








MASTER TEACHER AWARD CITATION: 

MAX 'PAGE 

tJfi friend of our family who has been the Headmaster of prominent independent schools
in the USA has said that the most important part of his job is the hiring of faculty. Perhaps 
our own chief criterion in hiring headmasters is the realization that it is the Headmaster who 
stqffs the school with the people who interact most closely with students - and may do so long 
efter the Headmaster who hired them has departed. 

In inaugurating the IASIS Master Teacher Award, to be given occasionally, we wish to 
honor one teacher. This selection is not intended to diminish the achievements of the many 
dedicated teachers who have worked long and hard years and have not been given such special 
recognition - many of them in this room now. Over the years they have been too numerous to 
be namedjustnow or rewarded as we would like to reward them. We cannot adequately reward 
every teacher who has given the schools good service. Nevertheless, atmy recommendation the 
TASIS Foundation Board decided to inaugurate an award to recognize and honor particularly 

meritorious service, service of an unusually high order over an unusually long period of time. 
This award is funded by the IASIS Foundation and several alumni. 

The IASIS Master Teacher Award is a generous financial gift to an individual teacher and 
w11l be given on an occasional basis. To inaugurate the award we have chosen as the recipient 
Max Peter Page, who has served IASIS and its students at the schools in both Switzerland and 
England for thirty-five years,from 1968 to 2003. In addition to the award which we present 
tonight, we are presenting Max with a specially printed and illustrated volume of tributes 
from many of his former students and former and present colleagues. I have had the honor of 
reading these tributes and, along with our colleague Dr.James Lander, the Editor, of helping
to assemble them for the volume. To read these tributes has been a deeply moving experience. 
I think we must say that these expressions of gratitude and indebtedness to Max Page,for 
deep, noble, and abiding memories and the development of talents, are perhaps better than 
any other method or evidence for articulating the heart of the mission of a good school. And 
that we are such a good school is due to many people in this room, as Max would surely wish 
me to point out, but to no one more than Max himself. 



About fifty years ago, at the end of his autobiography and near the end of his life, the great 

Scottish poet Edwin Muir wrote thejollowing:"When we talk of our development I fancy we 
mean little more than that we have changed with the changing world; and if we are writers or 

intellectuals that our ideas have changed with the changingfashions of thought, and therefore 

not always for the better. I think that if any of us examines his life he will.find that most good 

has come to him from a few loyalties, and afew discoveries made many generations before he 

was born, which must always be made anew." 

Max s loyalty to IASIS and to his own high aims for literary competence in his students 

have enabled many hundreds of them to make those discoveries anew, and thus to develop not 
onfy competence, but character, culture, and ethics. 

It gives me great pleasure to present the first TASIS Master Teacher Award to Max Peter Page. 

Iynn E Aeschliman, 
Executive Director, The TASIS schools 

Presented at the Senior Banquet at TASIS The American School in England 011 June 6, 2003. 



'DONORS TO THE 'MASTER TEACHER 

AWARD FOR 'MAX 'PAGE 

Andrew Bartels (TASIS England, 1979) {See tribute under "1979") 

chuck Burkert (TASIS Switzerland, 1972) 

Kerry Carnahan ( TASIS England, 1984) 

[Kerry's generous donation included this note: "Best wishes to Mr. Page. He 
made a real difference to me and to so many others. Thanks to him for 
showing me real academic challenge."] 

The Fatum Family, includingformer colleague Barb and alumnae Elizabeth (TASIS 
England 1999) and Michael (2003) [See tribute from Beth under"1999"} 

Dorry Kenyon (TASIS Switzerland, 1974) {See tribute under "1974") 

Betsy Mt1ler (TASIS England, 1982) 

Bachar Samawi (TASIS England, 1983) 

{Bachar's generous donation included this note: "I certainly believe that 
TASIS has played a major role in my success, and that's primarily due to some 
of the highly dedicated teachers who instructtd me, such as Mr. Page. 11] 

Donald Schriber (TASIS Switzerland, 1970) {See tribute under "1970"] 

Kristen Jackson Seymour (TASIS England, 1982) {See tribute under" 1982 J)J 

Christina Sorak formerly Tina Bostick (TASIS England, 1986) 

David Sullivan (TASIS England, 1987) {See tribute under "1987'') 

r/ze TASIS Foundation 

The Twining Family, parents of Jim (TASIS England, 1998 ), Nick ( 1999 ), and Elizabeth 
(2005) 

Katherine Walsh (TASIS England, 1992) [See tribute under "1992 JJJ 

r/ze Wicks Family, parents of Robert (TASIS England, 1999), Michael (2000), 
and Catherine ( 2007) Wicks. [See tribute from Michael under "zooo" J 

l'atricia]ohnson Williams (TASIS England, 1985) 
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The educational ideal is the good man speaking well. 
- Quintilian (3 5-100 A.D.), De lnstitutione Oratoria

cfo 

JiHE Goov MAN SPEAKING WELL is an apt title for this book of tributes to a good man
who has always tried to seet speak, and defend the true and the good. Though we are often 
embarrassed nowadays by the very language of virtue, it has to be said that Max Peter Page 
has had an exemplary career as a person of high principles, standards, and integrity; he is a 
man who has dedicated his life to passing on the great tradition of the literary canon of Western 
Civilization to generations of young people and to making them �ctive participants in the 
continuation and vitality of that civilization by improving their powers of discrimination, 
appreciation, speech, and writing. It is a humbling and edifying experience to read these 
tributes to a true Master Teacher, to get a glimpse of how deeply Max has touched and shaped 
the lives of so many of his students over three and a half decades. Max has been dogged in his 
own pursuit of the good and in his dedication to inductingyoungpeople into the great legacy of 
t lie best that has been written and expressed in prose and poetry in the English language. Max 
has fought a noble fight against many of the idiocies,fads, and follies of the last half-century, 
yet Ire has been modest enough not to pretend to be above the fray. Surely he has sometimes 
been coefused, disappointed, discouraged, and even battered by the arduous tasks of teaching 
in the 'values'.field of language use and literary study. But Max has armed his students with 
the ballast to survive stormy seas and rough nights and to sail by bright stars and good charts, 
110t by passing moods and fashions. 

On behalf of all of his thousands of students and of the two fine TASIS institutions that 
lie has been instrumental in helping to shape, guide, and elevate for thirty-five years, I wish 
to express trry deepest gratitude to Max Peter Page, a Master Teacher. May God bless you 
always, Max! 
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Editor
)

s Note 

It has been a great pleasure to edit these tributes to Max Page, and it is indeed 

a tribute in itself that the writings by Max's former students required little editing. 

The inspiration, content and production of this collection owe a great deal to Lynn 

and Michael Aeschliman, Sarah Di Lenardo and Clive Ungless. As editor, I take 

the blame for anomalies which have survived my attempts to standardiz:! spelling, 

punctuation and format. I also fleshed out abbreviations in one post-card, prefaced 

some items where it seemed useful, and excised some surplus salutations, but retained 

all information on addresses. The order is chronological by graduating class-year, 

though I have interspersed, in like fashion, a number of tributes which some of 

Max's colleagues wrote especially for this volume or in a previous compilation. 

The literary quotations were selected by Michael Aeschliman, who also wrote the 

':Afterword." 

The admiration, respect, gratitude and love which pour from these tributes 

clearly reflect the same qualities which Max has lavished (in his own inimitable 

way) on his students and colleagues through four decades, and I can merely echo 

what many others have quoted from Max's beloved KING LEAR: "Nothing comes 

from Nothing." 

- Dr.James Lander
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American headmaster: certain I (we) would come and go. And I had my own goals tried by 

your idiosyncrasies. But mostry, you know, we jelled, you and I, and somehow together (in 

England, anyway, where we had true mountains to climb) we but1t an absolutery marvelous 

school. Well, we helped build it, anyway. 

And I believe we built it on integrity, I hope some of mine, but certainry a lot of yours (yes, 

others played their roles, too, but I am not writing about them). For I could always count on 

you for integrity in absolutery everything you did, even when I found myself irritated: you 
were a constant, a rock. I have always, ALWAYs, appreciated that, during those years, and since, 

just as your students appreciated it then and since. 

My years with TASIS, while far fewer than yours, are absolutery vivid, even now 20 years 

after I left Thorpe, and they are the clear high points of my school career, and in many ways, 

my life. When I play tapes from those years through my head, a cast of characters passes by, 

key players in the drama. I see you there, Max: taciturn, grumpy at times, back turned in 

faculty meetings as you contemplate some far-qff ideal that this young headmaster could not 

possibry see, somewhere way out there over the lake, warmingyour hands over the radiator in 

the lfbrary in Hadsall House, or presiding over the seminar table in the Thorpe Place Salon, 

eyes flashing in class as you tried to whet young and wandering minds, or standing up for 

personal values and standards in Governing Board meetings. Ah, there are many scenes, more 

than this short reminiscence can present. 

And they all remind me of integrity. 

You gave me a book once, Max. Remember? It was called ANCHOR. AND Horr. Well, I have

not always been the anchor, but the metaphor was hardry lost on me. Now, it's my turn. I am 

sending you a book, STORIES OF THE Couui;r ro TEACH. Sam Intrator, the book's editor, a 

Professor of Education at Smith College, and a friend of mine, writes this in his Introduction, 

quoting his own schoolteacherjather: 

"Wea better figure out how to get good people into our classrooms and then figure out how 

to keep them fresh and alive. We don't recognize how hard teaching is on the spirit. We think 

it's about little techniques and tricks, but techniques onry take you so far. We need teachers who 

care about kids, who care about what they teach, and who can connect with their students. On 
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top of that, they need to have faith in the importance of their work. Keeping that faith over 

time hasn't been easy for me." 

And I imagine that keeping that faith over time has not been easy for you, Max. But it is 
to your credit that you have, and it is to the benefit of hundreds of minds, young and older, 
that you have. 

Thank you for being you. 

1vf}' warmest greetings and respect, and indeed my love, to you and Marcia. 

1970 

'LAURA 'K. SNOOK 

Peter W Stevens 
270 s. shelbttrne Rd. 

Shelburne, MA 01370

413-625-9906 

[pwstevens@juno.com J 

f was one of the fortunate students who took AP English from Max Page. My continuing 

appreciation of Shakespeare, T.S. Eliot, Dylan Thomas - all literature, in fact- is imbued with 
the experiences of Mr. Pages class. Max Page guided my .first journeys into literary analysis, 
thus enhancing all my subsequent reading, and attendance at plays. I came to appreciate the 
aesthetic of the sound of the words of poetry through his reading aloud of this great literature 
- and having us do the same. I will never forget how he encouraged one shy student to read
aloud by promising he'd stand on his head if she did. she did - and he did! I still remember
some of the wonde,ful passages from Shakespeare plays that I memorized in preparation for
a classroom session where each of us spent half an hour or so writing ,from memory, literary
passages we had each chosen from the works we were studying.

I remember, too, how he pushed us to express ourselves through the written word - literally. 
He had us write our essays in longhand, and then critiqued not only our use of the language, 
but our writing of it - not because he was concerned about our penmanship, but because he 
wanted us to pay attention to the way our writing revealed how we felt about our own ideas. 
He considered small, neat, tentative handwriting to reveal a lack of cotifidence, and encouraged 
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brought this art and these artists to life through his readings. He was able to motivate and lead 

us through the"noise" of being teenagers. On reflection, that was a tremendous undertaking 

since he served the role of resident adult as well as teacher. He showed me the music of"The 

Love Song of). Alfred Prefrock" and to this day, 34 years later, I can still recite most of this 

poem. Max got through to me and I am a better person as a result. 

Max Page, I hope you feel the same way about your career as I do in my short time as your 

student. You are a wonde,fol and gifted educator. You have mastered the art of education and 

that may be the greatest art of all. I wish you the best. 

L_ 

14 

Don Schriber 
Vice President, GWES - South

Earth Tech Atlanta 

[ don.schriber@earthtech.com] 

Max trnching in Lugano, circa 197 1 



1971 

'EVELYN gusTAFSSON 

Ji'here are three teachers whose names remain with me: Akbar Khan, Bob Wilson and

Max Page. The others are also remembered for their quirks or teaching habits but not their 

11ames. 

Beyond every doubt, Max Page - in my senior year at TASIS Vezia 1970-1971 - made a 

lasting impression. Natural!),, at that time his strictness was not appreciated; however, it served 

to prepare one's future ( at least mine) in some way or other. Thanks to him, I was awarded 

I he Prize for Excellence in British Literature at Graduation in 1971. That came as a complete 
.it1rprise to me. Maybe his comment in my notebook should have given me a hint:''precise, 

concise./)Believe it or not, I kept my notes from that year. 

My very best wishes go to Max Page - relax, enjoy your retirement no matter what your 

hobbies are. You will be busier retired than when employed. Take care ef your health. Allow 

your wife and family, and friends, to take care ef you. 

CINDY 'ENG ISCH 'LISNER 

Evelyn Gustefsson 
[ erg3214@bluewin.ch J 

f was in Max Page's English class during 1970-71for my senior year in Vezia, Switzerland. 

The notes I took in class, religiously recopied during study hall in rapidograph pen and 

complete with minute illustrations,followed so closely what he said in class that he asked me 

to photocopy them for future reference. unfortunately, in my wanderings from continent to 

continent these notes have long since disappeared, but perhaps Mr. Page still has them in his 

personal archives from about 30 years ago! 

I will never forget his brilliant explanations of texts rangingfrom John Donne to 
Shakespeare's TEMPEST and T.S. Eliot's WAm LAND. He absolutely captured the magic and 

the incredible richness of the English language through British Literature. His classes remain 
part of the best memories I have of TASIS. Thank you MPP! 

The year I graduated, we dedicated our yearbook to him. See the excellent photograph of 

him with the umbrella! 
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Cindy Engisch Lisner 
[ cindy.lisner@laposte.net] 



'NANCY 'HUBBARD CARTY 

Dear Mr. Page. 

f have recently heard through various TASIS connections that you will retire this year in 
June. I wanted to take this opportunity as a former student of yours to thank you for all your 
wonderful years of service to TASIS and your tireless dedication to the teaching prefession. 

I am sure you have had several thousand students by now, so allow me to properly introduce 
myself. In my former life, I was Nancy Lee Hubbard and I attended TASIS Switzerland from 
1969-1971. I was fortunate to have you as my senior English professor for a comprehensive 
survey if British literature in 1970-1971.

I must tell you that I loved your class, and I appreciated the structure that you taught us as 
integral to the writing process. Writing is after all a tremendous discipline, and your words 
and your actions reflected the care and attention we needed to take in attempting to craft our 
personal thoughts in writing and speaking the English language. 

I have always been aware ef the fact that I am a writer ef average abilities. I do, however, 
et9oy writing and the talents I now possess are largely due to your efforts. In college I took 
a number of English literature classes, but the one year under your tutelage had the greatest 
impact on me. 

I have many fond memories ef you as a teacher, but one memory in particular stands alone. 
I recall that we had moved to St. Moritz for the winter term, and our classroom was located on 
the second floor of the Hotel Laudinella. I remember this particular day because you d1ose to 
read to us towards the end of the class. ( I regret that I cannot recall the specijic author. It may 
have been a sonnet written by John Donne.) I remember that you began to read aloud, and 
within a Jew minutes I was very aware of how deeply moved you were by the author's words. 
In fact you became so overwhelmed with emotion that you simply stopped reading, glanced 
up, and then quietly left the room. 

The class sat quietly there for a good five minutes, as we were in utter amazement. You 
could have heard a pin drop. A short time passed, and we simultaneously realized that you 
were not going to return that day, and so we quietly gathered up our cumbersome blue book 
bags and left the room. 
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what I want to convey in recounting this seeming!), small moment, is that it was this 

r\/1Crience that helped me to understand the capacity of words to move the human spirit. 

t1111cnd of the characters in the play experiencing the emotion, I saw how you were part of 

I /,11 I world on the page. Alljall term, you had cited numerous examples from Shakespeare and 

I )1111te's INFERNO to help illustrate to us how literature grappled with all the great themes of 

/if. Ljound myself wishing that I too could somehow connect with the words on the page and 

11•is/,ed that my life experience at eighteen could be fuller and wiser so that I might be able to 

8r11sp the full significance of what I was reading each day. 

I too am older now and have had more lessons of life from which to draw upon. When I read 
,, J;mtiliar passage of many of the great classics I have studied, 1 appreciate and am continual!), 

,1111azed by the words I read. I want to thank you for giving me this lifelong appreciation of 

literature. I am also convinced that many of your former students feel as I do. 

The senior English exam that you gave to my class in 1971 in Lugano dealt with the life 

1vork of T.S. Eliot. I am the individual who misspelled the author's last name throughout 

1/,e entire exam. (Perhaps this will jog your memory of me.) Your closing comment to me 

was :"It is spelled ELIOT, one T !" These words of wisdom were followed by :"Shape your 

sentences, and use a thesaurus when you write," with the familiar signature, Max Peter Page. 

Your parting words have served me well. To this day, I use a dictionary and I try to take care 

in crefting my words. 

In closing, I would like to add that I chose to go into the teaching projession. I am now in my 

twenty-second year of teaching Visual Art Studio and Art History to high school students in 

Raleigh, North Carolina. You should know that your standard of excellence in the classroom 

is a very dif.fiwlt act to follow. 

I wish you all the best as you begin your new journey. May �od be with you. You have my 

very best wishes and congratulations on a job well done. I will certain!), be with you in spirit 

on your upcomingfarewell celebration. 

Most sincere!),, 
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Nancy Hubbard Carty 
[ ncarty@mindspring.com] 







1972 

'D.A'RCY 'PO'W'E'RS 

Max Page was my mentor when I attended TASIS from 1969-1972 and to this day he 

remains my personal inspiration as an English prefessor, as a human being, and as a friend. 

Meeting Mt: Page when I did, when I was a teenager - naive, vain, ignorant, opinionated, 

etc. - was saving grace. 

His formality, decorum, protocol, prefessionalism, and encyclopedic knowledge didn't scare 

me. These very real attributes of Max Page were not a mask of any kind, so they did not obscure 
any of his other equally genuine qualities: his sensitivity, humor, and understanding. 

He is a rare man, and he has my abiding love and respect. And gratitude,for being such a 

fine example of what one can do with a mind and heart. 

With faith and dedication. 

(Max, please forgive the fragments, but sometimes I think they emphasize.) 

'DAN GRESSETT 

And so now, I shift my mystic silent stare 

From majestic swirls of art Van Gogh 

To lecture hall and walls of chalk glazed board, 

For then, I was too young to know. 

"what unstudied lesson does a story teach us? 

Only that of which the mute will speak." 

From his pulpit still he teaches 

From measured time that teaspoons leak. 

20 
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And so now I, the voice of many, sing out and hope 
To touch the soul of Pope, 
"The whole page and nothing but the page" 

So help me God! 

I was awed by the man, humming a tune 
He was readingfrom a sheet of music. 

I began my recital and stumbled. 
I stopped and asked if I could begin again. 
A nod to do so and efterward,"well done," 
I received from this man. 

I received from this man. 

SUSAN GURNEY 

Dan Gressett 
3708 Tanner 

Midland, TX 79703 

'IN TRIBUTE TO 'MAX 'PAGE,'MASTER TEACHER 

p-Eaving had the good fortune to be one of Mr. Pages students, writing an essay in tribute 
to him as a teacher is on� fitting, and should be easy work for those of us who wrote for him 
i11 class. 

The first time I met Max Page I was sixteen. It was my first time away from home, and I
1vas to spend one year in Vezia. We had been asked to read poems by Marlowe and Donne, 
1111d I sat before him in the expectation that I would be able to answer any question he might 
ask about the assignment. I do not remember what he asked, nor what I, in my eagerness to 
respond, said when he called upon me. I do remember his response: 

"Miss Gurney,"he said, with that unique and startling combination of sternness, humor, 
8wtleness and irony,"how many times have you read this poem of Donnes?'' 
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"Twice,"I replied, honestly, not yet understanding. 
11Twice,"he repeated. His look spoke volumes, more than any insertion of the world''only" 

could ever have done. He may have coughed, I think, slightly, in order not to smile. 

That Christmas, he designated me as one to read from the Bible for the holiday service. "But 
I am a Jewish atheist,"I proclaimed. 

"of course you are," he said, politely. 

I read, I thinkJrom Co1UNTHIANS - II or III - even atheists can know humility in the face 
of understanding. 

I can remember listening to him read to us from Milton's "Paradise Lost," standing as we 
sat before him in the classroom, that light-filled spring of the year when he first came to know 
the young art history teacher who was to be his wife. And there were times that year when it 
was I who was lost, and he noticed, and gave a word of encouragement. 

I realize that writing this will not begin to do justice to that experience, or to many other 
ways, within and without the classroom, in which he brought his humanity to us. So perhaps 
this is not so simple: because there are so many memories, and reasons, and because I am not 
quite as young. But I can be deeply grateful, and I can say thank you - and I can go re.ad John 
Donne again. 

'ERIC OLIVER 

Susan Gurney 
[sgurney@nyc.rr.com] 

j was one of Mr. Page's AP English students in 1971-72. For some of us, those years brought 
a sometimes bizarre mix of draft lottery anxieties, sudden and eager (if well-cushioned) 
independence, eary cynicism, and only a vague appreciation of history's or literature's parts 
in our lives. 

Though my grades were pretty high, as was my interest in the lessons, it's safe to say I was 
among Max's "problem pupils." This was no doubt made even more challengingfor him as 
he was my advisor as well. while the wake left by my "youthful indiscretions" was really not 
all that wide or deep, my IASIS passage was not free of difficulty. In my yearbook, Mr. Page, 
with typical, pointed economy, suggested that some of my more distressing escapades could 
prove ultimately valuable. He wrote, PER ARDUA, Av ASTRA. For me, every recollection of 
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Shakespeare or the synoptic gospels down in the dungeons in Lugano is also accompanied by 
Max's voice intoning Ezra Pound or T.S. Eliot. 

Max once told us that it was very easy to get started in writing. "simply write a thousand 
words a day, on any subject, and in 90 days you will be ready to begin learning to write."While 
nry primary work involves consulting with attorneys in a sometimes Sisyphean task efhelping 
them get along with, and perhaps persuade, regular human beings, I did end up doing a little 
writing. Max features in the acknowledgments ef both books I 've had published, and will 
again in the one due out later this year. My writing has even appeared in a couple ef the most 
read legal journals in the country, despite the fact that I am not a lawyer. 

I spent last week lecturing a cadre ef trial lawyers at Harvard Law school, a place I had 
serious doubts I'd ever even visit back when Mr. Page was assuring me he fully expected I 
could rise to whatever challenges life presented. So far, he was quite correct, though I'm sure 
he knew I had my doubts as he said it. 

1973 

'.MELITTA JALKANEN 

Eric oliver 
Metasystems, Ltd. 

42015 Ford Rd. #224 
Canton, MI 48187 

[ MetaSystEO@aol.com] 

jfhe people of my province in Eastern Finland have a reputation of big-mouthed 
untrustworthiness. The saying is that when someone from Savo speaks, the responsibility for 
the statement is the listener's. In this case, however, I will try to be straightforward. And I take 

full responsibility for what I'm saying,for the facts AND for the way I'm stating them. The 
latter is important as my poor English and lack ef style could be construed as weaknesses in 
the education I received from my English teacher, Mr Page. 

There are two proofs to the contrary. Until the age ef eleven I lived in a totally Finnish­
speaking environment, home and school. It is not impossible,even that late, to acquire a native­
speaker proficiency, if one is a hard worker. I wasn't.As to style:my secondary school experience 
with Mr Page transmitted enough ef a passion for language for me to study languages at 
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Yet I think the greatest gift you gave me was an appreciation for Christian faith expressed in 
/'11glish literature. You challenged us to think of the spiritual dimensions of life in the literature 
,vi: studied. You introduced me, as a young believer, to John Donnes holy sonnets. How often 
/,ave I wished, in my own deepening walk with Christ, that the words of his 14th sonnet,first 
rxplained to me by you, would express my own deepest longings:"Take me to You, imprison me, 
Ji1r I, exceptYou enthrall me, never shall be free, nor ever chaste, exceptYou ravish me."And I
1/,i11k of you every Christmas as we read Eliots JouRNEY oF THE MAGI, which you first opened 
11/J for me. Finally, as I serve as an elder in a Presbyterian church, I remember the example of 
vo11r service in the little Anglican church in Lugano, reading Scripture or the homily. 

My life has been blessed by you, Mr. Page, by word and example. My silence these many 
)lt'ars is no reflection of how often I've thought of you with gratitude. May you be encouraged 
,1.iyou begin your retirement by the legacy you have built. 

And now I trust that you and your wife will find rich blessings in your retirement. 
Sincerely, 

'ROUBIK AFTANDILIANS 

Dorry M. Kenyon 
[dmkenyon@earthlink.net] 

[In a preface to his tribute, Roubik asked the editor to pass along his best wishes 
and also let Mr Page "know that my twelve-year-old daughter, Natasha, won 
her school's Spelling Bee Championship last week.") 

Is this a dagger which I see before me, 
The handle towards my hand? 
Come, let me clutch thee. 

JJf.fter thirty years these words are still in my memory, and Mr. Pages face in my mind. It 
�vas a pleasure and an honor to be in Mr. Pages classroom. 

As an Iranian Armenian student I came to TASIS Lugano from England in September 
ti

f 1973, The English class that I had with Mr. Page was the most difficult as well as the most 
111emorable one. I remember the mixed feelings of anxiety and excitement before each class. 
Anxiety with respect to the subject and excitement about being in a classroom with Mr. Page. 
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I had a tremendous respectjor my teacher. I learned from Mr. Page the value ef havingpassion 

for a sul?f ect and the seriousness with which one should approach challenges in academics as 
well as life. 

I graduated from TASIS Lugano in 1974 and went on to receive a Bachelor's degree in 
Architecture from Syracuse University in 1979, and, in 1981, a Master's degree in Architecture 
and Urban Design from Harvard University. 

Throughout my academic life English literature was never my strongest sul?f ect; however, 
the lessons learned from my English teacher at TASIS are still with me to this day. I thank 

Mr. Page for this. 

1975 

MARTHA 'FREUND 'BRADSHAW 

Roubik lftandilians 
1342 Doverwood Drive 

Glendale, CA 91207 

[RoubikA@aol.com] 

/foJ writing may not be up to Mr. Pages standards, but I'm certainly not going to let that
stop me from sending a message. So, here goes! 

Maxwell Peter Page was a new concept of English teacher for a girl straight out if eleven 

years if Texas public schools. Our small class ef six or seven students also included Jon Goerner, 
who would carry on conversations with Mr. Page that most if us could barely follow. However, 

just being exposed to the literature if Mr. Page's choice, and the caliber of students in my class, 
made us all much more aware if English as an art form rather than just a language. 

I don't remember Kmc:; LEAR as much as some ef the poems we memorized.John Milton's 
PARADISE Losr comes to mind immediately. The memories are so tangled together though, I

have to mention that my exposure to new things that year was no more than Mr. Page's. He 

became a father, and a very proud one at that. I still remember his confounded delight. 

It's true that we were expected to work very hard, which I had never done. That experience 
alone taught me a great deal, and probably prepared me more for college than the actual English 
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lessons we were learning. Once you know you can study and accomplish something, you're 
much more likely to do it again. I'm currently erefoying discussions and readings at our church 
of Dante's INFERNO, which issomewhat due to my''earry" exposure to this type of discussion. 

So, I remember him well, I wish him all the best in his retirement, and I would especially 
like to thank him for not dismissing us heathens who knew basically nothing! 

Thank you Mr. Page, and God bless you. 

'HOPE STEVENS 

Dear Max, 

Martha Freund Bradshaw 
3802 Bonnell Drive 

Austin, Texas 78731 

[ mandmbradslraw@earthlink.net J 

ifongratulations! TASIS and generations ef graduates are certainly richer because ef your 
passionate instruction! I had dinner with one last night, in fact, and she too will be writing 
you at some point. 

As a colleague rather than student, our paths crossed in dif.ferent ways. Although not 
1·11ough older than me to justify it, you seemed fierce, determined, absolutely positive ef what 
yoll said. There was a dignity and a remoteness that seemed to hold me at bay. There were 
also illuminations into your soul: your love of rainy days, your passion for gardening, the 
lwge soft spots for your children and Marcia.And then one day a book arrived, ANCHOR AND 

HOPE. I read it avidly. I wanted to know wiry you gave that to us. 1 found regular life, people 
with passions, social history and insight into part of England. And so, I recognized that your 
h1tentions were generous, that you were willing to let go of a little remoteness. I etyoyed our 
conversations much more than that. 

What I really learned was more about myself.And that is why I think you have been a great 
teacher! Thanks for the lessons. 

Enjoy your daysnon-structured by lessons, adolescents and corrections! I can't imagine that 
you won't become passionately involved in matry other things with this new Jreedom." And, 
whatever it is, it will be improved by your involvement. 
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{Andy added that she also had the good fort1me to study Art History with 
Marcia Page, and, since she lives locally, she asked that her telephone number 
be passed along to the Pages so that they might call on her if ever they needed 
"atry help with anything."] 

( Doc, . . . thanks for the chance to say "thanks" . . .  ) 

1979 

ANDY 'BARTELS 

Andrea (Andy) Hall 
[ andreal1all@compuserve.com J 

{When submitting this, Andy apologi�d to the editor for its length and urged 
him to reduce it as he thought fit. The editor thought fit not to remove a word. 
A11dy accompanied this tribute with a generous donation to the Master Teacher 
Award for Max Page.) 

Jihe weather was sultry. All the gardens visible from our AP English room drowsed in the 
heat. Some of us drowsed in our red leather high-backed chairs, as aware of Mr. Pages lecture 
on CYRANO DE BERGERAC as were the brass buttons adorning our seats. Unlike some of his 
lectures,for this one he had not stood on his chair, thrusting downwards with his long hands, 
his gangly frame pumping up and down at the knees, elbows, ankles,shoulders. On this day he 
was striding slowly up and down beside the windows, ignoring the view, seeming to ignore us. 
He spoke to the floor, intent on Christian a11d cyrano, their painful love for one another and 

for Roxanne. He'd unbuttoned his vest, showing a tie knotted unevenly so the broad half was 
only a few inches long and the skinny bit flowing down past his belt. He'd dug his fingers into 
his vest pockets. He spoke softly, but in the rolling cant of a high-church cleric. 

Somebody yawned just a little too loud.Mr. Page stopped. He turned towards us, rocking onto 
the balls of his feet, his lank black hair falling over one eye."You think this has no importance, 
this old story. But you're wrong, and you're too yo11ng and too soft to know you're wrong. 
Someday you'll be without 111011ey, the window will be broken, cold wind and rain will be 
coming in, you'll be cradlingyour baby who is sick and crying and its cold and you have no 
money for medicine and no money for heat, and you'll be lost ."He cradled a baby in his arms, 
his grief filled the room."You'll be lost so terribly you cannot begin to understand it now. You'll 
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be lost, unless you have this story. Then you'll remember Cyrano, his curse of a face, his loves, 

his white plume,his panache.And perhaps you'll.find a way to save that baby, to save yourse!f.11 

He regarded us silently, black hair hanging over an obsidian eye. He ef.fered any of us who 
thought the lesson a waste of our valuable time the chance to leave. 

I've been in that high-backed, red leather chair ever since. Mr. Page told me once I was 

"becoming a discriminating user of words.11 The fact that I was "becoming" has been of the 

greatest importance to me. It has meant I could pick up a pen (or keyboard), and try to 

become a bit better with words in the name of a good cause. "Becoming" has encouraged me 
to try writing a grant establishing a two-county program using proven methods to keep "at 

risk"youth off drugs and away from criminal activity. It has encouraged me to try writing 

a grant setting up a crisis line for teens stcffed by teens who have received extensive training 
and mentoring. It has encouraged me to try writing a grant to bring professional folklorists 

to our state to research and present the work of folk artists who have since been recognized as 
"national treasures." It has encouraged me to write a grant setting up cotiferences where "at 

risk11 youth can speak as equals directly to counselors, prospective employers and educators 
who have the ieformation and tools to help these young people turn their lives around. One 

of these students now has a college degree and a family. Another succesifully negotiated with 
the courts to let him serve his time in school and in the National Guard. I have gotten credit 

for these adventures with using words. Mr. Page should get credit too. 

When I've tried to express my lovefor my wife, when our 12-year-old adopted son succumbed 

to crippling mental illness, when our daughter had awful colic as a new-born and 1rry wife 

was so exhausted from giving birth that it fell to me to comfort that tiny child whose pain I 
could not relieve, I have held on to cyrano's arm. As a prefessional storyteller faced with a 
family in mourningfor a son who'd committed suicide, with a thousand elementary school 

students who love to write, with a congregation covenanting with their new minister, with 

a labor union wanting their anger given a voice, I've tried using words i11 a way that bring 
out the meaning in life's wrenching as mud, as in its beautiful moments. Staying in that red 
leather chair for me means trying to write to life's standards. 

With a score ef hats impaled on his sword, with Christian and Roxanne as his friends 

and loves, cyrano has repeatedly urged me to take up my life's challenges through words. He 
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always agree with decisions made by various administrative groups, he always supported 

them publicfy. Max's"challenges"to various proposals usually ensured that our administrative 
team considered d!fferent viewpoints and frequentfy resulted in wiser decisions. In short, Max 
made our administrative team stronger by ensuring that we consider all aspects of an issue 

particularfy the human aspect (i.e., How might our decision effect adversely teachers, stqff 

parents, and students?) 

Although Max was eften viewed as one of the school's toughest teachers, he also was the 
Upper School teacher who was most highly regarded by his former students and who was 

most requested by parents. whenever alumni returned to campus, they always sought out 
Mr. Page to let him know how well he had prepared them for college and to thank him. Most 
of the students in Max's advanced placement English classes scored"/' or "5 " ( the top grades) 

on the year-end AP Examination. Because Max believed that students needed to start their 
study of English on a strong note, he also taught English to many of the school's ninth-grade 
students. if his schedule permitted, Max also taught Latin. 

Max's accomplishments as Dean of Faculty were, perhaps, among his most important. 
Although this role never seemed to have a clear"ly defined job description, Max found numerous 

ways to make the position fit the school's changing needs throughout the years. Max supported 

many teachers both personally and professionally. Max also helped to form and to lead the 
school's Faculty Salary/Benefits Committee - a committee that achieved many successes. In 

addition to improved salaries and benefits, the committee also secured more time and money 
for professional development. Max also helped to develop evaluation instruments for both 

teachers and administrators. 

Through !tis words (both written and spoken) Max frequently inspired the members of 
the TASIS community. I always lookedforward to the occasions when Max would address 

various TASIS constituencies. I also can recall many occasions when Max"saved the day"by 
sayingjust the right thing at just the right time. 

After working with Max for seventeen years, it seems strange to be in a situation where I do 
not have the benefit of his sound advice. TASIS has been very fortunate to have the services of a 
man as dedicated, loyal and talented as Max. I also was fortunate to have had the opportunity 

to work with him for so many years. 
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SHARON CREECH 'RIGG 

{Sharon served with great distinction as a teacher of English at TASIS 
England and TASIS Switz:§rland and has since become a best-selling and 
award-winning author.] 

Dear, dear Max: 

Jlf lthough I hope that you already know much of what I am about to say, I would like to
take this opportunity to add to the tributes which will be showered on you this year, as you 
prepare to leave the school to which you have not only devoted so much of your life, but also 
which you, in large part, shaped. 

It was my great honor and privilege to work with you for so many years. You are the ultimate 
Master Teacher, from whom I learned so much about teaching,students, education, literature, 
life and integrity. Although our teaching styles were different, it is a testimony to your skill 
that my style could thrive alongside yours. I appreciated that you always kept the"bar"high, 
and that you remained the voice of reason and stability and integrity amid the chaos that is 
this unusual school, that we both have loved so much. 

I have valued your knowledge, your honesty, your wit, your compassion. Lyle and I will 

always look fondly on our time with you and Marcia, and we are both gratefulfor the chance 
to know you both and to call you our friends. 

We have much to thank you for, Max. We send you love and all good wishes as you take 
leave of this school which has Max Page built into its very walls. 

Yours, with admiration, 
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Sharon Creech Rigg 
TASIS England 1979-1982 

TASIS Switzerla11d 1982-1984 
TASIS England 1984-1998 

[SRigg37889@aol.com] 























JOCELYN JUNKER 'HSU 

fast week, I bundled my five-week-old daughter into her stroller and took cff on a walk 
with my three-and-a-half-year-old son in tow.Just one block into the walk, I was thrilled 
to see a yellow-striped purple crocus flower. This flower has been the first to bloom in my 
Northern Virginia neighborhood each of the past three springs. It sits strangely on its own 
in the shadow of a huge old oak tree. Many people would overlook it, but to me that flower is 
the harbinger of warmer weather and the many colo,juljlowers that will brighten my world 
until next fall. I look forward to seeing that simple little flower and the excitement bubbles up 
inside of me like a brook ove,jlowing with water from the melting snow. 

I think this must be how Max Page feels each year when it is time for his students to read 
KING LEAR.Just as I cried out this week, "Look, Ethan - the first flower has bloomed!" so 
has Mr. Page, in a sense, cried outjor the past 35 years,"Listen,students, to this incredible story, 
these powe,jul words!" And just as my son ran to the flower to smell it and wanted to pick it 
for me, so Mr. Pages students have embraced the story and reveled in his readings. 

It is quite telling that in my little bookcase in my home office the only books from my high 
school career are KING LEAR, A PoRTRAIT OF THE ARTIST AS A YouNG MAN, and DoWN 
AND Our IN PARIS AND LONDON - three books I read in Mr. Pages class - along with 
SmDHARTHA and my French book.Although I have to admit I've only thrown cursory glances 
at these books since my graduation, the fact that I have kept them in my small collection efter 
many moves and many cleaning.frenzies just goes to show what an impact those books ( and 
their teachers) had on me. 

Max Page indeed has a passion for literature that he has graciously shared with his many 
students over the years. I feel incredibly lucky to be among the students who were fortunate 
enough to sit with him around the old wooden tables in the salon at TASIS England. Thanks 
to Mr. Pages strong teaching, I scored a 5 on my AP English exam and landed in an Honors 
English class filled with seniors in my very first semester of college. After a few weeks of class, 
my professor was quite surprised when she learned that I was a freshman and told me that I
had been very well prepared for her class. 
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1990 

SARAH 'K.CHALMERS 

f kept hearing about Mr. Pages AP English class: how"hard" it was, how his favorite thing 

was reading LEAR out loud, how he wore the same suit every day. . . I was in Mrs. Riggs 
pre-AP class my junior year and my senior friends in Mr. Pages class would moan over their 
reading and writing assignments. For some reason, I had to take this class! 

The.first thing we were handed was an AP English practice test. The next day two or three 

of us were called in as a little group to find out we had scored a 2 or below. Mr. Page said that 
we were welcome to stay in his class, but we were not likely to score highly on the final. We 
were given unt11 the next class to think this through. 

I knew my academic skills were not exceptional, certainry not compared to the others in the 
class. I knew already that I was an actor, and I was not over(y concerned with the grade so 
much as what I could learn. I wanted to study Shakespeare with Mr. Page.And even though, 

or perhaps because, I was scared of him, I presented myself at the next class. 

None of my fellow low-scorers were in attendance. Mr. Page began class by addressing 

me. "so you've decided to stay?'' he asked. I assented mutely, my cheeks burning with the 

embarrassment off eeling singled out as the dolt of the class."We shall see . . .  "he said ominousry. 
I hated him that day. 

I worked harder than I ever had. I had assignments done, even if I had to stay up half the 
night reading James Joyce and understanding half of it. On the day a reading was due, Mr. 

Page would look in our books to make sure we had made notes on every assigned page. Anyone 

who had not completed their reading was sent to the library and didn't get to work out with 
the group what it all meant. And I will always have a special love for LEAR. Mr. Page took 
care over every word, every speech and scene. I learned how to read this language I now make 
my own on the stage. 

I am currently in a production of HAMLET at the Cornell University Theatre Department 

where I teach acting and pe,jorm with the students. One of the students is also a former student 
of Mr. Page, Craig Vivino. So here we are poring over one last writing assign men� sharing 
stories, and our mutual love for him. 
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1991 

'HOLLY 'BETH 'BILLINGTON 

ieJore I came to TASIS England for my senior year of high schoot I absolutery hated 
English. I always did my reading- though none of it was as interesting as PoRTRAZT oF THE 
ARTIST As A YouNG MAN, THE BIRTHDAY PARTY or KING LEAR. When I first received the 
summer reading listjor AP English I nearry went apoplectic. ?vry mother, a retired teacher and 
administrator for the Hariford Public School System, on the other hand, was so impressed that 
she brought the syllabus to my local high school to show the head of the English Department 
and the chief Librarian just what their program was lacking and why exactry I decided to 
go abroad for my senior year. 

Mother got all of the books and of course, on pain of death, I read them.And lo and behold - I

found out that I loved Shakespeare, and Marlow, and Joyce, and Pinter and so many others. 
During my freshman year of college at Harvard, I took a class on the psychoanarysis of 

literary characters. I did my final project on Lear. That paper saved my grade and it is due 
in no small part to Mr. Page. Besides all of the wondeiful classes we spent on KING LEAR, 
Mr. Page was also kind enough to help me with my valedictory address. of course, I quoted 
Lears prayer in the storm - and of course it got not just smiles, but cheers,from many of my 
AP English classmates. I still have a copy of that speech on my wall today. My senior year at 
TASIS was trury the best year of my life. 

Years later, while a starving actor in Los Angeles, I joined a touring Shakespeare company 
called Kings & clowns - not out of desperation ( though paying rent was starting to get tricky), 
but because I loved the Bard ( even though it paid a lot less than extra work on movie sets). 
Besides getting to play such wondetful characters as Ariel in T HET EMPEST and Bianca in THE 
TA MING OF THE SHREW, I also got to play Lear himself in an avant-garde production in mask 
at the Stella Adler Theatre in Hol�wood. By that time I'd seen the Olivier,Sccifield and Holms 
versions, but all I could think of was Mr. Page. He had permitted me to read Goneril to his Lear 
in class. I on� wish that someone had had enough forethought to tape the petformance - I'm 
sure that not on� the fact that my voice had dropped to that of a hoarse tenor ( my singing 
teacher once told me that I sound like Bea Arthur with a cold), but that the director thought 
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also because of his genuine concern for the"whole person," a concern he extends to faculty 
members by giving practical guidance and open encouragement. In so many ways, Max has 
made IASIS the unique school it is today; it has been enriched by his presence and it will be 
diminished by the loss of his active participation in its life. 

1998 

'DENNIS '.MANNING 

Jeannie McNeilry 
TASIS England, 1993-1999 

{Dennis was headmaster at TA SIS England from 1999 to 2001.) 

fn my nearry twenty-five years in work in education, Max Page stands as an intellectual 
titan. More than once this green headmaster turned to Max for counsel and guidance; I relied 
on Max as the taproot of institutional knowledge, of the most highry-developed understanding 
of his colleagues, and of the nuances of IASIS life. 

I taught a senior English course in one of the seminar rooms, which was acijacent to Max s 

spiritual and pedagogical home - Seminar I - where Max taught his AP English classes. I
will never forget the first time Maxs stentorian voice drowned out my own as Max recited 
passages from his favorite play, shakespeares KING LEAR. lvry students and I simpry stopped 
our discussion and listened attentivery and clearry as Max"rambled on the heath," or"let the 
great Gods, I That keep this dreadful pudder o'er our heads,"hold forth. 

Max and I erdoyed several luncheon outings with Max insisting on driving in his Morris 
Minor estate. I remember so vividry the pride Max took in this splendid English car with 
its genuine wood panel siding and simplest of features. My wife Beth and I enjoyed our time 
with Max and Marcia entertaining us in their home and sharing with us the special treasure 
of his elegant English garden. 

What a rich intellectual life Max leads--the secret, I believe, to the passion and power 
he has brought to the classroom for nearry four decades. Whether delighting in his garden, 
persisting until mastering a Bach cello suite, or parsing a line from Donne, Max has a mind 
that simpry never tires. As Yeats asserts, his is a mind se!f-affrighting and self-delighting. 





class. I went on to write a mC9or paper about DR. F Ausms in college and to direct KING LEAR. 

I was amazed at how much I remembered about each from Mr. Page. They both seemed alive 
in my mind thanks to him. 

I am both glad and sad to hear the news of Mr. Pages retirement. He deserves a break after 
so many years of phenomenal teaching, but I know any student would be lucky to have him 
and he will be missed, I am sure, by future generations of TASIS seniors. I know I still miss 
his class. 

2000 

'MICHAEL 'WICKS 

Elizabeth Fatum 
[ efatum@abacus.bates.edu] 

{Michael accompanied this tribute with a generous donation to the Master 
Teacher Award for Max Page.) 

,cf{r. Page has always influenced me to strive for greatness in not only reading and writing 
rut also, most importantly, in life. English has always been one of my more difficult suljects 
but Mr. Page was always more than willing to assist me. I specijically remember his emphasis 
on poetry and the emotion he portrayed while reading some to the class. He always found a 
way to get through to his students and strived to make our learning experience as ieformative 
and comfortable as possible. Not only did I have Mr. Page as a teacher but as an advisor as 
well. He was always ready with an open ear to listen and to help. He made learning intriguing 
and enjoyable, which is hard to pull cff. His sense of humor and wisdom made going to class 
more of a privilege than an obligation. 

Mr. Page was definitely one of my teachers that I will never forget, and I will forever 
remember him as a caring,funny, and inspirational person. I feel very fortunate to have had 
Mr. Page as a teacher and as a friend. I wish Mr. Page and his family the best in the future 
and have no doubt that he will inspire everyone he meets in and out of the classroom. Thank 
you Mr. Page for being a great teacher and caringfriend. 
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the administrators, I mean the students, with their parents who chose us to help raise those 
children. 

You and I have been fortunate. I have seen so many schools (perhaps you have encountered 
some too) where owners, headmasters, teachers and students play out silly roles and are never 
themselves. To be personable and honest enough, diligent and friendly enough, caring and 
kind enough to be ones best self for others is surely the way to live. Let us not take up little, 
se!fish roles in life. 

TASIS is a rare school, a strange world indeed as many students and faculty who have left 
the school have told me. Marcia and I have never left and so I must believe those who write 
to me, because it is very hard to fully appreciate what life you are leading until you move on 
to another life-style. 

"Dear Mr. Page, 
I cannot believe that it has been 2 1 years since I lift 

TASIS! But I often think of my wondeiful times there 
and the people who touched my life - and you were one 
of those." 

This letter was.from Gina Tapper and written in 1992.In my study at home there is a large red 
box, disguised as a leather-bound novel with the title THE RuINs OF EtsINOR, a gift from dear 
Mrs. Fleming herself. This box is full of such letters, all money in the bank for my retirement! 
This does not contain the whole truth of our TASIS experiences of course ( a "rose-colored" 
box), but it is important to realize that these feelings of thanlifulness and gratitude and pleasure 
that we have when we recall our life atTASIS have been a mqjor injluencefor good in our lives, 
that many richnesses of that time remain in our hearts and injluence us still,for good. 

I have many letters which speak of this kind of feelingfrom many students, both from those 
who were"succesiful"in terms of grades and colleges and personal success and from just as many 
who jelt"unsuccesjul" whilst in school. Looking back it was good. In the box, amongst many, 
are letters from Lauren Maxwell,Jef.f Meyers, Tamar Farag, Laura Snook, Isabel Burr, Chris 
Smith,Jason and Brad Vopni, Allison Piercey, Darcy Powers, Stacie Steinberger, Ian Houston, 
the Berthiaumes, Richard Jensen, Ben Winteroth, a poem from Amelia Stone, a whole card of 
names from the '70-72 reunion at which former students recited from memory all the poems I 
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AFTERWORD 

"Experience Measured in Years": 
An Appreciation of Max Page 

by 
Michael D. Aeschliman, Ph.D. 

TASIS Foundation 

"Whether in art or life, submission and control 
are necessary: technique is the morality of art, just as 
morality is the technique of life." 

G. Wilson Knight 1 

.Since I have known Max Page for thirty-two years, it is tempting and would be both easy 
and pleasant to reminisce and perhaps tell some charming anecdotes about him, but I shall 
not do so. Rather, I would like briefly to make a point about Max's importance to the TASIS 
schools and then write a bit about"his" tradition and some ef his own teachers. 

I came to Switzerland as a young English teacher atTASIS in 1971 when Max was Chairman 
ef the English Department there. Those were heady, idyllic days, when the anarchic and 
corrosive pets ef the 1960s were not yet fully apparent. Max had a solidity and wit to him 
that were reassuring and even inspiring to me efter my year ef teaching in a rural, poverty­
area U.S. schoot where I was expected to teach English to a hundred students. 

In various roles I have been intermittently involved with TASIS ever since that time, and 
I would like to make the argument that Max more than anyone else over the last thirty-jive 
years has given a decisive academic seriousness to both TASIS schools and that this has set an 
invaluable standard which will be as hard as it will be important to maintain. I do not wish to 
detractfrom the roles ef Mrs. Fleming, the various Headmasters, or other teachers when I say 
that Max provided a young institution - at a crucial time in its history - with a functioning 
literary intelligence and eloquence that proved incalculably important ( as attested in this 
volume) not only to his many students but also to fellow teachers and administrators. 

In the 1975 TASIS Alumni Magazine was printed an essay on Shakespeare's KING LEAR
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I
n 1968 Max Page joined The American School in 

Switzerland as an English teacher and dormitory resident. 

In 1976 he moved to the newly-opened TASIS England 

school in Thorpe, Surrey, where he served for over 25 years as 

Head of English and Dean of Faculty. During his long and 

distinguished career he taught many thousands of students and 

fostered the well-being and professional growth of hundreds 

of colleagues. This moving and absorbing volume contains 

greetings and remembrances from many of the colleaguesJriends, 

and particularly students who were challenged and inspired 

by their contact with Max. What shines through in this work, 

however, is not only the power of a great educator to inspire, 

but also the capacity of a unique and richly gifted individual 

to provoke profound and lasting changes in the lives of others. 

The American School in Switzerland TASIS The American School in England 
CH-6926 Montagnola-Lugano Coldharbour Lane, Thorpe, 

Switzerland Surrey, TW20 8TE England 

www.tasis.com 




