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Eulogy for Steve Kobrin 

Written by John D. Daniels 

I declared about ten years ago that I would not do another eulogy for an AIB Fellows meeting.  I 

had been doing so many eulogies that I feared being named the Fellows Eulogizer. I have upheld 

this declaration until now.  But, why not now?  To begin with Steve was one of my closest 

friends for several decades.  Further, I thought that being an octogenarian would condition me to 

expect the unexpected. But I was wrong about Steve’s passing.  I talked with him the day before 

and had no premonition of a foreboding occurrence. In addition, for about six recent months I 

spent most of my time convalescing in the hospital or in rehab. Steve phoned me regularly to 

check on how I was doing, so this is definitely a “pay-back time.”  This juxtaposition between 

Steve and me has further boosted my sense of taking less and less for granted.  

    This eulogy is very short.  First, we have been asked to make our presentations no longer than 

five minutes.  Second, Steve expressed to me his disdain for circulating all the individual 

Fellows’ thoughts every time there was news about any one of them, thus the shortness is 

consistent with his preference.  Third, I see no point in repeating bibliographic information about 

which we are already familiar or which is better covered elsewhere.  For instance, his storied 

academic achievements speak for themselves, especially his pioneer work on political risk.  Two 

recent articles by offices at the University of Pennsylvania did excellent jobs at summarizing his 

life.  Although, the references to these articles have been circulated to the Fellows, I am 

including them here. 

https://almanac.upenn.edu/articles/stephen-kobrin-management 
https://news.wharton.upenn.edu/in-memoriam/2022/05/stephen-j-kobrin/ 
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     One of the things that drew me to Steve was his droll sense of humor that elicited me to smile 

rather than laugh out loud.  His humor focused mainly on his own mishaps, which to me is the 

height of funniness.  Interestingly, we were acquaintances for many years before we crossed into 

the category of friends, and I’m not sure when that took place.  Steve and I first met when he was 

taking a doctoral seminar at the University of Michigan, and I, although only a year older than 

Steve, was invited in as a senior scholar for a day (such as how the IB field has matured).  I next 

met Steve very briefly when he was teaching at MIT and directing the Northeast regional AIB 

meeting.   I seem to recall years later that we were assigned seats next to each other on a flight, 

although I don’t remember the flight’s itinerary or year.  I do remember that we each had a copy 

of the crossword puzzle from the Sunday New York Times. We surreptitiously kept looking at 

what the other had filled in until we gave up and completed the puzzle as a team effort.   This led 

us to find out more about each other’s background and the discovery that we had a great deal in 

common, having worked for the private sector on the completion of our undergraduate studies, 

mostly in Latin America.   

     Only recently have I tried to figure out why it took us so long to get to know each other better.  

I speculate that we were both basically introverts.  But we eventually were anything but quiet 

around each other.  We exchanged stories about our early experiences.  Remember that our 

experiences were over half a century ago, that we were very young when they occurred, and bare 

little semblance to what one would expect to find today.    One of Steve’s stories that stands out 

in my mind is his backpacking along the west coast of South America.  At one point Steve 

needed to cross between Peru and Ecuador where a bridge over a river connected the two 

countries.  The government immigrations and customs for Ecuador were on one side and those 
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for Peru on the other side of the bridge. Unknown to Steve these offices closed very early and he 

was caught in the middle of the bridge for the night. 

     In addition to working in Latin America, Steve also spent time at his company’s headquarters 

while working on a team to introduce a new shampoo.  The team devised an ad for television 

using two ducks to illustrate how effectively the new shampoo cut grease.  They shampooed one 

duck with the new and the other duck with the older shampoo and put them both in a tub of 

water.  The duck with the new shampoo immediately sank to the bottom of the tub.  Before the 

ad even finished, all the switch board lights lit up from objections to the duck’s treatment, and, of 

course, the company terminated the ad right away.  Shortly after that Steve decided to go to 

graduate school, which ended his career in the private sector. 

     Our introduction via the Sunday New York Times cross word puzzle has had continuity. When 

we have stayed at each other’s places, the host has made copies of the daily puzzle so that we 

each had a copy in time for breakfast. Over the years, we sometimes called the other one to 

compare approaches to a particular clue, admitted that we were not smart enough to do the 

Saturday puzzle, and enjoyed inserting words into sentences that are used almost exclusively in 

puzzles, such as a-i-t (an island in a river) and n-e-n-e (a Hawaiian duck).   

     Through the years, Steve never let me forget (nor anyone else in listening distance to him) a 

time he and Carol stayed with us in Bloomington, Indiana.  Steve and I had to leave very early to 

make a meeting in Indianapolis, and I gave him a cup of coffee before we left.  Midway in the 

car, he began to have an excruciating headache because decaf was the norm in our house.  Thus 

he was going through caffeine withdrawal.  Nor did I let him forget the lunch of raw seafood he 

ordered for us while I was visiting NYU for the day.  Within two hours my whole body was 

covered in itchy hives that took over a week to subside.   
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     Despite, or, perhaps because of, never having been colleagues at the same institution nor 

having worked together on a research project, Steve and I stayed close friends for decades.  At 

this point, many of our mutual experiences seem to flash through my mind like the view of a 

kaleidoscope.  But some of these stand out, such as our search for a particular beach on Maui and 

our scavengering some back streets of Brussels to find decorative umbrellas for our wives. 

     All I can really say at this point is that I’ll miss my dear friend. 


