lvy League degrees
and golden résumés, Ivan and
Hans Hageman could have built
dream careers. Instead, they
opened a school in the rough-
and-tumble neighborhood where
they grew up. By Jessica Siegel

s boys, Ivan and Hans Hageman would leave their home on East,

103rd Street in East Harlem each morning and head out for
school a world away. Home was an apartment above Exodus

House, a drug rehabilitation center run by their parents. Here,

'ts and heard tales of

the brothers hung out with recovering :

the city's mean streets. School was the prest

s Collegiate
School on Manhattan's trendy Upper West Side, just blocks from
Lincoln Center. At Collegiate. an all-hoys school, they walked the halls with class-

mates who lived in cavernous apartments on Fifth Avenue, vacationed

and spent weekends in country homes upstate or in Connec
The shocking contrast between home and school life was a key element in Ivan’'s

nition of huma

and Hans' educations. “You cross 96th Street, and your d

switches.” [van says now, some 25 years later. The disparity angered him. It produced

tvan (left) and Hans Hageman
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