


RETROSPECT 

In the words below, Frank Morley, '19, 

remembers two Haverfordians of an ear-

lier era. They are his late author-brother, 

Christopher, '10, and his brother's class-

mate, the late Page Allinson: "Kit" and 

"Mifflin," as they called each other. 

Frank Morley delivered these words at 

the recent dedication of Haverford's 

Christopher Morley Alcove. There were 

two other speakers: Mary Allinson, Page's 

widow; and former Haverford president 

Felix Morley, Christopher's other brother. 

It is the liveliness of those two men 

when young that I would first remember. 

A phrase of Kit's recalls the mood and 

mode of life on the campus of Haverford 

for the mature seniors of the class of 

1910. They do not seem to have been 

overburdened by their seniority. The 

phrase that Kit used to identify the spirit 

of the campus then, was its "busy hilarity 

and horseplay." No dreaded faculty im-

posed much fearsome doom. Discipline 

under much-loved Uncle Ike (president 

Isaac Sharpless), though firm, was not so 

altogether harsh that it could not be 

mildly tweaked. Nor did the outer world 

beyond the campus seem then to be a 

world of violence. Let us not patronize 

the class of 1910 for their hilarity. Theirs 

happened to seem an Augustan moment; 

they were right to enjoy it; they set out 

to do so with good manners. 

It was after their escape from the Hav-

erford which had not altogether tamed 

them that I first saw Page Allinson and 

Christopher together. To someone who 

in the summer of 1911 was a mere 

school-boy there was of course heroic 

stature to those great men, "my friend 

Mifflin and I," as they adjusted bicycle 

clips to their long white flannel trousers 

for practice rides at Oxford before setting 

forth on the prodigious adventure of rid- 

ing all of the 400 miles to Edinburgh by 

push-bike. 

If Haverford had been a place of kindly 

engendure, you must recall that England 

in the hot summer of 1911 possessed a 

kind of magic not easily recaptured. Just 

to be alive and young was in itself an 

ecstasy; to be free-wheeling in the by-

ways of that England was to share magic 

to the fullest. The journey held for them 

the timeless warmth of a Midsummer 

Dream. For them the shared dream 

lasted. 

In Kit's later writings you catch many 

glimpses of the early travels together of 

"Mifflin and I." You watch them ap-

proaching on their push-bikes toward 

unexpected discoveries; approaching 

their portentous accidents with such 

good humor as almost to make you for-

get that a largesse of natural humor is of 

itself a virtue. The factual discoveries 

they made might not have seemed por-

tentous to others. In Derbyshire they 

speculated how Derby Creek near Haver-

ford achieved its name. They found the 

brook at Ashbourne where Dr. Johnson 

had tried to pole the dead cat over the 

dam. They came across a signpost point-

ing to Haddon Hall—as Philadelphians 

they had until that moment thought of 

Haddon Hall as an hotel in Atlantic City. 

Whatever they saw they measured, as 

Haverfordians should, with such mea-

sures as they had acquired at Haverford. 

They learned that there were other mea-

sures, other customs, also. They pushed 

their push-bikes all the way up to the 

Cat and Fiddle, loftiest pub in England—

Kit records the height of 1690 feet—and 

there, on top of all that world, rewarded 

themselves with shandygaff. Shandygaff! 

—half beer, half ginger beer, the latter 

from stone bottles: it is a harmless po- 

tion, of which the sparkle was mainly 

what their own zest provided. 

The Midsummer Dream of 1911 was 

not for Page and Kit a transient dream. It 

would be wrong to think that journey 

ended when the light-hearted masters of 

an ancient road reached Heriot Row in 

Edinburgh, and when they had persuaded 

an estate agent to show them the empty 

house which had been the home of 

Stevenson. The companionship went on, 

and the dream the men shared now sur-

rounds us in this alcove. 

"Alcove"—my medieval Arabic is 

rusty, but I recall the word as meaning a 

vaulted recess. Johnson's Dictionary de-

fines the word accurately; a vaulted re-

cess in which was placed a bed of state 

and sometimes other seats to entertain 

company. For the origin of this alcove I 

have need therefore to search for a bed 

of state; and that indeed is exactly what 

my research does find in the as yet un-

published but much-valued writings of 

Jack Kenderdine (class of 1910). "Mif-

flin" and Mary Allinson on their honey-

moon in England in 1913 had further 

adventures there with Kit. After that Ox-

ford period Kit returned to New York; 

and there, on the fourth floor of Lizzie 

Brier's brownstone boarding house at 

149 Madison Avenue, Jack Kenderdine 

maintained a vaulted recess which Kit 

promptly shared. That alcove did house 

a very proper bed of state; and Jack has 

placed on record at least one memorable 

evening when he and Kit found lesser 

chairs and Page and Mary Allinson were 

perched among the pillows of the splen-

did couch-bed, all of them most con-

tentedly imbibing beer, and most happily 

"remembering when." 

It was that vaulted recess at the south-

east corner of Madison and 32nd Street 
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FOUR DAYS AT 

I nevitably we are trapped by our 
particular lives. At birth we are fated 
to live here and not there, in this 
family not that one, now and not 
then. As we grow we also become 
limited. Forces as variable as some-
thing called "native talent" or the 
influences of a certain teacher or the 
atmosphere in a family or a school 
persuade us to choose careers, re-
ject interests, make assumptions and 
decline possibilities. 

By the time we are in our twenties 
more forces and pressures drive us 
on than we can bear to acknowledge. 
We have turned one corner after an-
other and are usually in the midst of 
building up and justifying lives whose 
essential direction has been set by 
recent experiences and encounters 
(or the lack of them) as well as by 
those deep unconscious drives we all 
know and talk so much about. 

I say all that so I do not deny any-
one at any point in his life the chance 
of a new beginning, an unexpected 
and unpredictable one. I belong to a 
profession that has perhaps made too 
much of the past, and too much of 

Robert Coles, prominent young psychiatrist, 

by his own definition a "psychoanalyzed liberal," gives an 

informed outsider's view of the college. Coles, an authority on 

the impact of racial strife on children, spent four days on campus 

when he was chosen by Haverford's class of 1968 as its 

commencement speaker. On the staffs of Harvard Medical School 

and Massachusetts General Hospital, Coles also is a contributing 

editor to "The New Republic" and author of the award-winning 

book, "Children of Crisis: A Study of Courage and Fear." 
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Haverford 
its particular and at times stuffy ability 
to sort people out, classify them, label 
them, and make the darkest, most 
melancholy predictions about them. 
Again and again I have found myself 
bearing down too hard on a college 
student, fitting him into my heavily 
psychopathological scheme of things, 
and viewing him in a sour, crabbed 
way that much later causes me to re-
mark upon how well, how surpris-
ingly well he has done, after all. 
Surprise can mask a stubborn, unfor-
giving kind of arrogance. Yes, that 
particular fellow slipped by our de-
terministic net, but we are not in 
trouble; we have simply miscalcu-
lated him. 

Free Will. In any event the most 
convinced psychoanalytic determin-
ist would probably give certain Amer-
ican college students a little edge on 
what the 20th century has so thor-
oughly discredited, "free will." In a 
country full of time-clocks and pro-
grams and schedules and machines 
and more recently, computers, at 
least some young men and women 
are encouraged to stop and look 
around and learn a little and take 
stock of things. Rather obviously, 
millions of Americans receive no such 
bonus of time—for books and fun 
and idleness and hard work. 

For a number of years I've been 
working with men and women who 
at 18 or 20 have long since ceased to 
be young. Often they are not only 
married, but the parents of several 
children. And if they are lucky, they 
have some job, any job. They are on 
my mind when I am at Harvard, 
where I teach and talk with students, 
and they were on my mind when I 
was at Haverford this late May. 

I cannot talk about what a visit to 
Haverford meant to me (a great deal,  

let me say right now) without calling 
upon one young man who lives in 
Atlanta and also graduated from col-
lege this spring—actually within a 
week of Haverford's commencement 
day. I first met him in 1961 when he 
was one of the first of his race to enter 
Atlanta's white high schools. He was 
afraid, and so was his city, which 
nevertheless made valiant and in-
structively successful efforts to spare 
him the violence other Negro chil-
dren had experienced in cities like 
Little Rock or New Orleans. No one 
in his family had ever graduated from 
high school, let alone college, and 
now he was virtually putting his life 
in jeopardy to do just that, in his 
words, "finish the whole thing, until 
the twelfth grade, with whites all 
around, and me the only colored face 
in the room." 

College. When I first met him the 
idea that he might go to college was 
in my mind, not his. I had asked him 
rather casually (and thoughtlessly, I 
later realized) what kind of college he 
would prefer. He was fighting for an 
education, a "better" education, an 
"integrated" education. 

Surely he was only beginning to 
fight: "Well, if I get through with 
this, to tell the truth, I'll consider my-
self through for a while. I believe I 
will. I'll just go back home after the 
last day and tell my family that I did 
it, and they'll be glad. They'll tell me 
I've done more than they ever 
dreamed — in fact, they're already 
saying that. My dad, he said a friend 
of his wanted to know if I had my 
sights set higher than school, and did 
I plan to become a lawyer, or some-
thing like that. And my dad, he said 
no, we were just holding our breaths 
from day to day, and hoping that 
there won't be a lot of trouble in the  

school, once the police stop guarding 
it. And that will be a bad day, when 
they stop. 

"I'll admit, though, even after a few 
days here, you listen to them all talk-
ing, the white kids, and you think 
maybe you'd like a try at it, college. 
They're going here or there, and 
they've made up their minds a long 
time ago. I heard a girl say, 'There's 
no place like Sophie Newcomb, there 
just isn't, anywhere.' And I heard a 
guy say he'd like to go to Princeton, 
because that's the Southerner's Ivy 
League school. I thought to myself I 
wouldn't know what to say if they 
suddenly turned around, one of them, 
and asked me what my ideas are, my 
'plans' they'd probably say, about col-
lege. But they don't talk to me about 
anything, so I don't have to worry on 
that score." 

They were not working 

at hate—and I am afraid 

a number of American 

colleges are not so 

fortunate. 

A year later he was still there, 
"holding the fort" with one other 
Negro. One or two white students 
now dared talk to him. (I had at last 
begun to wonder exactly who was 
more afraid of whom.) The exchanges 
would be brief, but at the same time 
more lasting than any listener could 
ever imagine: "He told me he was 
going down to talk to the counsellor, 
and he asked when I was going. I said 
about what, and he said about col-
lege. I told him I wasn't ready to de-
cide something like that, but maybe 
next year. Then I thought to myself 
that somehow I should try; I mean, 
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see if there's some college I could go 
to—that would give me a full scholar-
ship. We don't have any money, and 
the real problem would be that if I 
went to college, even if it didn't cost 
me anything, I wouldn't be working 
full-time. Maybe I won't find a job 
anyway; but that's why I'm over here 
in the first place. I figured with this 
high school behind me, I wouldn't 
need but show my diploma and I'd 
get a white man's kind of job, or the 
nearest thing to it we can ever find." 

Perfect Set-up. History was mov-
ing along, though. (And, of course, 
he was helping that happen, by mak-
ing history.) In 1963 and 1964 slogans 
like "job opportunity" and "equality 
of opportunity" began to be heard. 
During those same years colleges all 
over the country began to scout 
around and bid—for young men like 
him. From a very bright and shrewd 
white classmate of his—in fact, the 
first white person to speak directly to 
him outside a classroom—I heard 
this: "He's the perfect set-up for one 
of those Northern colleges. They'd 
take him and walk him up and down 
and tell him how good he is, and how 
good they are, of course, for having 
him. I don't believe they want to 
have much to do with their own col-
ored, in places like Harlem. But if 
they can get one of our nice nigra 
boys, from here, from Georgia, then 
they can all stand around and say how 
awful the South is, and how bad we 
treat our poor colored folks, and how 
happy they are, up there at Harvard 
and Yale, to be helping out the best 
they can. If I were the one, I'd tell 
them to go straight to Hell, yes sir I 
would. I'd tell them they can have 
their Yankee scholarships. I'd go to 
a Negro college down here, or if he 
still wants to be with whites, he could 
try Emory. They said they'll take 
nigras, if they're good and can do the 
work." 

It is, of course, always easier to spot 
the other person's faults. The North 
also has its problems, says the South-
erner. The South is impossible, says 
the Northerner. The white youth can 
see the indignity that pietistic liberals 
inflict on a carefully selected handful 
of Negroes. 

The black youth can agree, but see 
something else: "My friends tell me 

I'm stupid for doing this. They say 
why go begging the white man, just 
to be near him. They say we should 
stay by ourselves. But I figure if every-
one stayed by himself, I mean you'd 
have the Chinese and the Italians and 
the Jews and the Irish all with their 
own schools, and it wouldn't be one 
country we have. Anyway, I've started 
something and I'm going to finish it. 
I know a lot of the kids in that school 

Was it possible that there 
was such a college, that 
there had been one all 
along; that we in the 
larger ones ... don't have 
to be inventive and 
innovative ... but simply 
alert to what already 
exists? 

don't want me, and a lot more of 
them are just too nice to be believed. 
At first when they started smiling I 
thought they were hypocrites. I 
thought to myself I'd rather have to 
face the kind who stare at you and 
mutter swear words under their breath 
—unless we're outside, when I can 
hear them pretty clear. But my mother 
I told her about it, and she said you've 
got to be patient, and if they're smil-
ing, it shows they're trying, and it's 
better than being mean. And she said 
you can't expect them to change over 
night. They don't know what to say, 
anymore than I do. So, they smile and 
try to be nice, overly nice. 

"I've been thinking I should go to 
college. I never thought I'd even 
think about it, but now that I'm this 
far, maybe I should keep moving. I'd 
have to get a full scholarship, but the 
counsellor, he says I can. He told me 
to go North, and at first I wondered 
what he was up to; but he said I could 
get more money up there, because 
they're starting to want us, while in a 
place like Emory, they feel pressured 
into taking us. Then, he wanted to 
know if I would go to a Negro col-
lege. I told him I hadn't made up my 
mind. I think he had the idea that I'd  

always assumed I'd be going to At-
lanta University or maybe Howard. 
You know: 'He's a Negro, so he'll go 
to a Negro college.' 

"Well, I let him know that it was 
all new to me, Negro colleges and 
white ones, both. (There must be a 
lot of white guys who never think of 
going to college. And where I live, 
you can't find but very few who think 
they have even a chance to go to 
Morehouse or Morris Brown or any 
other Negro school.) We ended up 
agreeing that I should read the cata-
logues he gave me, and then figure 
out what kind of school I wanted—
and then we could see if I stood a 
chance there." 

Catalogues. He did look at those 
catalogues. He took them home, one 
after another, and read them as if they 
were novels. He left them around the 
house for a day or so, and his mother 
looked at them and his father did, 
and his brothers and sisters did, too. 
They talked about the pictures. They 
compared buildings, dormitories, 
classrooms, churches, architectural 
styles. They asked him to read from 
the catalogues and from what I saw 
and heard they were as confused as 
anyone else by the numbers and let-
ters that designated the courses, and 
by the various descriptions of the 
courses. 

Sometimes during a visit I would 
be asked to explain one of those brief, 
terse, dense bits of academic jargon 
that describes Sociology 10A or 
Chemistry 15B, and soon thereafter 
we would be talking about all sorts of 
things. Should a young man go away 
to college? What do students do all 
day long and into the night, if there 
are only a couple of lectures each 
day? What distinguishes the various 
schools? In other words, can that 
word "reputation" be translated into 
something concrete and evident and 
distinctive, or is it really yet another 
mask of prejudice, a way of calling a 
school good or not-so-good or bad 
without really being reasonable and 
analytic and open-minded? 

"I wonder what difference it all 
makes," the young man asked me in 
his senior year, after he had finished 
looking at those catalogues and 
begun filling out application blanks. 
"You need a college degree, I hear 
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them all say; but I never thought I'd 
even get a high school one until I 
came here and realized I had to stay 
and prove to myself I was up to all of 
them. Now I guess I'll just keep on 
going, but I'm not sure where to go, 
that's the problem. 

"One day I say to myself I should 
go right here, to a Negro college. The 
next day I picture myself up there, 
you know, in one of the Ivy League 
schools. I don't know how I'd get 
along there. The counsellor says 
okay, but I'm not so sure. I don't 
know if the whites up there would be 
any better than down here. I mean, 
I'm not complaining. I've got used to 
it here, in this school, but I don't think 
I'd like another four years of it. 

"My mother says I should choose 
the best school there is, if I can get 
enough money from any of them. 
Then I'll ask her what she means by 
'best' and she doesn't know how to 
answer, anymore than the teachers 
do, or the kids at school. They'll say 
a school is good, and you'll hear ten 
different reasons why it's good, or it 
isn't. The other day one of them de-
cided to talk to me, one that never 
has before. Imagine that. He looked 
at me instead of looking away, in the 
locker room, and he asked me if I 
was getting ready for Morehouse Col-
lege. I thought he was getting ready 
for something, for a fight. But he 
wasn't. 

"I said I didn't know where I was 
going, and he said he'd heard More-
house was one of the best Negro col-
leges, and I said yes, that was sup-
posed to be true, and he said that as 
long as I was started on the road to 
integration, maybe I should keep on 
it. I didn't know what I should say to 
that, so I kept quiet. Then he said he 
wasn't sure himself, what he wanted 
to do. He said he wanted to go away 
from home, but not leave the South. 
He didn't like the idea of a big school, 
a state school, but it was harder to get 
into the real small colleges, and you 
had to realize that if you go to one of 
them, it becomes either very good or 
very bad; because if you like the peo-
ple, it's great, but if you don't, it's like 
you're stuck with a small family for 
four long years, unless you quit or 
transfer. 

"He really made me think, more 
than the counsellor or anybody. The  

counsellor, he keeps on saying nice 
things about every school, and he'll 
tell you it may be harder to get in 
here or there. But he doesn't help 
you picture what it's like,  I mean what 
you'll go through if you go to Emory 
or Vanderbilt or up to Harvard and 
Yale and places like that. I don't ex-
pect him to tell me about Morehouse 
or Howard, because I know he's never 
been near them; but from what I hear 
him say to everyone, he doesn't talk 
much about the white colleges either. 
He'll tell you they're 'grade A' schools, 
and they have the best reputation 
there is, and you couldn't do any bet-
ter, going there; but he doesn't tell 
you if you'll be treated half decent, 
and if it's a rat-race or they give you 
the feeling they're interested in you, 
and things like that. 

"I hear the guys wondering out 
loud about what it will be like living 
in this college or that one, but they 
don't really get to know, from what I 
hear, until they get there. So, it's a 
risk you take. Sometimes when I 
listen to them, it reminds me of my-
self—you know, during the summer 
before integration started. I would 
hear all these facts about the white 
schools and what the subjects were 
I'd be having and how good they are, 
the teachers, and what it would all do 
for me later. But only when I actually 
got here did I learn how it feels to go 
to school here—you know, each day. 

"Even if they had a catalogue for a 
high school they wouldn't be able to 
tell you what it's really like there, in 
the school. No, I don't only mean for 
me, a Negro. I mean for the others, 
too. You could have shown me a pic-
ture of this school, and described the 
courses here, and let me know where 
each teacher went to college—things 
like that—and it still wouldn't have 
told me the real truth about the kids 
and the teachers and how people get 
on here." 

Haverford. How people "get on" 
continued to interest him when he 
did, finally, go to college—up North, 
to an old, overwhelmingly white, rea-
sonably small college — in fact one 
somewhere between Harvard and 
Haverford in size. I went to his grad-
uation a short while after my stay at 
Haverford. And he was very much on 
my mind while I spent four days with 

Haverford's senior class, their last to-
gether before graduation. I kept on 
thinking back to our conversations in 
Atlanta, and wondering what I would 
tell a high school student like he once 
was—or anyone, poor or rich, white 
or black—about how Haverford stu-
dents "get on." I do not mean how 
they "get on" psychologically or so-
cially—the last thing I wanted to do 
was analyze my hosts. I mean "get 
on" in the very sense he used it back 
in 1964 in Atlanta. 

He was referring to an atmosphere, 
a daily atmosphere, a spirit that in-
forms the words and deeds of a num-
ber of people. Now I don't believe 
that we can measure all that, or even 
put its essence in words, no matter 
how high-sounding or long and pre-
tentious. Nor did I come to Haverford 
to determine or estimate or evaluate 
such an atmosphere. Yet I did begin 
to feel something about the college, 
and because I knew that I would next 
be going to another college, to watch 
the young man I have known so long 
and seen go through so much and 
(here, already) quoted so much, I did 
find myself in several imaginary con-
versations with him; and particularly 

The students impressed 
me as rather like what I 
used to hear called 
"gentlemen"; people who 
have beliefs but are not 
shrill or nasty or spiteful; 
and people who want to 
build rather than destroy. 

one in which I tried to tell him what 
it might have been like had he gone 
to Haverford—in his words, "how 
people get on" there. 

Before I ever came to Haverford I 
had heard about it for years from 
friends of mine—fellow medical stu-
dents, a doctor, a lawyer. More re-
cently, after I learned that the col-
lege's senior class had honored me 
with their invitation, I spoke about 
my forthcoming visit with two 
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alumni, both of whom emphasized 
the physical beauty of the campus. 
One of them is a young and very tal-
ented writer who has proven that he 
can look at himself honestly without 
the pit-falls of too much sentiment, 
toe much self-regard or too much 
self-analysis (the last of which can 
bury the heart's truth in an avalanche 
of brainy, pretentious words). The 
other is a foundation officer very 
much interested in what is happening 
to novelists and poets in America—
and ironically, as a student he had a 
lot to do with starting the tradition 
which encourages the seniors to 
choose the commencement speaker. 

Something Else. So, I was prepared 
to find a small, prestigious, inter-
esting—to use that cocktail party 
word—college located in a setting of 
quiet but remarkable beauty. And I 
was prepared for something else, 
which I couldn't quite put into words. 
When I tried, by talking with my wife, 
the words took the form of suggestive 
questions. What kind of school for 
years has made graduations some-
thing the students themselves help 
shape as well as take part in? For that 
matter, what kind of school is so con-
structed that its seniors and its teach-
ers and officials can sit down together 
and talk about whom they might want 
to come speak and spend some days 
as an informal guest? Was it possible 
that there was such a college, that 
there had been one all along; that we 
in the larger ones, in the troubled and 
torn ones, don't have to be inventive 
and innovative — two more cheap-
ened words that one hears all over -
but simply alert to what already exists, 
has been tried and shown to work? 

When I arrived at Haverford I was 
indeed struck by its presence, a word 
used to convey a person's vivid, im-
mediate, commanding appearance. 
It was a word that came to mind as I 
looked at the buildings and grounds 
of the college and in my mind per-
sonified the college, felt it to be very 
much there, very much itself. Any 
such judgement has to be personal, 
and at the mercy of the particular per-
son's own past, his values and his ex-
perience. 

I went to Harvard College and Col-
umbia University's College of Physi-
cians and Surgeons; and I graduated  

from both of them in a previous dec-
ade, the fifties. What is more, I was 
born and reared in New England. And 
further, my mother came to Boston 
from the plains of the midwest, from 
Iowa, and my father from the moors 
of England; and both are rather pri-
vate people, who were themselves 
taught to live with and expect the 
kind of separateness or aloneness that 
ironically, large cities and large insti-
tutions now provide to a degree that 
no rural or small-town person could 
ever imagine possible. 

Strangers. I  say all that to indicate 
that I was brought up to make my 
peace with the world, but not expect 
from it any great or consistent kind-
ness. In New England and at Harvard, 
strangers don't speak much to one 
another the way they do in the South 
or the far West. I remember how 
shocked  I  was when  I  first went 
South, how bold and outgoing and 
open people seemed. At first I was 
made nervous, and of course then I 
turned on them and wondered about 
their nerves, about why they always 
seemed to want to say "hello," and 
ask after each other, and talk—small 
talk, but good and significant talk, 
too. I also remember my first visit to 
a Southern college, one for white 
students. Again, they all seemed 
friendly; they all seemed to know one 

I told him that he and I 

and my sons and any he 
might later have could not 

go to a finer college in 

America. 

another; and they talked to strangers, 
to me and my wife, and later I realized, 
to people in general whom they met 
casually rather than self-consciously. 

So, as I need not spell out too 
much, I was prepared for Harvard, 
and for the intensely private life one 
easily falls into among some 1200 
classmates at school in a university of 
some 12,000 students. For me and 
others I know like me the smallness 
of medical school was a surprise;  

there were only a little over a hun-
dred in each class, and in a while 
everyone gets to know at least a little 
bit about everyone else, certainly his 
or her name. But medical schools are 
professional schools, and after the 
first year even the smallest class be-
gins to divide up into groups and sec-
tions that are forever separated. Any-
way, business is business; and even 
under the most favorable circum-
stances the pursuit of a career is usu-
ally a tough and rather single-minded 
chore, hardly similar to the college 
student's more general pursuit of 
ideas and values and purposes. 

Unreal. No wonder, then,  I  imme-
diately found Haverford a little un-
real, a bit unbelievable. I had heard, 
I  knew that it was "small," that it was 
a college and not a university, that it 
was even dedicated to its size; but 
puritan that I am—and psychoanal-
yzed liberals have their very own 
kinds of puritanism and arrogance-
! was instantly impressed with how 
large and spacious and inviting and 
lovely the campus was; and for a 
mere handful of students, maybe 125 
in each class. 

I wondered what they did with 
those buildings, that land—and them-
selves, so few in number it must be 
virtually impossible to disappear in 
any crowd at any time. I wondered 
how they could justify it all, with mil-
lions literally hungry, and at another 
"level," hungry for the good educa-
tion they will never receive. And I 
wondered about more sinister things. 
If "they" don't get fed up with one 
another, perhaps something else hap-
pens: an insufferable and unreal kind 
of camaraderie develops, in which in-
timacy is purchased at the price of a 
smug, narrow aloofness from others, 
from all the many outside worlds that 
make up this nation. 

In the first hours of my stay I sup-
pose it might have been easier had 
that last speculation of mine turned 
out to be a fact. I would have been 
quickly and warmly embraced, in the 
essentially self-congratulatory way 
that a tight-knit group of people al-
ways turns toward its choice, its new 
—if temporary—member. Instead I 
was struck (and impressed) by the 
diversity of the graduating class. Rel-
atively few in number, they had man- 
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aged to be together for four years 
without becoming variations on any 
particular theme. There was abso-
lutely none of that insular, self-con-
tented unity I have seen in certain 
schools and colleges. They had not 
become a we—Haverford against 
Philadelphia or Pennsylvania, and on 
and on. And if there were cliques or 
groups, they didn't stand out and in-
sist upon recognition. I felt I had to 
make each student's acquaintance—
which meant more work, but for me 
a more personal and significant kind 
of experience. 

And I was interested in how plea-
sure and serious discussion took turns 
with one another. They were all 
graduating, and we had plenty of 
beer, plenty of food. I heard a lot of 
jokes and I heard dozens of memo-
ries spoken and thus shared. They 
were all leaving and they knew it and 
felt it and lived it, the end of some-
thing with yet another beginning 
around the corner. 

The terrible, disastrous war, with 
all the pain and agony it has inflicted 
on this country (not to mention both 
Viet Nams) was with us at all times. 
What about the draft? What about 
civil disobedience? What about an 
objection to this war, or to all wars? 
What about the future of America's 
foreign policy? And the candidates,  

which one of them would get us out 
of the mess, and do a good job here 
at home, where we also have quite a 
mess to face? We had those more 
formal arrangements, a panel on 
urban problems, another one on 
drugs, a discussion about the draft—
with students and their parents. But 
we also had evenings and parts of 
days in which nothing was scheduled 
but a lot happened. 

There were always food and beer. 
I played pool and a game called four-
square, a fast moving affair that in-
volves four people (and others lined 
up to replace them, one by one) and 
four squares and a squash ball. I 
walked and walked and could never 
get enough of those mighty trees. I 
tried to make sense of the various 
architectural styles and gave up. I 
wandered through the new library 
and ate in the dining hall and walked 
over and got myself a catalogue and 
one of those bulletins that are sent 
to curious would-be-freshmen who 
want to know a million things before 
they apply. I walked to the town. I 
met the president and some members 
of the faculty, and the deans, and the 
college psychiatrist. I slept and 
played tennis and like an addict 
found my "New York Times" before 
the beads of perspiration became too 
noticeable. 

Conversations. But most of all I 
found myself caught up in a few con-
versations I hope I never forget. Per-
haps they could be chalked up to the 
time, graduation in the violent and 
unpredictable year 1968. Still, they 
were talks between young men whom 
I judged neither fanatics nor cynics, 
neither ideological nor emptily prag-
matic. I did not hear America torn 
into shreds, denied its worth and 
granted only its faults. I did not hear 
arrogant, self-righteous and over-
intellectualized young men attack 
everyone and everything. They had 
their doubts and their angers, and 
they expressed them; but they were 
essentially kind and thoughtful men, 
rather than oh-so-sure of this or that 
truth. 

In his excellent paper, "The Cool 
Ones," Haverford's psychologist 
Douglas Heath has poignantly de-
scribed today's student, and noted 
how "he intellectualizes away with  

the assistance of Freudian, hip and 
beat language any feelings that sug-
gest sentimentality, dependency, nai-
veté, or tenderness." I have seen 
enough to agree a hundred times. Yet 
I found Haverford students far less 
"cool" or ostentatiously clever and 
intellectual than others I've met on 
various campuses. Perhaps, again, it 
was the time or the year; or perhaps 
I am not enough of an intellectual to 
stand a chance of inspiring a heavily 
intellectualized response; or perhaps 
we all were out of classes, ready to 
leave for God-knows-where. (I had 
to go home, then South and West and 
all over this still-big land.) 

We did indeed talk about "deep" 
things, and about hang-ups, and I 
heard the same hip phrases and 
Bobby Dylan or Simon-and-Garfunkel 
records I've grown to expect and 
enjoy at Harvard and other colleges; 
but I also met up with a good deal of 
open, honest feeling: anger at what 
we are doing in Asia, and not doing 
here at home; resentment at the hy-
pocrisy one finds all over; determina-
tion to go out and do something, 
change things a little bit, take a stand 
on at least one issue, work in one par-
ticular cause. I also met some stu-
dents who didn't care — with a 
vengeance. And I met some who 
were quite happy with things as they 
are, or certainly not overly worried 
by them. Indeed, a person like me 
had better be very careful when he 
comes to a college, spends time there 
and leaves. He is all too likely to meet 
only those who will confirm his prej-
udices and then depart happy with a 
kind of experience he has slyly con-
trived for himself. 

I cannot, therefore, give any single 
political or social or psychological 
summary of the Haverford class of 
1968—except to say that a rather old 
and old-fashioned observer (I am over 
30, but under 40 and I like to gather 
"impressions" which I don't "feed" 
into a computer) the students im-
pressed me as rather like what I used 
to hear called "gentlemen": people 
who have beliefs but are not shrill or 
nasty or spiteful; and people who 
want to build rather than destroy, find 
out rather than condemn, and smile a 
little even on a bad day rather than 
announce the imminent end of the 
world. 

9 



I particularly enjoyed the fact that 
I met not one brittle ideologue, not 
one student full of talk about "geno-
cide" and "fascism" and America's 
role as the foremost "reactionary" 
country. Maybe they were there, or 
maybe they had left, but it was a plea-
sure to hear all kinds of people, par-
ties, political systems and nations 
criticized — I thought — reasonably. 
We all associate bigotry and intoler-
ance with the right, with the Klan and 
other more respectable but no less 
generous groups that share many of 
its assumptions. I am not so sure we 
find it easy or comfortable to see the 
smug and condescending bigots of 
the left: the kind who label all oppo-
nents "cop-outs" or "finks" or "sick" 
or "reactionary" or "stupid"; and the 
kind who consider their own views 
well-thought-out and honorable, but 
anyone else's superficial or suspect; 
and the kind who will use every scrap 
of Freud or Marx to disqualify all mo-
tives except their own. 

In sum, in a year when all sorts of 
self-righteousness and fanaticism can 
be found, I found none of either 
among the graduates of one first-rate 
American college. I was there for 
only a few days, and I again remind 
myself that we can blind ourselves in 
a million ways. All in all, though, I 
think I met enough students in 
enough sets of circumstances to be a 
little sure of myself. They were work-
ing in Philadelphia's ghetto, working 
for McCarthy, and just plain work-
ing (already) at nearby summer jobs. 
They were not working at hate—and 
I am afraid a number of American 
colleges are not so fortunate. 

Size. I cannot emphasize strongly 
enough how valuable I consider Hav-
erford's size and its Quaker tradition. 
In these days, when even elementary 
schools are being told to consolidate 
into huge "educational parks," when 
faceless institutions herd thousands 
together—until Kafka's wry, doubtful 
view of man's future in the face of 
impersonal bureaucracies seems 
hopeful in comparison to what we 
seem to be getting in our cities, our 
industries and our universities—it is 
terribly important that somewhere 
we be able to find alive and in good 
repair the reasonably decent and 
compassionate institutions or "condi- 

tions of life" we both lack and crave. 
All colleges may not be or want to 

be like Haverford; but Haverford, I 
hope, will continue to regret that fact. 
I say that, I hope, not as a snob or an 
impractical fool, but one who knows 
big and crowded schools all over the 
country, and knows how desperately 
they need to find what Haverford 
possesses, a sensibly finite world in 
which human beings can know each 
other as individuals. Our liberals now 
talk about "decentralization"; and so 
do our conservatives. Our large uni-
versities valiantly struggle to break 
themselves up, to create "houses" 
and "colleges" and courses where 
students can have a little familiarity, 

They had managed to be 

together for four years 

without becoming 
variations on any particular 

theme. 

a little room to relax and be—well, 
unhurried and half-civil, and a little 
human. We need standards of excel-
lence, reminders of what could be, 
what might be—and in fact is, in a 
college like Haverford. 

And we need ceremony, I believe. 
Utterly rational men, fact-obsessed 
men, can be more desperate than 
they realize. 

I am thinking of the Quaker Meet-
ing I attended at Haverford, just be-
fore commencement: the silence, the 
words spoken, the sense of commu-
nity and shared dedication—to a rit-
ual, a manner of coming together, a 
style of thinking and acting. I am not 
arguing for any particular religion, or 
for compulsory this or that. I am say-
ing that some combination, any com-
bination of Marx and Freud leaves me 
cold, if comfortable and "non-neu-
rotic." I found that Quaker Meeting 
powerful and touching. 

We need "structural changes" (as 
I hear them called) in our society; but 
we also need some of the doubt and 
agony and gentle or sharp humor that 
writers like James Agee or Simone 
Weil or Flannery O'Connor or Walker 
Percy have offered — as a conse-
quence of their struggle for grace as 
well as "social progress." 

I believe we need places where we 
can go and think together, get on our 
knees or sit, and read the Book of 
Common Prayer or speak out or sing. 
We need rites and rituals and forms 
and observances—not to deaden us 
and kill us with rules and regulations 
and mumbo-jumbo, but to give us a 
sense of time spent and gone, a sense 
of each other come together, and 
yes, a sense of something larger than 
man the self-delighted thinker and 
conqueror. 

And so I will not easily forget that 
Quaker Meeting on May 28, 1968, 
and after it that simple, direct gradu-
ation ceremony. Each student re-
ceived his degree from the president. 
The men given honorary degrees 
were good and decent men, who 
have fought for peace not war, and 
justice not power. I felt I knew a good 
number of the students as I watched 
them walk across the stage. I felt I 
knew a little of what they thought, 
what they wanted to do and would 
be doing, and what they wanted for 
this country. Because of that, because 
of what I had come to know in those 
four days at Haverford, I felt a little 
better in these not-the-best of times. 

A week later, on the occasion of 
another college's graduation exer-
cises, I met the youth from Atlanta I 
have mentioned and quoted from at 
some length. I was glad to see him 
get his diploma, and told him so. He 
asked me what I had been doing re-
cently and I told him. With all due 
respect to his college and mine I told 
him that he and I and my sons and 
any he might later have could not go 
to a finer college in America. I say 
that not to applaud an institution or 
even the particular students I met; 
but to acknowledge an experience 
and a time I was privileged to share—
which made a strong impression on 
me, taught me a lot, and prompted 
from me, I believe, the thoroughly 
justified response of gratitude and 
affection. 
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Haverford's unique memorial to the Quaker philosopher is again open to the public—

subtly refurbished 

and air conditioned 

as part of the Magill 

Library project. 

The Rufus Jones Study 
as it now appears in the 

Haverford College Library. 



Rufus Jones is shown at ease in his study at Number Two College Circle. 
After his death, the study was moved to the college library. 

If you sit quietly in the oak Victor-
ian easy chair, you can almost imagine 
that Rufus Jones will be back in a 
minute—that he just stepped out to 
check a reference in another room. 
His tiny roll-top desk is there lit by a 
gooseneck lamp. Lining the walls are 
the countless pictures of friends, phil-
osophers, Friends, philosopher-
friends, and Friend-philosophers. The 
mantel clock, softly ticking the hours. 
And the books—maybe 2200 of them 
—the books that were so cherished 
by the great Quaker philosopher. 

Rufus Jones spent more than 50 
years on the Haverford campus as 
student and teacher. Much of this 
time—certainly many of his most pro-
ductive hours—were spent in this 
room. The room at Number Two Col-
lege Circle, the Jones home, in which 
the philosopher studied, wrote and 
held his seminars. 

He died 20 years ago, "6th Mo. 16th. 
1948," as is inscribed on the small 
gravestone at the Haverford Friends 
Meeting. His wife, Elizabeth, lived on 
at Number Two College Circle until 
1952. But in 1951, with her help, the 
college removed the study from the 
home—doors, hardware, lighting fix-
tures, windows, bookcases, even the 
floors. The family donated the fur-
nishings and books to the college. 
And the Rufus Jones Study was recre-
ated—virtually nail-for-nail—in the 
Haverford College library. It was ded-
icated as a room for philosophy semi-
nars, small discussion groups and 

A Haverford student finds a quiet moment for 
reading among the books and remembrances 
of Rufus Jones. The Rufus Jones Study also 
is used for philosophy seminars. 



On the mantel removed from 
Jones' home are the philoso-
pher's clock and a class 
spoon marked "Eighty Five 
With Compliments of Eighty 
Four." Jones was a member 
of Haverford's class of 1885. 
On the wall hangs a drawing 
of Lowell Coutant Jones, the 
philosopher's son, who was 
born in 1892 and who died 
in 1903. 
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quiet study among the books and 
personal associations of one of Hav-
erford's most valued teachers. 

The recent library renovation-and-
construction project headed by James 
P. Magill brought a few subtle 
changes to the Jones Study. The oak 
easy chair has been reupholstered. 
Imperceptibly new curtains trim the 
windows. The old floors are now 
protected by wall-to-wall carpet; in 
a very quiet grey. The study is air 
conditioned. 

But the changes are difficult to find. 
The presence of Rufus Jones still 
dominates the room. 

And if you slide open the right-
hand drawer in the upper section of 
Jones' desk, you'll find a note in 
familiar handwriting which begins, 
"Dear Elizabeth ..." 

A rare first edition, from the collection of 
Rufus Jones, is one of some 2000 books kept 
in the Quaker philosopher's reconstructed 
study at Haverford's library. 



Haverford's Ariel Loewy 

The Biological 
Revolution: 

Man's 
Eleventh Hour 

Ariel Loewy, internationally recognized Haverford biologist, 

says scientific revolution has brought man to the threshold 

of directing his own evolution. But he warns that it will 

take social revolution to allow man to cope with such 

advances and to take advantage of them. In fact, Loewy 

concludes, it's our only chance for survival. 

Man as we know him today is ap-
proximately half-a-million years old. 
Though biological evolution has pro-
ceeded during this period at a steady 
pace, our brain having expanded from 
1000 cubic centimeters to 1500 cubic 
centimeters, man's technological 
evolution has spiralled through a 
series of revolutions that have suc-
ceeded each other at an ever acceler-
ating pace. 

Half-a-million years of food gather-
ing and primitive tool making was 
succeeded by 50,000 years of semi-
nomadic farming and animal hus-
bandry which in turn was followed by 
5,000 years of sedentary semi-urban 
existence in fertile valleys. Here the 
accumulation of a surplus in food 
made possible the division of labor 
that led both to the intellectual tri-
umphs and to political shenanigans, 
which historians have amply recorded 
and have come to believe are en-
demic to human existence. I per-
sonally feel it is likely that the bulk of 
the shenanigans are a consequence 
of the fact that the food surplus was 
never more than partial and that it 
could be accumulated only through 
massive coercion and at the expense 
of great suffering. 

Slavery. The inadequacy of a par-
tial surplus, crucial as it is in its cor-
ruptive effects on human relations, is 
not the only "hang up." The fact that 
these successive revolutions occurred 
unevenly — including some popula-
tions while leaving others far behind 
—permitted man, though a biologi-
cally homogeneous species, to super-
impose social distinctions that fre-
quently returned some men to the 
role of animals. Slavery, the effects of 
which are still most painfully with us 
in this country, saw man perfect the 
art of animal domestication on his 
fellow man. This ferocious practice 
of our very recent ancestors lasted 
well into the industrial revolution, the 
fourth major human revolution in 
which the power of human and ani-
mal muscle was supplemented by its 
mechanical equivalent: the engine. 
And here again, this new relationship 
between man and nature altered in a 
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fundamental manner the relationship 
between man and man and per-
mitted him to use more effectively 
the new technological possibilities 
that the industrial revolution had to 
offer. 

Some 25 years ago two more revo-
lutions exploded upon human soci-
ety: the cybernetic revolution, which 
is gradually supplementing, if not 
replacing, the human brain; and the 
atomic revolution, which is providing 
man with a new and far more exten-
sive source of energy. The combined 
effect of these two revolutions is to 
provide the technological basis for 
eliminating poverty from human exis-
tence. The partial surplus could—
given new social relations—turn into 
a universal surplus! 

And just 15 years ago a new revolu-
tion started, the meaning and the 
consequences of which we are only 
beginning to fathom. In fact, we 
haven't even given it a name and for 
lack of a better name I shall call it the 
biological revolution. I refer to a 
totally new phenomenon in the his-
tory of life on earth, namely the proc-
ess by which living matter becomes 
aware of itself and hence in control of 
the very machinery of which it is 
made. 

Let me for a moment set this devel-
opment into an evolutionary context. 
Throughout evolution, living things 
have evolved patterns of organization 
which have slowly expanded their in-
dependence froM the buffeting of the 
immediate environment. In fact, this 
independence from the capricious-
ness of the environment is a funda-
mental criterion whereby we can 
evaluate evolutionary progress. 
Human evolution and the growth of 
technology has added a new dimen-
sion to this process through which 
biological systems developed exten-
sive and conscious control of the en-
vironment. The biological revolution 
is potentially the most powerful re-
cent development in this struggle 
against capriciousness; for not only is 
living matter learning to control the 
physical world, it also now stands at 
the threshold of learning to control 
and even change itself. 

Molecular Insights. You may say: 
"This biological revolution of yours 
is nothing new. Ever since Harvey 
discovered the circulation of the 
blood or Vesalius dissected the 
human body we began to under-
stand and hence control our bodily 
processes." 

In some sense this is true, and far 
be it for me to minimize the advances 
in anatomy and physiology. But what 
I have in mind is something entirely 
different; I refer to the recent molec-
ular insights into the machinery of life 
which provide us with a level of anal-
ysis of incomparably greater depth 
and therefore a technology of infi-
nitely greater power. 

During the last 15 years we have 
begun to understand how cells store, 
duplicate, and transmit the accumu-
lated wisdom of three-billion years of 
biological evolution. This wisdom, 
we have found, is written directly into 
the structure of hereditary molecules 
whence it is transcribed and eventu-
ally translated into the structure of 

The crucial necessity is for 

man to become the master 

of technology rather than 

the victim of it. 

different molecules carrying out the 
whole variety of functions associated 
with the machinery of life. Our suc-
cess, in 15 short years, of penetrating 
into some of the deepest mysteries of 
the living process, convinces me that 
other mysteries are susceptible to this 
approach. The molecular machinery 
underlying cellular differentiation 
thought-processes, and even charac-
ter-structure I believe are capable of 
analysis and conceivably of control. 
And what I mean by control is not 
merely the minor homeostatic adjust-
ments towards a relatively invarient 
human condition which we have 
practiced so far, but something much 
deeper and all-embracing: namely 
the modification of the biological 
nature of the human species down to 
its very roots, that is its molecules. 
Man is at the threshold of directing 
his own evolution. 

Fear. Yet I do not detect signs of 
exaltation and rejoicing. Why does 
the prophecy of the expansion of 
human power usually evoke discom-
fort and fear in us? Why do we trust 
ourselves so little that we prefer to 
give ourselves up to the influence of 
uncontrolled external environment 
rather than look forward to shaping 
our own future? 

Let us look at the world of 1968 for 
an answer to this question. We have 
described our successive technologi-
cal revolutions as if indeed they had  

occurred at an ever-accelerating pace 
for the entire population of this 
planet. Nothing could be further 
from the truth! To be sure, there are 
only a few remnants of the earliest 
food-gathering stage of human exis-
tence left, mostly in New Guinea. 
However, the semi-nomadic exis-
tence of the second stage and the 
primitive preindustrial agriculture of 
the third stage are still very much with 
us. This in fact is the most staggering 
piece of reality regarding our con-
temporary world—the industrial rev-
olution has not happened yet to some 
70V0 of the world's population! 

We recognize this situation and 
have adjusted to it. We've done this 
to such a degree that it is hard to de-
scribe it without sounding trite on 
one hand or maudlin on the other. 
What can I say to restore this crucial 
fact to its proper emotional niche in 
our conception of the world? Should 
I say that 40°/o of the world's popula-
tion goes to bed hungry every night? 
Should I say that the life expectancy 
in Bombay is 32 years? Should I say 
that it is a common sight every morn-
ing in the small towns of Guatemala 
for wagons to pick up the bodies of 
children who died that night? 

Gap. But there is another fact 
which, if anything, is more crucial and 
more dismal than the industrial back-
wardness of two-thirds of the world's 
population. I refer to the fact, ad-
mited by leading economists such as 
Eugene Black, the former president of 
the World Bank, that the huge gap 
between the rich and the poor is 
widening at a catastrophic rate. What 
Karl Marx had predicted for the pop-
ulations within the nation-states of 
Western Europe seems instead to be 
happening to the population of the 
whole world. The rich are getting 
richer and the poor are getting poorer 
on a global scale. Why this should be 
so, I am sure can be explained at a 
variety of levels, all of which may in 
part be true. Ruinous population 
growth in Egypt, conservative social 
customs in India, scant natural re-
sources in Outer Mongolia, feudal 
political control in Saudi Arabia. 

These explanations and others give 
a local flavor to our view of what is 
going wrong. These are comfortable 
explanations since they do on a 
global scale what the Puritans and the 
Social Darwinists attempted to ex-
plain at the national level: that is to 
blame poverty on the poor. Today, 

15 



we know better than that! Some of us 
suspected for a while that maybe the 
global rich at least share the blame 
for the poverty of the global poor. 
Certainly the average American be-
fore World War II—if he could ignore 
the Mexican War, the Spanish-Ameri-
can war and a number of forays into 
banana republics — had very little 
reason to feel that his profit was some 
one else's loss. But the aftermath of 
World War II changed all that. 

Containment. The last 25 years 
have seen a dramatic shift of the cen-
ter of gravity of "white power" from 
Western Europe to North America. 
This fundamental change in stance, 
usually referred to as a "commit-
ment" or a "responsibility," has basi-
cally altered the character of U. S. 
society. A small, peripheral standing 
army ridiculed and satirized in our 
literature was gradually transformed 
into a powerful "defense" (or should 
I say "offense") establishment. A tiny 
wartime OSS was transformed into a 
globally pervasive CIA. All this oc-
curred under the ideological um-
brella of a containment-of-commun-
ism policy, and during the heyday of 
Stalinist excesses it had most of us 
convinced! But as Stalinism died and 
Moscow lost its control over the revo-
lutionary forces in under-developed 
countries, the old clichés of anti-
communism began to wear thin. 

The Dominican Republic adven-
ture and the war in Vietnam have 
been the last straw! Though our gen-
eration still clings to the anti-com-
munist myths of the past, fewer and 
fewer young people and black people 
have any illusions about the nature of 
the society in which they live. They 
realize in increasing numbers that 
what we are engaged in is the mas-
sive suppression of self-determination 
of the peoples in underdeveloped 
countries. 

Right before our eyes, at an ever-
increasing rate, our youth is being 
"turned off," while the very poor, es-
pecially the black skinned poor who 
had never been "turned on" are be-
ginning to demand their due. Why? 
I think because our present forms of 
social organization cannot ade-
quately cope with the problems cre-
ated by the effects of technological 
development, nor can they utilize for 
human benefit the stupendous op-
portunities which science and tech-
nology can offer. While for the first 
time it is technologically possible to  

eliminate all poverty, our world is 
being threatened by the accelerating 
problems of over-population, eco-
logical deterioration, and nuclear 
poisoning. 

Moon. Instead of addressing itself 
to these problems our society en-
gages in a continuing escalation of 
monstrously displaced activities. We 
and the Russians use billions of dol-
lars to put a man on the moon instead 
of developing the electric car to cut 
down on the strangulating effects of 
pollution or devising more effective 
methods of birth control. Can we 
hide from our youth the fact that the 
development of nuclear weapons has 
made us less safe than we were be-
fore? The evidence says clearly that 
we can't. More and more of our 
youth recognize that there is as much 
truth-value in an offical accounting of 
national policy as in a toothpaste 
commercial, and they realize that ul-
timately no one can profit from this 
rampant dishonesty and self-delusion. 

In conclusion let me reiterate my 
belief that our existing social struc-
ture cannot cope with or take advan-
tage of the scientific revolutions 
which are occurring with ever increas-
ing rapidity. Our only chance for 
survival is to bring about the requisite 
social revolutions which will modify 
the entire motivational structure of 
society. What kind of structural 
changes are necessary and how they 
will come about? These are the major 
questions to which we should address 
ourselves today. 

My own predilections tell me that 
the crucial problem is to achieve 
democracy in a complex technologi-
cal society. While our present ten-
dency is to turn social planning into an 
escape from freedom, I am convinced 
that authoritarian control really rep-
resents a failure of planning rather 
than its fruition. The Russian experi-
ence I think has amply demonstrated 
that! But our young radicals, such as 
the Students for a Democratic Soci-
ety, are reaching beyond this mid-
twentieth century dilemma. Their 
concept of a participatory democracy 
emphasizes the crucial necessity for 
man to become the master of tech-
nology rather than the victim of it, 
and asserts that this can only be done 
through democratic consensus. 

Awesome Task. I wholeheartedly 
agree with them and cannot help but 
feel that, as man faces the increasingly  

awesome task of biological and social 
engineering, he will have no other 
choice. A democratic social structure 
is both a condition for and a conse-
quence of modern technology. If 
smaller units are required in order to 
achieve greater individual participa-
tion in decision-making, then we will 
have to divide into smaller social 
units. Our potential technological 
productivity is so stupendous that we 
can afford the relative economic in- 

We possibly have only 
three decades to carry out 
the bulk of our task. 

efficiency of small social units. If cer-
tain cheaper ways of getting coal 
from underneath the ground have a 
debasing influence on the human 
psyche, then we will get coal out 
some other way, even if this is more 
expensive; and thus the rest of society 
will have to pay the price! Only in a 
society of consensus can such deci-
sions be made, because these are de-
cisions growing out of interrelated-
ness and mutual concern. 

In conjuring up such happy 
thoughts of human and social per-
fectability I do not speak of a far dis-
tant utopia but of an urgent necessity. 
The world food situation, the pollu-
tion of our environment, the popula-
tion density, and the destructiveness 
of our weapons leave us no choice 
but to bring about some basic struc-
tural changes in our social relations. 
We possibly have only three decades 
to carry out the bulk of our task. 

Since this is the eleventh hour, we 
must look for catalysts to accelerate 
the pace of our social response. 

This must then be the role played 
by our institutions of higher learning. 
The major role of the college and the 
university must be a radical one, 
namely of accelerating social change. 
The imbalance created by furthering 
scientific insight and technology must 
be remedied by accelerating our so-
cial response. Unless this is done, I 
fail to see a future to which we can 
aspire with enthusiasm and with hope 
—if indeed there is to be a future for 
the human race. 

These thoughts were first developed 
by Professor Loewy during the 1968 
Board-of-Managers-and-Faculty Din-
ner. Loewy, former chairman of Hay-
erford's Department of Biology, is on 
sabbatic leave this academic year. 
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Campus 
Briefs 

HONORED 

• Kenneth E. Boulding, Kenneth B. 
Clark, Clark M. Eichelberger, Harold 
Evans and John F. Gummere; by 
receiving honorary degrees from 
Haverford College during May Com-
mencement exercises. Boulding, an 
economist and social philosopher, 
was cited as "economist, teacher, 
philosopher, poet and conscience of 
his profession, who has ever sought 
to put new knowledge to man's best 
and most peaceful uses." Clark, psy-
chologist and mediator, was cited as 
"scholar, mediator, activist and ideal-
ist, whose head and heart alike give 
the quest for racial justice a clearer 
sense of noble means toward noble 
ends." Eichelberger, chairman of the 
Commission to Study the Organiza-
tion of Peace and an authority on the 
U.N., was cited as "a seeker after 
peace and a friend of the peacemak-
ers, who has never lost the vision of a 
world where men will reason together 
to build a fairer world order." Evans, 
lawyer, public servant and member of 
Haverford's Board of Managers, was 
cited as a "skilled and humane lawyer, 
whose counsel to his college and to 
all with Friends' concerns has long 
been as kind as it has been wise." 
Gummere, also a member of Haver-
ford's Board of Managers and retiring 
headmaster of the William Penn 
Charter School, was cited as a 
"teacher, scholar, administrator and 
true son of Haverford, who has shown 
all he meets the purpose and the joy 
that are in education at its best." 
Gummere was awarded a doctor of 
humane letters degree; the others re-
ceived doctor of laws degrees. 

• Senior Edward C. Kopff; by being 
graduated summa cum laude; and 
Bruce L Ackerman, Simon L Adams, 
Douglas C. Bennett, Francis P. Engel, 
Stephen E. Faust, Carl Grunfeld, 
Michael M. Kaplan, Eugene A. Lud-
wig, Michael W. McCann, Richard T. 
Melson and Gregory Wilcox; by being 
graduated magna cum laude. They 
were among 132 members of the 

class of 1968 who were graduated in 
May. The commencement was the 
112th since Haverford became a 
degree-granting institution in 1856 
and the 131st in the school's 135-year 
history. 

• Eighteen seniors, two juniors and 
one alumnus; by being elected to the 
Phi Beta Kappa Society. The seniors 
were Bruce L. Ackerman, Simon L. 
Adams, James E. Alcock, John F. 
Aldridge Ill, Wallace T. Ashton, 
George T. Asteris, Douglas C. Ben-
nett, Francis P. Engel, Stephen E. 
Faust, Steven H. Gold, Carl Grunfeld, 
Karl A. Kocher, Edward C. Kopff, Eu-
gene A. Ludwig, Richard G. Lyon, 
Michael W. McCann, Richard T. Mel-
son and Gregory Wilcox. Thomas N. 
Bisson, '53, was elected to member-
ship as a "Fifteen Year Honor Man." 
Juniors John F. Lehman and Franklin 
A. Long II were also elected members. 
Also in the graduating class, Michael 
M. Kaplan, George L. Musser and 
Carl E. Wilbur Jr. were elected during 
their junior year. 

• Seventeen seniors, five juniors and 
one member of the administration; 
by being elected to Founders Club. 
The seniors were James E. Alcock, 
Vahan E. Benglian, Douglas C. Ben-
nett, Galen L. M. Bollinger, Thomas 
W. Currie III, James W. Davidson, 
Alan S. deCourcy, Stephen E. Faust, 
Steven M. Freedman, Robert K. Gif-
ford, Carl Grunfeld, Edward T. Jones, 
Michael M. Kaplan, Edward C. Kopff, 
Glen F. Nixon, Timothy W. Welles and 
Gregory Wilcox. Juniors elected 
were: Joel D. Cook, Edward A. Helme, 
Hadley Reynolds, Dennis L. Stern and 
Paul L. Weckstein. Director of 
Alumni Affairs, William E. Sheppard 
II, '36, was also elected to Founders 
Club membership. Graduating se-
niors Silas Little III, Eugene A. Ludwig 
and William A. McNeil were elected 
to the club last year. 

• Francis P. Engel, '68; by being 
awarded the Varsity Cup for excelling 
in leadership, sportsmanship and ath-
letic ability. 

• Thomas R. Powers, '68; by being 
awarded the Lyman Beecher Hall 
Prize in chemistry for juniors, seniors 
or recent graduates who expect to en-
gage in research. 

• Edward C. Kopff, '68, by being 
awarded the William W. Baker Prize 
in Greek and the William Ellis Scull 
Prize for the upperclassman who 
shows the greatest achievement in 

voice and the articulation of the Eng-
lish language. 

• Simon L. Adams, '68; by being 
awarded the S. P. Lippincott Prize in 
history. 
• Edward T. Jones, '68; by being 
awarded the Newton Prize in English 
literature. 

• Stephen H. Munroe, '68; by being 
awarded the George Peirce Prize in 
chemistry or mathematics. 

• The Colloquia Committee; by 
being awarded the Edmund J. Lee 
Memorial Award for the student 
organization which did the most to 
advance the interests of Haverford 
College during the past academic 
year. 

• Michael M. Kaplan, '68; by being 
awarded the Hamilton Watch Award 
for the senior majoring in one of the 
natural sciences, mathematics or en-
gineering, who most successfully 
combined proficiency in his major 
field with achievements, either aca-
demic or extracurricular, in the social 
sciences or humanities. 

NAMED 

• George N. Couch (photo), '64-68; 
to join Haverford's staff as public re-
lations associate. 

Couch 
	

Robinson 

• John A. Williams, '64; to join the 
college's staff as an assistant director 
of admissions. Williams taught his-
tory at Irondiquoit, N.Y., High School 
and spent the past year as admissions 
counselor at Ithaca College in Ithaca, 
N.Y. 

• Bruce N. Robinson (photo); to the 
newly-created position of assistant to 
the president. Robinson, completing 
work on a Ph.D. degree from the Uni-
versity of Oklahoma, taught econom-
ics at Texas Southern University and 
worked in the Federal government's 
Bureau of the Budget. In addition to 
his duties in the president's office, he 
will teach economics and participate 
in Haverford's growing involvement 
in urban affairs. 
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NOW YOU CAN GET 
I 

A FREE SUBSCRIPTION TO 1 
THE HAVERFORD NEWS I 

1 
1 
1 
1 
1 
1 
	1 	 

The Haverford College Alumni Council has 
made arrangements for alumni to receive the 
Haverford News in 1968-69 at no charge. A 
free subscription will be entered for each 
alumnus who makes a written request for one. 
The coupon below is provided for this 
purpose. 

Bouzouki: Alumni tourists gather for a 
"bouzouki" break at a roof-top tavern in 
the Plaka section of Athens. Smiling (I to r) 
are: Alumni Director William Sheppard, '36; 
Frank S. Flowers, '23; Ann Flowers, his wife; 
Peggy Sheppard, Bill's wife; William Shep-
pard, Bill's son who is a student at William 
Penn Charter School; and Heber Harper, '42. 
For 1968-69, two alumni trips are planned: 
a Thanksgiving weekend jaunt to Bermuda; 
and a tour in May, just after the 1969 
Alumni Day, to Italy and Switzerland. 

Seven Courses on the Seven Seas: The Rev. 
M. Huett Sangree, '21, and his wife enjoy 
one of the seven-course meals served aboard 
the cruise ship "Jason" during the 1968 
Haverford Alumni Trip. 

To: Alumni Office 

Haverford College 

Haverford, Pennsylvania 19041 

Please add my name to the list of alumni who are to receive the Haverford 

News at no charge during the academic year 1968-69. 

Name 	 Class 	  

Address  

	 ZIP 	  
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