
S POT L I G H T   ON :
T he Class of ’58
In June of 1958, eight young men gathered in the garden of Saint David’s school to
partake in a young school’s first commencement. As one of that cohort of first
Saint David’s graduates, Robert Renner recalled in the most recent issue of Saint
David’s Magazine: “The greatest moment at Saint David’s was, of course, being in
the first graduating class… parents, relatives, friends and teachers gathered in the
garden to celebrate the first commencement.”

This June, Saint David’s will celebrate its 50th commencement, graduating 37
young men at St. Thomas More. For this milestone in the school’s history, we
contacted members of the Class of 1958, and asked them to update us on their
lives, and to provide their favorite Saint David’s memory. Here’s what they said:

Robert Renner
Since my retirement, I have continued to travel the world. I have seen England,
Morocco, Italy, China, Turkey, Greece, and soon Egypt, Jordan, and Israel.
My favorite hobby is carpentry and I enjoy making a lot of furniture for my two
granddaughters. I am an usher at our parish church and member of the Knights of
Columbus.

 I feel the greatest contribution Saint David’s and its teachers have made in my
life is providing me with the fortitude to keep going and never to let setbacks de-
stroy my final goal.

Bob Renner ’58 with his wife Joan in Beijing, China, 2005.

Kevin McKiernan
Before I became a journalist, I practiced law and taught English. For the last 25

years I’ve been a foreign correspondent, most recently covering the Iraq war for
ABC World News Tonight. Prior to that, I co-produced the film The Spirit of Crazy
Horse for PBS Frontline and wrote and directed Good Kurds, Bad Kurds, the PBS
documentary. My book, THE KURDS: A People in Search of Their Homeland,
was published by St. Martin’s Press in 2006. My wife, Catalina, and I live in Santa
Barbara, CA and have two children: Caitrin and Seamus. Caitrin lives in Beijing,
where she is producing a play in Chinese about Martin Luther King, Jr. Seamus
graduated in 2006 from Harvard and has been working the past year in China for
the National Basketball Association.

In the fall of 1957, David Hume caught Ben White and me skipping out of a
Friday afternoon outing to the Metropolitan. He hauled us into the darkened
Headmaster’s Office—they always seem dark at such times—where we prepared to
receive our just desserts. But instead of a rote exercise like writing letters of contri-
tion or repetitive sentences on the blackboard, Mr. Hume gave us each a poem to
memorize over the weekend. Ben got Yeats’ “Sailing to Byzantium;” my assign-
ment, aptly chosen, was the Shakespearean sonnet, “When in Disgrace with For-
tune and Men’s Eyes.” Fifty years later, I can still recite most of the lines. What I
remember most is the lasting quality of the ‘punishment.’

Kevin McKiernan ’58 on location in Iraq for ABC News
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Bill Stevens’58, a lifetime member of the Professional Rodeo Cowboys Association,
has competed in the bareback, saddle bronco, bull riding, calf roping, and team
roping events.

William J. Stevens II
My passions have always been art and rodeo, so after my tenure with the pharma-
ceutical industry I returned to my passions. Art, rather than rodeo, is the subject
of this interlude into my Saint David’s past. I am a sculptor, painter, cartoonist and
I teach art at the Southwest School of Art and Craft and the San Antonio Academy
in San Antonio, Texas. Saint David’s was responsible for planting many of those
artistic seeds.

Appreciation of art was always imbedded into our lives at Saint David’s. We
actually watched the Guggenheim Museum being built. I, however, took art or just
plain drawing to extremes at times. Occasionally, when I had failed to study the
assigned homework for Mr. Roach’s Latin class, I would hide out in the Metro-
politan Museum of Art sketching paintings and suits of armor. The object of
sketching was to thwart any inquiries from the evil “truant officer” wondering
why I was skipping class. I drew in class regardless of whether I was bored or just
plain inattentive.

Eventually, David Hume caught on to my otherwise perfect plan, and in a letter
to my mother he emphasized that I drew and doodled continuously, and preferred
sketching rather than studying. Mr. Hume suggested my mother encourage my in-
terest in art, but implied I refrain from manifesting my talents in the classroom. Mr.
Fowler conducted an art class and that’s apparently the only class where we were to
be caught drawing.

How I became a professional rodeo cowboy is another story altogether. It would
take more time to explain than most people are willing to stop and read about;
however, my psychotherapist says it’s very interesting. By-the-way, I hold none of the
faculty and staff of Saint David’s School legally responsible for any of my actions.



 H E   C L A S S   O F   1 9 5 8

Matthew Cowles
Bob Renner called and told me he would soon retire and spend the remainder of his
youth traveling with his wife and I salute Bob and wish him glorious adventures. My
wife and I are in the arts, and having begun our parenting later than Bob and his wife,
we still face college tuition for our youngest. Anyhow, our acting vocations, that gov-
ern our hearts, disallow retirement, even when a senior age has been achieved.

One fine spring evening I was leaving Saint David’s for my short walk home,
when I saw a boy from the class below me throw a baseball in the air and catch it
when it came down. Fine. This he repeated a bit more lustily, but this time the
baseball came down on the hood of a parked car adjacent to the school, making a
frightful BANG and, as I recollect, perhaps even leaving a reminder, like a dent,
where the baseball had kissed it. Now, who says Murphy’s Law doesn’t have a sense
of humor? For the car owner was just coming down the street for his vehicle and
had just witnessed the first act of the play! He was understandably furious. He
yelled and screamed and grabbed the miscreant by the wrist, causing the boy to cry.

Mr. Clifton came running out of the school. He was the homeroom teacher of the
boy who’d thrown the ball, and he took charge. He was very graceful and respectful
of the man who still held his charge by the wrist. Mr. Clifton stood on the other side
of the boy, and put his hand on the boy’s shoulder. His voice had a calming gravitas
you’d expect from Harrison Ford or Kevin Costner and soon all was right again.
Nerves were calmed and the lad set free to go home.

Yes, it was Mr. Clifton, but it could easily have been our Latin teacher, Mr. Roach, or
Mr. Fowler, the art teacher, Mr. Cleary, my homeroom teacher, Mr. Dryzga, the math
teacher, Mr. McGrath, the music teacher, either of the McEntyre brothers or even Ma-
dame de Domenico our Professeur Francais. Yes, I thought, as I walked away from
Saint David’s that balmy spring evening, it really could have been any of the teachers; it
just happened to have been Mr. Clifton. Saint David’s was just that kind of school. I’m
very glad to have attended Saint David’s and am thankful for all I learned there.

Back T hen . . .
From top left: Bill Stevens at the 1956 Art Show; Bob Renner at the 1956 Art Show;
“Little Angels” (from left): Bill Stevens, Rupert Fennell, Martin Charlot, Hugh
Fremantle; Matthew Cowles’s birthday 1958; Chris Lewis with French Teacher
Madame Suzanne de Domenico at the first graduation dance; Kevin McKiernan
with his mother at Graduation in 1958.


