books alone” on the front (John and I
had each been editor-in-chief)

m A matchbook from the Dojo Restaurant
in Manhattan (I stole a dozen)

m The backstage passes for our “Bad
Music Party” (the arm-in-arm group
sing-along to “We Are the World” was
the highlight of my Tufts career)

At the bottom of the box lay seven
envelopes, one sealed by each Dojo mem-
ber. Each contained six questionnaires with
predictions for the others, plus another
sheet of general predictions for us, Tufts,
and the world. We cracked open new beers
and took turns reading our answers.

“Does John still like Amy?” The two
O’Keefes, she a Zimmet until their mar-
riage three years ago, tried to look noncha-
lant as the noes edged the yeses four to
three. (Luckily, John was a yes.) Scott pre-
dicted Brian Ostrer would be fat: “Not
super fat, but he’s about two and a half
bills.” Brian is more than a few Arby’s beef-
and-cheddars shy of 250. Guesses on Josh’s
location ranged from Seattle to the mid-
Atlantic, as a teacher, lawyer, or political
aide; I later sent a copy of the surveys to his
Foreign Service posting in Uzbekistan.
Guesses on the president ranged from Bill
Weld to Bill Bradley, but only Josh knew
that Professor Robert Devigne, with his
wild hair, black-on-black outfits, and ser-
mons on Pulp Fiction through the lens of
Hobbes and Rousseau, would be head of
the poli-sci department.

As we howled at our decade-old jokes
and memories, a strange thing began to
happen. Suddenly, there was John, ven-
turing onto the wobbly pigeon-covered
deck at 39 Curtis Avenue. Josh was presid-
ing over a mold-growing contest in our
broken mini-fridge. Jason Greif was going
on about the mouse who ate our Taco Bell
hot sauce. On Alex Berk’s 1980s projection
TV, the Red Sox were fielding a rookie by
the side-splitting name of Nomar Garcia-
parra. Scott was packing for law school, I
was pondering an offer to be a police
reporter in Roswell, New Mexico, and our
biggest worry was whether drinking white
Russians would make us look uncool. The
reunion reminded us of 1997, but the time
capsule actually sent us there.

X g et Nepalese children
: ; are the big winners
as READ libraries

proliferate.

Lofty Reading
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N HER FIRST TRIP TO
Nepal, in 1983, Antonia
Neubauer, J65, sat on a god.
“I thought it was a rock,”
she explains. That misun-

derstanding prompted her
to start a new kind of travel company, one
that would immerse people in the culture
of the places they visit. She also hoped to
improve the lives of those who hosted her
globe-trotting clientele, and eventually she
hit upon a model for development that she
thinks could catch on worldwide.

Her concept has already worked
wonders in Nepal, which the United

BY JACQUELINE MITCHELL

Nations has identified as one of the
least-developed countries on earth. Per-
capita income is below $300 a year.
Until 1951, only royalty went to school,
and even now the literacy rate is just 50
percent. Yet by the end of 2007, this
remote, ancient kingdom will possess 45
comprehensive libraries, many with
Internet READ
(Rural Education and Development),
the nonprofit organization Neubauer
launched in 1991.

The key to READ’s success, accord-
ing to Neubauer, is a bottom-up
approach. Each village must write a

access—thanks to
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