a 200,000, and probably
more like one in 200 million chances even on a bad day. But when
you climb on that space shuttle, it's a very risky ordeal, and if you fly
it as often as Jerry and Franklin, who have flown it seven times, your
odds of staying on the planet alive are less than one in ten, which
aren't good, given that it's your profession. We can do better in
making the shuttle safer, but we absolutely have to keep flying the
shuttle. At the very least, though, we need to limit the number of
times we fly it because, if we do lose another one, we're done. Our
nation will be done. We won't have any way to launch our astronauts
into space.
So we looked at different programs and realized that we
needed to start the replacement today. And we did. President Bush
rolled out the vision with the Constellation program to take us back
to the moon and then to Mars. Much of that was led by ATK
Aerospace, whom I work for now; the reason I went to ATK was to
be a part of that replacement system. Since then, we've had a couple
of rough patches, and the Constellation program was underfunded
and eventually canceled by the Obama Administration. This was sad
because we as a nation had invested $9 billion in it. We would have
been flying it in about a year from now, had it not been canceled.
I'm now involved in developing a rocket that's very similar to
the one the government was developing under President Bush. But
we're trying to develop it ourselves in private industry and bring it
to the nation to replace the shuttle. Those efforts are bittersweet for
me. I absolutely loved the space shuttle. Yet we are designing a
system in which an astronaut's chances of a bad day are one in 1000,
not one in fifty.
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With all the wars we've been involved in, we lose way, way
more than the seven people we lost on Columbia. So it's not about the
people. It's about our national prestige. It's about putting our
nation's space program on record. That's why we have to do better
and why we will do better, though there are always going to be
bumps in the road.
QUESTIONS & ANSWERS

Q: When you come back-the four of you who were on the
shuttle-how long does it take you to adapt to earth?
A: Great question. On my very first mission, it took me over
two weeks. As a matter of fact, we rolled out on the runway, and I
went to stand up out of my seat, and I didn't. My body had forgotten
how. And when I did stand up, I had to work really, really hard to do
so. It was as if I had somebody sitting on my shoulders.
On top of that, our neurovestibular systems are confused. Mine
was. It adjusted very quickly to no acceleration in space as we were
circling the planet. But once we were back on earth, the acceleration
vector seemed to be difficult for my system to adjust to. If I turned
my head quickly, I would become very dizzy-it was a vertigo-like
sensation. I would walk around a corner, and a wall would jump out
and hit my shoulder and spin me around. Judging those kinds of
things was hard. After my last mission, I felt pretty normal after just
a couple hours back. Physiologically, it's kind of neat how our bodies
learn and they remember.
Q: What kinds of concerns are there about the long-term health
consequences of being exposed to radiation in space and of being in
space for an extended period of time?
A: The long-term concerns are numerous. As a matter of fact,
much of what we're doing on the space station today and with the
shuttle earlier was trying to understand the challenges, then develop
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appropriate protocols to deal with them. One of the first things we
learned was that when we get on orbit, because we don't have
gravity to hold the fluid down in our bodies, we lose fluids. The first
day, we would urinate like crazy and effectively lose probably a full
liter of blood volume because our systems don't need it.
So when we come home, we have to fluid load. We have to take
salt tablets and drink forty ounces of water. Otherwise, we can
actually pass out when we reenter the gravity field. Again, on my
first flight, five crewmembers were sick after landing. Nobody was
sick on orbit, which is interesting; but the stresses that bodies have
readjusting to earth will make us physically ill if our fluid levels are
off.
Another effect is that on bones. As soon as we get on orbit,
physiologically the body says, "Hey, you know you're floating
around; you're not using those bones. Why should I be dragging
these heavy bones around?" And we start losing bone mass and
calcium. Because of the calcium loss into the bloodstream, there's a
higher propensity for kidney stones. That's another reason we want
to work out: we want to load our skeletal systems. On the station, we
use the treadmill with bungie-cord resistance. On earth, the doctors
would tell me that I should cycle, not run, because running's hard on
the knees. Jarring the skeletal structure is hard on us, particularly on
our joints. But on the station, that's exactly what we want to do. We
want to jar our skeletal systems and so signal to our bodies, "Keep
that bone mass. You need it. You need to load it up."
Radiation will be a concern going to Mars, so they're looking at
different ways to protect the crew, particularly when there's a solar
storm. You can send the crew into a little module lined with a
protective element: Water can protect them from radiation, as can
lead. But lead is obviously very heavy, so it's not a good option.
We're looking at a lot of protocols of that nature. But, meanwhile,
we're close enough now that we could go on an eight-month trip to
Mars.
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