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At a fall trustee meeting in October, Hick Rowland stood, without notes, at 

this pulpit, to reflect on his friendship with Henry Herndon, his neighbor in New 

Castle and predecessor as St. Andrew’s Board President. Hick did not need any 

notes that day because he was speaking from the heart and because he was a 

brilliant storyteller. 

 

The art of storytelling, especially in the hands of someone like Hick 

Rowland, brings us together, connects us in powerful and unexpected ways, evokes 

laughter, joy, comedy, happiness, empathy, humility, and yes, sadness and tragedy.  

 

With Hick, the art of the tale reminded us of how much time he made for 

each of us, how delighted he was to be with us, how much he enjoyed respecting, 

honoring, and celebrating everyone whom he encountered, how much he 

understood the power of friendship and the magic of uncontrolled laughter.  

 

Now a Hick Rowland story had the following characteristics:  

 

- A minor character: (struggling, waiting, journeying, suffering, enduring, 

questioning)--Hick himself fighting against circumstances, designed quite 

specifically to defeat or overwhelm him.  

 



- A major character of one of two kinds: either one like Henry Herndon with 

abundant wisdom, grace, confidence, and brilliance who comes instinctively and 

inevitably to Hick’s rescue at the opportune time… 

 

Or in the most tragic comic narratives he told, the main character takes full 

advantage of Hick’s weakness to triumph over him. 

 

Here is how Louise Marks, Class of 2014, summarized her dinner 

conversation with Hick five years ago. He told her the root beer story.  

 

 Note how she perfectly captures Hick’s voice, narrative skill. Somehow that 

night, he connected two very different generations--she writes: 

 

St. Andreans are tough, as Hick Rowland ‘58 reminded me Friday night. He 

so fondly spoke of the time he (all 68 pounds of him) walked back from 

town through the knee high corn stalks carrying an illegal six pack...of root 

beer. He remembers that trek as the most physically exhausting thing he ever 

had to do… And of course, when he got back there was a reward for his 

efforts! He drank his root beer in peace; oh wait, no, that’s not how it goes. 

At the end, his VI Form proctor confiscated the root beer and made him 

come to his room periodically to watch him guzzle it all down… 

 

Now, the Henry Herndon story told last month contrasts the majesty, calm 

and control of his friend with the bewilderment, confusion, anxiety of Hick. Before 

I quote from Hick’s remarkable story, let me set the scene--Hick has just become 



Board President; the year is 1997. Our great Head of School Jon O’Brien has 

greeted Hick’s appointment with a sudden decision to retire. Fortunately, Hick has 

learned to meet Henry Herndon (walking his dog) on the green whenever he needs 

advice or counsel. Here is Hick’s classic narration of this time he said he was 

particularly desperate for advice: 

 

“So what did I do? I ran to my living room windows--yeah, I probably stood 

there an hour, but I wasn’t going to miss him. I’ll tell you that. And sure 

enough, here comes Henry. And sure enough, I unload upon him this 

devastating problem. And God bless him, he took it right under his wing.” 

 

What strikes us about this story, of course, is the comic way Hick presented 

himself. This narrative strategy works so well for comic and human effect because 

in reality, Hick Rowland was (also) the man on the green, the person to whom we 

all looked for mentorship, wisdom, judgement, integrity, And Stories. 

 

Hick Rowland rose from being a second former watching a senior drinking 

his root beer to the President of the Board at St. Andrew’s School. His selection 

and election as Board President reflected both his extraordinary service to the 

School: class agent, the first Alumni Term Trustee, Trustee, Chair of the Campaign 

for the 21st century, and his magnificent leadership in and service to the State of 

Delaware. He was a student under Walden Pell and Bill Cameron, a trustee as Jon 

O’Brien brought new warmth, community, and ambition to the School. He revered 

the past, but firmly believed St. Andrew’s best days lay ahead of us. He was 



willing to do anything to honor the place that gave him the opportunity to do 

literally anything in his life. 

 

Most importantly, he was our leader because his heart and soul reflected the 

promise, the sacred principles of St. Andrew’s School. He was passionate about 

honoring the Founders and learning from our Chair Kitten Gahagan. He fought for 

financial aid, and especially middle class access to the school;  he supported our 

vital cultural efforts to turn seniors into role models, emphasizing kindness, 

empathy, and generosity instead of mindless and arrogant hierarchy. He always 

made time for the staff, time for the faculty, time for the Head of School. He kept 

us centered--the same instincts that brought him to the water in Delaware from 

Wall Street (he said once to the writer David Coller that he came home because he 

was “questioning the absurdity of life on the fast track”)--inspired his work with 

Jon O’Brien, the Board, and me. 

 

“Anything is possible at St. Andrew’s,” he told me often, challenging us to 

be the best boarding school we could possibly be, not by focusing on the 

superficial but rather the essence of life at school--the connection between great 

kids and great teachers.  

 

When we fought to make St. Andrew’s a more diverse school, Hick stood 

beside me through a number of stormy challenges. When the Finance Committee 

developed new investment strategies designed to further the School’s mission, 

Hick honored his fellow trustees and committee members in the face of ardent 

skepticism.  



He envisioned and fought for the creation of St. Anne’s School before 

anyone agreed or saw that the idea was a generous and important expression of St. 

Andrew’s commitment to a public good. 

 

 He connected seamlessly and honored the distinctive gifts of the great 

leaders who followed him, Kent Sweezey and Scott Sipprelle. When he, as trustee 

Emeritus, walked into the boardroom after a night of work on the River, the culture 

of our meeting changed in wondrous ways. I learned last week from teachers that 

everyone hoped to be sitting at a table with Hick Rowland when faculty and 

trustees had dinner together. 

 

His work establishing the Seamen Center was the very expression of his 

human and spiritual commitment to hospitality and human rights, values he learned 

at St. Andrew’s.  

 

On a personal level, he was the person who invited me and Elizabeth to 

succeed Jon and Joan O’Brien (I will never forget his phone call inviting us to 

lead), and he patiently guided us and supported us as we developed our vision for 

the School. He never forgot that he was my trusted mentor, through thick and thin. 

I always looked forward to being with him, at the University and Whist Club, or in 

my office. I never wanted to let him down.  

 

Hick Rowland was a great man, a gifted leader, an exemplary trustee. He 

never sought the spotlight; rather, he let (and made) the light shine on his beloved 

school. That’s why our hearts were broken at his passing last month. We needed 



more stories, more reminders of the essence of our School’s promise and 

foundation, more conversations that made all of the difference for a new trustee, a 

staff member, a family member, a student, a Head of School. And so as we 

grieved, we started telling stories, Hick Rowland stories, and soon our hearts 

glowed at the presence and spirit of this extraordinary man. 


