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We are sad to report that our classmate Joe Wolcott died before Christmas of a longstanding 

illness. Joe was a writer who chose not to publish and led a quiet life in a rural county north of 

San Francisco. He is survived by his wife and two stepsons. 

 

 

Below is from the Nassau Herald 

 
 



   
 

 

Joe Wolcott 

(Excerpts from a long Nov 2020 Letter to Jon Holman in response to a letter requesting 

information) 

"I am sorry my inattentiveness may've caused you distress; the lapse, as I must now attempt 

to clarify, is all on this side. I do very much appreciate your diligence keeping this outlier 

classmate in touch.....I did receive your notice regarding the Zoom gathering, belated as 

weeks may go by when I don't check email.....Do keep me informed of these events as I 

much appreciate the knowing-of, though it is unlikely I ever will find myself in 

attendance.....And please no phone calls, as I am even more awkward on the phone as in 

real life, and as for Zoom, from way back when televised phone calls were the futuristic 

fantasy, the notion made me queasy.....I am sworn never to engage in conversation with any 

form of electronic talking gadget. 

I certainly did not and do not hate Princeton....I peruse my PAW assiduously and dependably, 

as I have throughout a checkered and oft peripatetic career. And keep up my class dues 

(don't I?) Would a complete curmudgeon spring for class dues? Many years ago Lanny Jones 



pointed out to me, when he was editing the PAW, that if I didn't take care of my class dues, 

he didn't get paid for his editing. That sure brought the indistinct concept of alumnus-oblige 

down to the level of mutual interest ..... And never but a fond thought for Lanny as I write the 

check ..... And as regards the Good Old Days, I reckon my memories are as sweet as the 

next alum's, though it all seems at this stretch several lifetimes ago. 

But sentiment aside, I am not so circulatory as I used to be, nothing physical, just a severe 

case of "No Place Like Home.".....One day years ago, halfway to San Francisco for an opera 

weekend, while passing by Santa Rosa, I remarked to my wife, "You know, we could be 

home now." We exchanged a look and almost as if on its own initiative the trusty '69 

Suburban was executing a U-turn nose-to-the-north. That was maybe a dozen years ago. Not 

that one loses the love of opera, of art, of exotic cuisine and so forth, just the none of it 

needed doing any more.... 

I am not a gregarious person. Indeed, I become extremely unhappy put in a room containing 

more than 2 or 3 people, when interaction is an expectation. This nature has been fixed since 

earliest memory.....By my 6th decade I began to retrench, thinking Hell's Bells....I don't need 

to do this (the bonhomie) anymore! And so I didn't and Whew! Talk about a life-changer! Call 

me a recluse if anyone likes..... I am fortunate in a lovely and gracious wife who covers for me 

at such occasions when one's absence might look something like a rudeness." 

 

About Joe's father Josiah Oliver Wolcott Jr., Princeton Class of 1934, from an Internet Page 

"Perhaps one of the most recognized monuments is for an individual who isn't even buried 

there: Josiah Oliver Wolcott Jr., a prominent Dover attorney who drowned Oct. 18, 1944, 

while on convoy duty. 

"The thing I love about Josiah is that he was rejected by the Army and Navy, but still found a 

way to serve," Waite said. 

Wolcott, who was 32 when he died, was the son of Josiah Oliver Wolcott, another well-known 

Dover lawyer who had served as a United States senator and later as chancellor of 

Delaware. The younger Wolcott was a graduate of Princeton University and the University of 

Pennsylvania Law School, and had made a name for himself not only in legal circles but in 

political ones as an up and coming member of the Democratic party. 

In March 1944 Wolcott secured a position within the Army's Transport Command. In early 

October 1944 he was in command of a tugboat that was part of what became known as 



Convoy 119, an effort to move boats and railroad equipment across the Atlantic to replace 

equipment lost in European ports on D-Day and later. 

The convoy encountered a vicious storm on Oct. 18, resulting in Wolcott's drowning and the 

deaths of 18 other men. 

"It was his way of getting involved, even being on that tugboat that should not have been out 

on the ocean," Waite said. 

Confirmation of his death was not received in Dover until Dec. 7, by which time his son, 

Josiah O. Wolcott III, was already a month old." 

https://www.doverpost.com/story/news/local/2013/05/24/cemetery-tour-tells-stories-

dover/45767741007/ 

 

Tomki Camp, Joe’s Stepson 

"A brief history of Joe's demise: AML (Acute myeloid leukemia) diagnosis in 2014, successful 

stem cell transplant in late 2015 after many months away from home (UC Davis Medical 

center in Sacramento). His grey hair came back dark brown, proving the value of drinking 

youthful blood. Another diagnosis in late 2020, with varying treatment attempts resulting most 

recently in another couple of months in Sacramento, and finally a 1-month stint at Stanford for 

a clinical trial which failed. We got him home by ambulance ride, in time to pass away 6 hours 

later. He was delighted to see his home after 3 months away. 

We had a funeral with 7 folks, primarily because Joe didn't want anything fancy or public, and 

partially because of the current health situation. Even so, we received notice from one of the 

participants that they received a diagnosis of Covid-19 1 day later, so we're all getting our 

own tests now. He wanted a plain pine box, but we weren't able to get one! Next best option 

was still fairly simple but with a burnished cherry veneer. 

I don't think there will be any sort of public memorial, but we will get around to putting a brief 

obituary in the local paper. 

Joe was a good stepfather to a couple of independent teenage boys (myself and my brother), 

and easy to be a friend with, but not very outspoken - generally very introspective. I expect 

that what you found so interesting will still be so for me as well. 

Joe didn't have children, and was only married once, to my mother in summer of 2012 after 

having been together since 1987. He has some extended family remaining on the East Coast, 



including one half-brother. My wife has been very interested to get into the Wolcott family 

history, which includes some significant political figures in Delaware. 

I don't know that Joe had anything published, but he was a prolific writer for his own benefit 

and enjoyment. He refused to use anything but his manual typewriter (there's some sort of old 

Selectric in his closet that one of his family members tried to get him to adopt), and really only 

used the computer I got him a couple decades ago for various research, travel, and to order 

supplies for gardening. I've discovered shelves of filled Moleskin journals on his shelves and 

boxes alongside reams of typewritten notes, ideas, and various short stories. From what my 

mother tells me, there is an unfinished 700 page novel in Russian that Joe wrote and 

abandoned (perhaps destroyed, I haven't seen it yet). For that effort he learned Russian and 

has numerous books on that culture and history. 

Ah and of course that reminds me of another language he learned: French. My mother 

Michelle is Quebecois, so at some point in the '90s he learned (or perhaps picked up again, 

he could have had some old educational background there) French quite fluently. They 

tended to converse in French at home, unless there were guests. 

Joe's home is on a 10-acre plot just outside the city limits. He kept 2 elderly horses as pets, 

and one of our recent efforts has been in rehoming those. (accomplished) 

He and my mother kept a flock of about 40 chickens as well, for eggs and compost disposal. 

I've adopted a dozen of those, and other friends/neighbors took the rest. Without Joe around 

my Mom wouldn't be able to care for either the horses or chickens. For the past several 

months they have been paying a neighbor for that upkeep. 

Joe had a small dump truck, and I have seen various yearly renewals of a trucking license, 

but he never did use that for anything along those lines, that I'm aware of. I helped him fill it 

with firewood a couple times, but for the most part it was just parked out by the horse pasture. 

The things he loved: his wife, gardening, reading, writing, tending to his livestock 

(chickens/horses/cows at one point). He was not a prolific or speedy woodworker but was 

quite proficient. With one funny story: There are some lovely shelves in his guest house, 

which he made to exactly fit a set of volumes. Unfortunately he measured the volumes 

stacked, and the shelves were not wide enough when the weight of the books no longer 

compressed quite so much! :) 

That's all I have for now. My wife says she will find a couple of good pictures for me to pass 

along." 

 



Jon Holman 

"Josiah 'Joe' Wolcott lived in quasi-remote Northern California (Willits). I tried for years to get 

him to one of our lunches, with no success and no response. I finally wrote him a letter just to 

make sure I had the right email address (I did). What came back was a 10-page handwritten 

letter so heartfelt and personal that 14 months later it still sits here on my desk. I wrote him a 

long letter back [excerpts below]; his stepson found my letter and notified me of Joe's death." 

 

Lanny Jones 

"I believe I never really knew Joe until after we graduated, when he was a roommate of Peter 

Delacorte PU '65/'67 and living in New York. I liked him very much. He was reclusive, but also 

was witty and interesting and fun to talk to. He was an original. I am so touched he paid his 

class dues because of our conversation. That was the kind of person he was. He took life 

seriously and set a high standard for himself." 

 

John Lumpkin 

"I am very sorry to learn of Joe’s death. He and I were roommates our sophomore year-

together with Turk, John ‘Hopalong’ Hodge, Ernie ‘Candy’ Cruikshank, Bud ‘Oligani’ Osborne 

and a few others. Turk named us all. His name for Joe? ‘Jersey Joe’. Turk’s name for me was 

‘YaYa’ (as in ‘YaYa Yumpkin’). We really had a pretty eclectic group. 

Joe had a great interest in literary matters. His laugh was akin to a quiet cackle. He was 

genuine and warm. I can still hear the sound of the ice in a short glass he sipped on from time 

to time (I think he preferred single malt scotch-but I could be wrong about that)." 

 

Ernie Cruikshank: 

"Two other classmates; roommates that were close to Jersey Joe were Jim Cooper and Andy 

Roomet. One image I still have in one of our suite of rooms was a line of White Horse scotch 

bottles, like little soldiers, starting by the baseboard and the door….gradually, silently 

marching in correct file around the room. Joe and Jim (Carmen) Cooper enjoyed their scotch 

before heading off to dinner at Commons. I cannot remember whether that plucky line of 

soldiers ever caught up with their leader at the other side of the door. I have forgotten much 



of the crazy moments, but I remember a brief poem written by Jersey Joe for one young lady 

who was visiting: 

“I glanced, who was that, likely myself looking in a mirror, eased with drink, kissing my heart 

which lay in the sink, wondering whose life would make me blink…yours I think.” 

Always thoughtful, sometimes quiet, always interesting. That he communicated with letters 

does not surprise me." 

 

Andy Roomet 

"His persona at our suite was 'Juan'. The images of Juan that all of us, his roommates, carry 

with us is a glass of Scotch in hand almost any time of day, never seemingly inebriated (and 

never with a hangover), reciting his own poetry and excerpts from his novel to our dates 

("Dimlight Daisy, comes to bed, furry spiders in her head") comes to mind." 

 

If you have any memories or photos you wish to share on this memorial page, please send 

them to socialmedia@tiger66.org. 

 

Peter Delacorte ’67 (entered with ’65). Added Feb 3, 2022 

**Joe did not like the nickname Jersey Joe. He associated it with the preppy contingent at 

Colonial Club who viewed him as a risibly eccentric drunk. 

**While attending Columbia film school he lived in a shotgun apartment on Broadway at 107th 

Street, about nine blocks from Columbia. Most days he'd drive his burgundy Mustang those 

nine blocks. He accrued several grosses of parking tickets but didn't have to worry about 

paying them because the Mustang had Delaware plates. Toward the end of his time in NYC 

he traded the Mustang in for an MGC, which gave him nothing but trouble. Nevertheless,  he 

drove it to San Francisco, and several months later drove it back to New York, the latter trip 

significant because he did it one sitting, in just under fifty hours. Back in SF, he traded the 

MGC for a Land Rover, which was an even worse car. Rather than selling it, he left it 

unlocked, key in the ignition, in the Mission District. After a few days someone stole it. 

**At Princeton, he and an accomplice (possibly John Hodge) loaded the Mustang's trunk with 

Brunswick Shale, drove it to south Jersey and unloaded the shale, in hopes that a geologist 



would come along, spot the anomalous shale, and make sedimentary headlines around the 

world. 

**Joe came down for House Parties weekend in 1967. The bouncer at Colonial Club's front 

door wouldn't let him in because Joe didn't have a visitor's pass. He came around to the living 

room window, where we urged him just to hop in. Instead, he insisted on having a visitor's 

pass, returned to the front door, where the bouncer let him in. Joe then hopped out the living 

room window and returned to the front door, again to be let in by the bouncer. He repeated 

the process about fifteen times. 

**My (then) wife and I drove from Paris to Beirut in 1971. Joe joined us in Chamonix. He had 

an amazing ability to communicate with people whose languages he didn't speak, which 

came in handy in Turkey. where he orchestrated a car repair in some tiny village. We stopped 

in Izmir, where Joe's stepfather was the commanding officer of a U.S. military base. It was a 

bizarre transition from being scruffy foreigners in a strange land to being scruffy outsiders in 

an outpost of Middle America. We were treated like visiting royalty just the same. 

Those are just a few memories that come to mind. It's interesting that Joe returned to Willits. 

I'd often wondered what became of Pam, who had a teenage daughter to whom Joe served 

as stand-in father. That he became stepfather to two boys is I suppose a logical progression. 

I'm sad that he's no longer with us, and I rationalize that his dropping completely out of touch 

was very much in character. 

 
 

 


