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Obituaries

Steve died on September 26, 2012 at the age of 91. 
When I asked about his extensive and detailed birding 
records, particularly for Carpenter’s Woods, I received 
a few suggestions from different folks as to their 
whereabouts and it was pointed out that there had not 
been an obituary for Steve in Cassinia, an oversight 
“that should be corrected,” wrote Keith Russell.

Steve Lawrence was a native New Yorker. He gradu-
ated from Adelphi Academy and went on to study 
English and receive his Bachelor’s degree from Duke 
University and Master’s from Middlebury College. 
He continued on with doctoral studies, but had not 
yet completed a dissertation when he was called to 
serve in the South Pacific during World War II, as a 
lieutenant in the Navy. Steve later became a habitual 
birder and regretted not being much of a birder dur-
ing the war, when he almost certainly saw many birds 
that would have been impressive “lifers.” When asked 

what bird sparked his initial interest he mentioned 
the Rufus-sided Towhee. He had an old field guide 
and, after reading that the Towhee was common, and 
considering he had never seen nor heard of it, he was 
determined to spot one.

In business, Steve was a consummate professional, 
a PR executive with a long list of accomplishments and 
recognition among his peers. More telling, he devel-
oped a long list of friendships and mentored many 
people just starting their careers. A couple of times a 
year, Steve would take extended lunches to the John 
Heinz NWR, usually with some inexperienced birders 
in tow. He took great joy in getting these folks started 
in birding and showing them new species. Steve trav-
eled extensively for business and, when possible, he 
would schedule trips to coincide with birding oppor-
tunities. However, May was reserved for Carpenter’s 
Woods, a block away from the home he shared with 
his wife, Betty.

There is quite a bit by which to remember Steve, all 
of it good. From his friendly, declarative “Lawrence,” 
when answering his phone, to his birding gait, with 
those long strides that were twice that of many of us, 
to his dedication to his family. Most importantly, Steve 
was a gentleman: kind, intelligent and cheerful and he 
always made you feel special.

Peter Hughes
Chester Springs, PA

As a young birder I spent many years exploring 
one of Philadelphia’s birding hotspots—Carpen-
ter’s Woods—and it was there that I first met Steve 
Lawrence. He was widely considered to be a regional 
expert on all things Carpenter’s Woods, a place that 
he had been birding since he and his wife Betty moved 
half a block from the woods in 1959. Often accompa-
nied by his dachshund, he could be found exploring 
the woods on an almost daily basis during the 1970s 
and 1980s, and he soon became my friend and men-
tor. Over the years we shared many wonderful birding 
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experiences and in 2010 we co-authored a checklist 
of the birds of Carpenter’s Woods. I came to admire 
Steve for many reasons including his fine character. He 
was always a gentleman, with never an unkind word, 
and always gracious and helpful to others, especially 
his wife Betty who was disabled. Despite being tall 
and distinguished in appearance, he seldom focused 
on himself but always sought to elevate others. Steve 
will be missed by the innumerable people he touched 
through his love of birding and his other personal and 
professional endeavors.

Keith Russell
Philadelphia, PA

I met Steve Lawrence when he was leading a bird 
walk along the Wissahickon Creek and despite his 
protests I insinuated myself into this life by identifying 
friends of mine whose fathers worked with him at the 
Insurance Company of North America.  I had begun 
birding at college in California, garnering my first C.  
In my new classes under the Lawrences my knowledge 
increased exponentially and my grades increased to at 
least a B. Steve’s wife Betty and I were good “spotters” 
while Steve was the ultimate “identifier.” We made a 
great team. I was with him when Betty died. I spoke 
at his funeral wearing the binoculars he left for me in 
his will. Even after he died I believe he helped me get 
the American Bittern that had eluded me during his 
life, which I watched through his binoculars only 12 
feet away till I’d had my fill of that bird. Steve was the 
best father I never had. I believe I was his favorite and 
only son.  

Paul Good
Philadelphia, PA

I was Steve and Betty Lawrence’s attorney for many 
years and administered his estate.  He was originally 
referred to me by one of his good non-birding friends 
and for several years we did not realize that we shared 
this interest.  Years into our professional relationship I 
had to apologize for not returning a phone call imme-
diately, but I had been out of town in a place called 
Sierra Vista, AZ. Steve pressed me relentlessly for why I 
would visit Sierra Vista and I had to tell him the truth.  

When I did, it led immediately to our joining together 
to do the Christmas Count in Carpenters Woods and 
the Wissahickon, which we enjoyed for many years 
almost until his death, and for a number of those years 
Paul Good joined us as well. Steve was devoted to his 
wife Betty, who became disabled in her early 50s, but 
she came to share his passion, within her limitations.  
Steve was a gentleman, a scholar, and an excellent 
birder, and I miss him.

Bernice Koplin
Philadelphia, PA 

When I moved to West Mt Airy in 1981, I was very 
fortunate to find an apartment just one block from 
Carpenter’s Woods. I was a novice birder then but I 
had already been introduced to this wonderful bird-
ing hot spot. In the woods, I often encountered a tall, 
handsome and distinguished gentleman who seemed 
to know everything about Carpenter’s Woods, its his-
tory and its birds. This was how I met Steve Lawrence. 
He was invariably cheerful, courteous, and generous 
with his time and knowledge. I had the pleasure of 
birding with him for many years.

For seven years in the 1970’s, Steve, his good 
friend Michael Drake and I participated in a 24-hour 
birdathon to benefit the Pennsylvania chapter of The 
Nature Conservancy. Collecting pledges was the least 
fun part, but Steve always arranged a nice donation 
from the insurance company where he worked.

When Steve decided he was no longer a safe night-
time driver, I was sometimes his ride to DVOC meet-
ings and banquets. After retiring around 2002, Steve 
and his wife Betty moved to an assisted living facility, 
Springfield Senior Living, on Stenton Avenue in Wyn-
dmoor, PA. There he quickly made new friends and 
was soon leading birding tours by bus for his fellow 
residents.  Steve never stopped sharing his enthusiasm 
for birds, and his kindness and generosity to all who 
knew him. I feel privileged to have been his friend.

Erica Brendel
Philadelphia, PA


