
Seated:  Schultz, Fasanella, Esposito, Gamble, Doob, Milstone, MacArthur, Waterman, Lopez, Alberino 

First Row:  DeMaio, Nagle, Clark, Stocking, Hutchinson, Durfee, vonWettberg, Brown, Caldwell, Ross, Ralph 

Second Row:  Nippes, Wintch, Cirillo, Yimoyines, Kiphuth, Conniff, Hearn, Crawley, Hentz 

Third Row: O’Connell, Cole, Leary, Cherniavsky, Feldman 

Fourth Row: Cunningham, Alderman, Lendler, Burwell, Payne, Champagne, Ewell, Romero, Wooding, Poor 

Fifth Row: Howe, Lindquist, Ferguson, Mordes, Mack, Braman, D’Alessio, Sarris, Grande, Pulleyn, Seldon, Kneisel 

Sixth Row:        Burkhard, Jones, Hadley, Delaney, Lane, Jose 
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Robert Frederick Schulz

Born March 24, 1948 — Bridgeport 

Entered 1959 

Varsity Soccer VI; JV Soccer IV, V; Varsity 

Wrestling IV, V, VI; Varsity Track IV, V, VI, 

Captain VI; Science Club IV, V, VI; NEDT 

Letter of Commendation. 

Trumbull                     Cornell 

Robert F. Schulz 

6 Sunset Circle  

Woodbridge, CT  06525-1135 

doghouse@optonline.net 

203-393-0504 

Wife: Stefany W. Schulz 

Children: son, Philip W. Schulz; son, Christopher R. 

Schulz; daughter, Ellen S.  

Having something written up on one’s permanent record 

is a threat held over all high school students. Hopkins was 

no different, and the Class of 1965 developed impressive 

files documenting our many “errors of judgment.”   

My file was by no means the longest, but it certainly had 

the earliest start as I somehow managed to force its crea-

tion before 7th grade even started in 1959. I was a 6th 

grader at Booth Hill School in Trumbull when one day, 

rather than going directly home after school, I stopped at 

a friend’s house to play the board game. Sorry. 

(Interestingly, my 6th grade granddaughter now beats me 

at the same game.) No one had bothered to tell me that 

my Hopkins entrance interview had been scheduled for 

that afternoon. My parents eventually located me, and we 

drove to New Haven to arrive about 30 minutes late. Our 

tardiness was noted, and it became the first “error in judg-

ment” entry in my permanent file. 

I managed to stay out of trouble for the entire three years 

of Junior School. I guess the interview had scared the 

dickens out of me, or perhaps it was due to being the 

youngest member of the class, d.o.b. 3/24/48. 

Either way, my streak came to an end in the 10th grade, 

when I learned what the word “deportment” meant. Ap-

parently mine was not so good. This was not my fault, 

though.  Cmdr. Peterson’s geometry class, held in the 

large classroom at the south end of Baldwin Hall’s third 

floor, was one of my favorite classes, but I was being tor-

mented by a classmate who sat near me.  He knows who 

he is. When I retaliated, I was the only one who caught 

the disapproving stare of Cmdr. Peterson. This happened 

several times and was documented in that marking peri-

od’s grade report. The conflict resulted in a conference 

with Cmdr. Peterson and my advisor, Ed Brown. Know-

ing that I could not get even with the offending classmate 

without causing more deportment conferences, I sought 

the assistance of Coach MacDermott. Before wrestling 

practice, I told him the geometry class story and asked 

him to pair me up with the offender so that I could rough 

him up without getting in trouble. Coach did so, and the 

result felt good, at least for me.   

Continued on page 39 
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If you believe Headmaster Sherk, there was a serious 

“error in judgment” on my part during the spring of 11th 

grade. I had English class with Mr. Kittredge in Hop-

kins House. One day he did not show up, so a few 

classmates and I decided to go to study hall in the base-

ment of Baldwin Hall.  

We got as far as the inviting park bench between the 

two buildings before sitting down to enjoy the nice 

weather. Shortly, along came Mr. Sherk, channeling 

Sgt. Joe Friday of television’s “Dragnet” fame. We 

were told to go to his office to cool our heels and think 

about what we had done. This was difficult for me,   
be-cause I was not clear what the serious offense 

actually was. Apparently, being outside while in 11th 

grade bor-dered on the criminal. The punishment was 

the loss of our 12th grade privileges for part of the next 

year and, of course, another entry in my permanent file. 

As on the television show, I omit the names of my co-

conspirators to protect the innocent. 

On the bright side, being confined to study hall made it 

remarkably easy to stay out of trouble. Other than a few 

escapes from track practice to visit the Maltby Lakes 

for forbidden swims, my deportment saw significant 

improvement during senior year.  

Despite our many “errors in judgment,” graduation 

came in 1965, and all of us were well served by the 

Hopkins experience. Now, 50 years later, I am retired 

from the practice of law, but still serving as a fiduciary 

for several estates and trusts. Minimal time in court, 

usually every three years, to report the financial condi-

tion of each trust or estate. Errors in judgment are still 

frowned upon. 

Bob and Stefany Schulz 

Continued from page 38 
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