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PERSPECTIVE 

F rom 1833 to 1972, there may be only 
one activity — one tradition — that all 

Haverford classes have shared. It's not 

book burning; it's not Class Night. Rather, 
it's centered in the cupola that squats 

atop Founders Hall — the cupola housing 
the Founders bell. This interest centers 
on entering the cupola, ringing the bell 

and usually leaving a memento behind 
on the cupola's interior walls. The bell 

sounds have faded quickly into history, 

but the graffiti — ha! That remains for 

all time, noting such divers things as the 

arrival of "Peace" on August 14, 1945, 

or that Grover Cleveland Bergdoll once 

was spotted in his airplane, or simply that 

fellows by the names of Scattergood and 

Rhoads visited the cupola in 1896, two 

years before their graduation. 
One of the recent visitors to the cupola 

was the Horizons photographer, who re-

corded a few of the inscriptions for those 

of us now too sedate ever to climb the 

roof of Founders. 
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IS 
HAVERFORD 

STILL A 
QUAKER 

COLLEGE? 
STEPHEN G. CARY '37 

Probing whether his college has broken with 
its Quaker lineage, Haverford's vice president for development 
wears four inquisitive hats: administrator, former manager, 
alumnus and nationally prominent Quaker figure. His conclusions 
were first drawn before the 1971 meeting of the Corporation of 
Haverford College.* 

*Oct. 29, 1971 
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"Haverford School," c. 1860, lithographed by W. H. Rease, printed by T. Sinclair and Company. 
From the Haverfordian Collection of the James P. Magill Library at Haverford College. 

do care -- I care very much — whether 

Haverford is still a Quaker school. 

Quite simply, this is because I think 

the particular formulation of Christian 

faith that we identify with Quakerism is 

so relevant and so much needed in the 

world today, that it is a matter of per-

sonal urgency to me that a Quaker college 

be a Quaker college. In saying this, I want 

to make clear that I'm not speaking in a 

narrow sectarian sense. For Friends have 

no monoply on the ideas that we identify 

with their religious Society. 

However, the central insight of Quaker-

ism leads us to emphasize those particular 

aspects of Christianity that are most cen-

trally needed today. They're needed be-

cause they're being massively overlooked 

and overlooked at men's peril. Here is a 

religious group that, because of its  

particular understanding of the relation-

ship between man and God, asserts — and 

asserts flatly — that life is sacred, and 

may not therefore be exploited or de-

based or destroyed for any reason, under 

any circumstance, at any time. For 

Friends this is a catagorical imperative 

and one that our Society has lived with 

in season and out, for better or for worse, 

for 300 years. It lies at the heart of 

Quakerism as it expresses itself in the 

world. It is what has made us pacifists 

over the centuries. It is what has led us to 

our concern for human relationships, for 

work in prisons, for the relief of suffering, 

and to all of our other social expressions. 

Further, it lays exacting obligations on 

the individual, who because his own life 

is also sacred has a duty to God to de-
velop his talents to their fullest, to act 

with openness and integrity, to reach out 

in trust to other men. 

When we think of this list of impera-

tives, these demands that are laid on us 

as Friends (and which we so inadequately 

express) and then look at the age in which 

we live, their importance is clear to all 

who have eyes to see and ears to hear. For 

ours is an age of violence, where life is 

cheap and where we become so inured to 

barbarism and human suffering that we 

lose the very capacity to feel horror. 

This seems in itself to be the ultimate 

horror. It is an age, too, where duplicity 

and hypocrisy are the stock in trade of 

governments, where cynicism grips whole 

segments of our society, and apathy and 

despair mark the mood of millions. 

What is needed in this kind of a world, 

and needed urgently, is an affirmation, a 
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witness that there is a better way; that 

men can be loving, and compassionate, 
and honest; that there is an alternative to 
violence, and that when man acts in 

these ways, which I deeply believe is how 

God means him to act, there is a chance 
that his problems can be solved. 

This is the kind of witness that can 
shake the earth for 10 miles around. 

Lillienthal. Do you remember the testi-
mony of David Lillienthal in Washington 

at a senate hearing a number of years 

ago? It was at the height of the McCarthy 

period, and Lillienthal was appearing 

before Senator McCarran's Internal Secur-

ity Subcommittee that was inquiring into 

communist infiltration into the Tennessee 
Valley Authority, of which Mr. Lillienthal 
had been the director. For the better part 

of an hour, Senator McCarran harassed 
and tormented David Lillienthal with a 

whole series of hostile questions. "Mr. 
Lillienthal, don't you understand that the 

communists intend so and so? Don't you 
believe this or that? Don't you see the 
danger of so and so? 

Finally Lillienthal turned in his chair 
and faced his tormentor: "Senator, this I 

do believe. . .," and in about three 
minutes he delivered as ringing an affirma-

tion of his vision of what America could 
be, of what a free society involved, of the 
imperative that trust exist if democracy is 

to survive as had been heard in the halls 

of Congress in a long time. Lillienthal 

shook up the committee. He shook up the 

nation, and his outburst became the 

subject of a best seller. 

Weneed men and women today 

who have this kind of commitment, this 
willingness to stand up and give witness 

with their lives that there is a better way  

of human conduct than the barren exer-

cise of repression and power which seems 
still to be the world's norm. 

commitment is matched with disciplined 

and wide-ranging minds that equip them 
to put their commitment to work in 

sophisticated and intelligent ways. 
This combination, this mixture of in-

telligence and commitment, is, of course, 
where I return to my subject: Haverford. 

I came back to Haverford only two 

years ago, but in a sense, I started back in 

1946 and 1947 when the whole course of 
my life was changed by the experience 

of directing the Quaker relief program on 
the continent of Europe in the immediate 

wake of World War II. In those sad days, 

I moved back and forth across the conti-

nent amidst the human and physical 

carnage — the unbelievable wreckage left 

behind by man's inhumanity to man. 
As a result of that shattering ex-

perience, I felt then, and I feel now, that 

for me, the most important tasks to which 

I could commit my life were either to be 

actively involved in experimenting with 

the radical application of love in the 

midst of real and terrible situations, or 

else engaged in some way in the business 

of turning out into society young people 

motivated to make these experiments. 
After 25 years in the first kind of or-
ganization, I came back to Haverford. I 

came back because I knew from my own 

experience as a student, as an alumnus, 

and as a member of the board of managers, 

that Haverford did care about both 

academic excellence and moral values, 
about both mind and spirit, about both 
intellectual capacity and spiritual com-
mitment. 

It seemed to me that this was the only 
kind of educational institution that was 
adequate for our times. 

What have I found? First, in its primary 

role as a college professing academic ex-

cellence, there is no question. Haverford 

measures up, and measures up well. The  

combination of bright students, a gifted 

faculty, and the sort of informal learning 

environment where the best education 

has always taken place — these serve, in 

fact, to translate promise into compe-
tence. 

Quaker. But there's another side to 
Haverford — a Quaker side, a value side -

and I find here a mixed bag. There are 

some things at Haverford that discourage 

me. There are some things that encourage 

me. I'd like to share these two reactions 

with you for a few minutes. 

irst: the things about Haverford College 

that trouble me. I'll begin with some 
comments about something which is not 

unique to Haverford, but rather is charac-

teristic of much of modern American 

society; namely, the great tide of seculari-

zation that has swept across so many of 

our institutions. Here at Haverford, it 

seems to me that faculty and students 

alike — caught up in the pursuit of 

knowledge that is exploding in ever new 
and exciting directions, and disgusted 

with the hyprocisy and seeming irrele-
vance of so much of the organized church 
— have gradually over the years abandoned 

the traditional expressions of their re-

ligious faith, if not their faith itself. 

In its place, they have turned to a sort 

of secular humanism which is very dif-

ferent from a commitment to an ultimate 

faith in a just and loving God. The one 
relies finally on reason, the other on an 
external Reality, which serves as a kind 

of plumb line against which to measure 
one's life and actions. I find for myself 

that this shift in the basis of faith makes 
the Haverford of today rather different 
from the Haverford of the 30's, which is 

the one I first knew. Perhaps I tend to 
over-emphasize the difference because of 

the absence in today's Haverford of an 
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eloquent voice bearing powerful witness, 
week after week in Quaker Meeting, to the 
spiritual imperatives of life — the kind of 
witness that used to be provided when 
I was a student by Tom Kelly, by Rufus 
Jones, by Douglas Steere. 

But what troubles me is only partly 
the lack of such a voice. It's also a 
climate — something that runs deeper 
than the absence of any single spokesman. 
There is still at Haverford a deeply 

humanist dimension. But in large part 
this is a secular rather than a religious 
humanism; and for my own needs, it 
somehow doesn't quite seem enough. I 
wonder whether it's rooted enough to 
hold up in the crunch. Perhaps it can, but 
when a man is going to stand against the 
hurricane he needs roots that run deep 
indeed. For myself, on those all too rare 
occasions when I have found the courage 
in my own life to stand, I've been grateful 
for a faith that goes beyond knowing. 

The second characteristic of today's 
Haverford that disturbs me is a decline 
in what might be called the communal in-
fluences at the college, most notably -
but not exclusively — illustrated by the 
changed role of Fifth Day Meeting. We 
place a great deal of stress on the Quaker 
testimony of individual worth, and we 
work hard to encourage individual de-
velopment. This is an essential part of 
Quaker witness, but we have tended to 
neglect the importance of the parallel 
Quaker testimony to the value of 
community. 

One of the basis for the historic ef-
fectiveness of Quaker education surely 
has been its dual reliance on providing 
both the individual and the group ex-
perience, with the latter providing a 
sense of belonging, a sustaining fellow-
ship, and a bulwark against loneliness 
and isolation, all of which are so im-
portant to man as a social being. And it's  

worth noting that these are just the 
qualities that we worry about at today's 
Haverford, because so many of our stu-
dents find it difficult to make close 
friends, so many lack the sense of be-
longing. Behind their surface cool and 
reluctance to show their feelings there is 
often a sense of loneliness. 

Many don't seem to be able to take 
advantage of the joy that comes from 
shared fellowship. 

Shouldn't we ask ourselves whether we 
have contributed to these problems by 
our own neglect of the corporate dimen-
sion of Haverford life? Has the absence 
of more shared community opportunities 
contributed to the unconscious insensi-
tivity that our black students feel in this 
community? Communication at deep 
levels is always more difficult in times of 
rapid change, because confusion accom-
panies change, and feelings are polarized. 
We are in the midst of such a period, in 
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the world and here at Haverford. This 

comes just at the moment when a strong 

corporate experience is particularly 

needed to foster close relationships and 

just at the moment when the college 

seems less able to provide it. 

The meeting for worship at Haverford 

once met this need. At least it did in one 

important way, because it was a place 

where the whole community came to-

gether in corporate search for faith and 

for meaning in life. It played its con-

structive role as long as it was regarded 

as an integral part of the Haverford 

scene — a required part, to be sure, but 

required in the same sense that taking five  

courses a semester was required. That is, 

it was required, but accepted without 

rancor or debate. 

Unfortunately, this changed, and when 

"required meeting" was translated by the 

Haverford community into "compulsory 

religion," it was lost. There can be no 

corporate search in a climate of corporate 

resentment. And so required meeting was 

given up, in my view, properly under the 

circumstances. But I think we have paid a 

heavy price for our decision, and one that 

the rebels didn't bargain for: the weaken-

ing of our social fabric. 

These particular sets of changes — the 

secularization, the lack of eloquent re-

ligious spokesmen, the loss of communal 

influences — worry me because they seem 

to be in the root areas where faith is 

created and sustained. Unless the roots 

are nourished, how long can the expres-

sions of faith that we at Haverford are 

proud to point to, be sustained? What of 

our harmonious community, our capacity 

to act on principle? I find these troubling 

questions. 

Affirmation. Let me turn now to the 

other side. I would have no one think 

that because these changes have occurred, 

Quaker ideas and Quaker influence are 

moribund at Haverford today. I know, 

and I testify to the whole world, that 

this college is still different and dis-

tinctive because of its Quaker orientation. 

It is to me beyond argument that Haver-

ford's climate is still one that invites the 

affirmation about which I spoke earlier, 

and which I see as so needed in our 

society today. That's what makes it a 
happy place for me to work, even though 

the economy is soft, and the college is in 

the red, and I'm the man that supposed 

to put us in the black. 

I worry about those things, but when 
I think of the kind of fellowship I've 

found here at Haverford, the balance is 

still a satisfying one. This is because there 

is at Haverford College a conscious and  

unrelenting effort to build community, 

an insistance on integrity and openness, 

and a respect for differing viewpoints 

that includes a willingness to listen and 

to hear other ideas. Debate on this 

campus is sharp, but by and large it is 

still marked by civility, and has been all 

through the turbulent period of upheaval 

and unrest through which we have been 

passing. And there are not many campuses 

about which that claim can be made. 

Westill govern ourselves at Haver-

ford by consensus, which is only possible 

because to an astonishing degree, the di-

verse elements of the college family still 

struggle to get agreement rather than to 

get influence. Our interests differ, but by 

and large, our trust in each other's in-

tegrity remains intact. That's what makes 

community possible. It's why Haverford 

is still able on occasion to rise to a prin-

cipled stand, and act as a college not for 

reasons of expediency, or public relations, 

but because the board of managers and 

the community thinks it's right. 

This sometimes gets us into trouble, 

because conscience is a messy business. 

It's not neat, and tidy, and it's not 

predictable, but Haverford's ability to 

honor it is still Haverford's glory. 

All these great qualities — the qualities 

that I find are still here — may account 

for the fact that in recent surveys young 

Haverford alumni are shown to regard 

their college years as amoral as well as an 

intellectual experience. These great quali-

ties are responsible too for the sense of 

hope for the future that lurks behind a 

lot of the surface cynicism. A hope that 

is also nourished by a president who, de-

spite all of the buffeting, and all of the 

trials, and the pressures and failures, and 

all the slings and arrows of outrageous 
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fate, still clings eloquently to his vision 
of this college as a kind of Camelot. The 

vision, and the man who holds it, are a 
blessing to this community. 

So, friends, there is strength at Haver-

ford. I wonder sometimes whether we 
can sustain it. The tests of the immediate 

future are grave. The insecurities and the 

frictions that flow from budgetary pres-

sures, from the weakness of the job 
market, and from the pushing and pulling 

of men of highly different persuasions 

in a time of emotional polarity — all of 

these place heavy strains on the Haver-

ford community at just the time when I 

sense that some of our basic religious 

rootage has slipped away from us. 

Can we continue in our present cir-

cumstances to trust one another? I don't 

know the answer, but I will say that I 

have seen trust born and trust grow under 

much more trying circumstances than we 

face here at Haverford. 

Charlie. Let me recall, for ex-
ample, a moving experience that I had with 

a man named Charlie a few years ago in 

the Washington jail, whence I had re-

paired at the request of a judge on one of 

those rare occasions — all too rare — when 
I put conscience ahead of convenience. 
Charlie was a man who came out of what 

is perhaps the worst ghetto on the East 
coast. He had no education, no job, no 
money, and no place to call home. His 

language, even when laundered and wrung 
out, was hardly what I've known as 

English. But this list of disabilities did not 
prevent him, in our jail setting, from 

quickly becoming a leader, because he 

had a gay disposition, a raucous sense of 

humor, the strength of an ox, and great 

musical skill. Charlie could take a piece of 

toilet paper and wrap it around a comb  

and make it sound like an orchestra. He was 

in the center of everything at that place. 

The last night we were there, Charlie 

was sitting on my bed and he said, 
"Steve, let's have a party." I said, "Lord, 

Charlie, I'm dead. We're going to get out 

of this dump tomorrow. I'm going to try 

to get some sleep." 
He said: "Well, I'm not. I'm going to 

stay up and enjoy myself because I've 

learned something in this jail. I came 

down here to Washington because some-

body asked me if I'd drive a truck load of 

food down to Resurrection City. I didn't 

have anything else to do, and I'd heard 

there were lots of girls down here and 

cheap liquor, so I came on down. 
"When I got thrown into this joint, a 

fellow asked me for a cigarette. I told him 
the hell with it. I wasn't giving no cig-

arettes to anybody. You know what I did 
this morning? You know that lousy 

tobacco they hand out to the prisoners? 

I got three bags of that stuff. I sat on my 
cot over there for an hour and a half, and 
I rolled cigarettes. I must have rolled a 

hundred of them, and when I got all 
done, I left them on the table over there 
by the door for everybody to take one. 
You know why I did that, Steve?" 

I said, "No." He said, "Because I 

learned in this jail that men can get 

along together, and I never believed that, 
and I want to go over to my bed and I 

want to sit and think about that and I'm 

going to play my comb." When I went to 

sleep, that's what he was doing. 

Friends, this kind of experience makes 

me know experimentally (as Quakers put 

it) that men — diverse, different, difficult 

men — can get along together. We can get 

along on this campus. We can get along in 

this nation; we can get along in this world 

and if Haverford College can nurture and 

sustain that kind of faith, it will live up 

to its Quaker heritage. But much, much 

more than that: it will make a matchless 

contribution to our troubled times. This 

I do believe. 
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WO, 

EAUX 
During World War Two, thousands of 
allied aviators shot down over occupied 
France were smuggled to freedom by 
networks of French patriots called Evasion 
Lines, ReSeaux d'Evasion. As a young 
Army officer, Alfred Satterthwaite (SP), 
now a professor of English at Haverford 
College, helped trace these networks after 
the war. He wrote a novel based on his 
findings, and by 1947 four publishers had 
turned it down on the grounds that the 
French Resistance was a Communist 
movement. Now, 25 years later, Satter-
thwaite's novel is being published. 
(Evasion Line, Haverford, 1972, 362 
pages, $9.75, Toll & Armstrong.) 

After I got out of the Army in 
February, 1946, I set out almost im-
mediately to write a novel which would 
dramatize the enormous respect I had 
acquired for Evasion Line, an important 
branch of the French Resistance, which I 
had come to know very well, and to ad-
mire. It took seven months to write the 
book. In the winter of 1946-1947 it was 
offered to four publishers, all of whom 
rejected it, very nicely, all for the same 
reason; the subject of the French Resist-
ance was anathema to the American 
public, the publishers said. 

At that time there was a general belief 
that all the French who resisted the 
German occupation, in whatever way, 
were Communists, acting on behalf of the 
Russians, and probably supported by 
Moscow gold. This was an early Cold War 
opinion that developed into a myth dur-
ing the McCarthy era. It contained the 
usual grain of truth, but the broad 
generalization was sheer nonsense. 
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d'EVASION by Alfred W. Satterthwaite 

There were certainly some Com-
munists in the Maquis, which dealt with 
active, violent resistance; and there were 
Communists among the F.F.I., a para-
military organization which helped even-
tually in the liberation of France. But my 
novel did not deal with either of these 
organizations. My book was wholly con-
cerned with what the French called 
Reseaux d'Evasion, or Evasion Line, or-
ganized networks which enabled aviators 
shot down over occupied countries to 
avoid capture, and ultimately to cross 
the Pyrenees to freedom. None of these 
lines was either led or staffed by pro-
fessional Communists. But the publishers 
did not know this, nor, I suppose, did the 
public; so the publishers were right, and 
the novel was not published. 

Defeated by public opinion, I retired 
to Geneva, Switzerland, in February, 
1947, and wrote a dozen or so short 
stories during the next year and a half. 
Two were printed, one in Story Magazine, 
one in The American Hebrew. My literary 
career collapsed. 

So I returned to the United States and 
took a job teaching Great Books at St. 
John's College in Annapolis. I put writing 
behind me, put my salary in the bank, 
and started to raise a family on a regular 
and secure income. My novel was tucked 
away in an old liquor carton, where it 
gradually disappeared. When I wanted it 
again in 1970 I did not know for sure 
where it was. This did not surprise me. 
What did surprise me was that someone 
wanted to read it. 

Publishers. A couple of years ago, 
Alan Armstrong (Haverford '61), who 
is at present a lawyer in Philadelphia, 
formed a partnership with a lawyer friend: 
Toll & Armstrong, Publishers. Thus Alan 
and his friend, Spence Toll, became pub-
lishers in search of an author. Alan had  

been a student of mine as an English 
major at Haverford, and knew I had 
written several novels. He asked to see 
one of them. I told him that the best of 
the three was Evasion Line, which was 
buried somewhere in the storage mess in 
our third floor. He would have to wait 
until my wife had time to bring order into 
the chaos upstairs, a task she planned 
every winter, and usually abandoned in 
the summer, because the chaos was really 
appalling. We had hoarded everything 
during 27 years of marriage, as if we were 
wedded pack-rats. 

In the summer of 1970 my wife found 
two carbon copies of the manuscript. 
Alan Armstrong took one home with him, 
and decided almost at once that it was a 
marvelous book. I discounted this critical 
opinion as the product of friendship 
rather than judgment. The novel then 
went to Jean Toll, Spence's wife, the 
official reader for Toll & Armstrong, who 
had been a research assistant at the 
Columbia University Press, and a copy 
editor at Harper's and Putnam's. She also 
was enthusiastic. So was Spence. So was 
Spence's teen-age daughter. Then my own 
daughters and nieces read the book and 
liked it. At last I had to re-read the novel 
myself, because I did not remember it 
well enough to answer questions about it. 

I remembered the enthusiasm with 
which my agent greeted the novel in 1946. 
I remembered the enthusiasm with which 
I wrote the book. I remembered that you 
cannot finish a novel 362 pages long in 
seven months unless you are wild with 
enthusiasm for your subject. And I knew 
that a gap of 25 years can be a real gulf 
or abyss that is very difficult to bridge. 

Suppose I were to find that the novel 
was really juvenile? I was almost afraid 
to re-read it. 

In preparing my copy for printing this  

year, I made a few changes in one four-
page passage which my publishers thought 
would bother my readers. Nothing else 
has been changed. Almost to my own 
consternation, I found that I am still will-
ing to stand behind every word in the 
novel, behind the plot, the structure, the 
characters and the style. I think the 
changes I was asked to make were un-
necessary, but they do no real harm at all. 
Perhaps even some good; I did manage to 
get the word "breast" into the text a 
second or third time, and since there are 
no sex scenes in the book, the addition 
of this word may serve as my bid for 
best-sellerdom. But let the literary voyeur 
beware. The activities of people who 
worked on smuggling Allied aviators out 
of occupied France left them little time 
for sexual involvements. You don't be-
come very preoccupied with your libido 
when every waking move you make is 
always, day and night, at the risk of your 
freedom, perhaps even your very life. 

The book is about the Reseau Marie-
Louise, a fiction based on fact. All of the 
characters are invented, and all of the 
events are fictional. Yet the novel is 
wholly authentic in the sense that it is an 
amalgamation or a distillation of actual 
people and happenings. If it all did not 
really happen, it might have, it should 
have; and perhaps it really did. Who 
knows? I know. 

Toulouse. In the summer of 1945, 
after V-E Day, I was working for 6801- 
MIS-X in Paris. I made two field trips to 
Toulouse, each three weeks long, during 
that summer, to interview French men 
and women who had in any way assisted 
Allied aviators; fed them, housed them, 
hid them, helped them get to Spain. 
Toulouse had been the center of the 
Reseau Pat O'Leary until Pat was arrested 
by the Gestapo in 1943, and ultimately 
sent to a German concentration camp. 
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They did not kill him because they 
thought they needed him. One of his 
lieutenants took over the line after Pat 
disappeared; she was a women called 
Fralloise, her nom de guerre. She 
called her co-workers Groupe Francoise, 
and she ran the line until the liberation 
made her activities unnecessary. 

I got to know Francoise very well. 
She was a dynamic and intrepid woman 
of middle age, a violent patriot and a 
vigorous not to say vicious hater of the 
Germans. The way she said "Boche!" 
was hair-raising; she spat it out. As a 
civilian before the war, she had been a 
shop-keeper. Nothing in her past except 
her energy had equipped her to run an 
organization that numbered nearly a 
hundred people, men and women of all 
ages and many walks of life, who were 
operating clandestinely all over the south-
western part of France under the very 
noses of the Germans. 

Francoise was personally responsible 
for the passing of over 250 aviators into 
Spain, ultimately to return to England. It 
was a stupendous job, and she performed 
it magnificently. The United States re-
warded her with the Medal for Freedom 
with Gold Palm; the British decorated her, 
and she got the Legion of Honor from her 
own country. She died, I think, in 1964. 
She lives on as that woman in the famous 
patriotic painting, atop the barricade, 
tricolor bonnet askew, tattered standard 
in one hand, while the other arm urges 
forward the men behind the barricades. 
She is La France. 

During my six weeks in the Midi, I 
called on Francoise every morning while 
I was in Toulouse. I was interviewing 
members of her Groupe, as far southwest 
as Tarbes and Bagneres de Bigorre, north-
west to Auch, south to Foix and beyond 
to the Gorges St. George in the Pyrenees, 
north to Montauban, and east almost to 
Carcasonne. A lovely countryside, the 
southern plain merging into the foothills 
of the mountains, the mountains them-
selves snow-capped in the distance, defy-
ing the hot summer sun. Francoise knew 
every inch of her terrain, and all the 
people who had helped aviators. 

My job was to find everyone, ascertain 
the real names and addresses, as distin-
guished from noms de guerre and false 
addresses; discover what all these people 
had actually done for the aviators; and 
report these facts to the office in Paris, 
along with my recommendation for re-
compense, whether material, honorific, 
or both. Since many of the people I 
interviewed tended to exaggerate their 
roles, Francoise was an invaluable check 
on the veracity of their accounts. She 
regarded them almost as her children, 
even when they were her own age; she 
wanted justice to govern their rewards so 
that the reticent would get their due 
while the garrulous exaggerators got their 
proper discount. 

Each morning Francoise would go over 
the list I had brought with me from the 
office in Paris. The names and all the 
identifications had been derived from de-
briefing reports of returned aviators. Much 
of the information was therefore cryptic. 
The real names of the leaders had been 
known in London during the war; but 
only Francoise knew the real names and 
addresses of the people who worked in 
her organization. 

She would serve me a hot cup of 
American coffee — her "boys," the 
aviators she had sent safely home, kept 
her supplied with food-packages — and a 
glass of Armagnac, the native brandy, 
to add zest to the coffee at 9 a.m. She  

chain-smoked while she talked at great 
speed; I took notes as fast as I could. 

I remembered everything she told me 
for a long time. Some things I have still 
not forgotten, and I will never forget 
Francoise, who was one of the ugliest 
women I had ever encountered and at the 
same time one of the warmest and most 
charming. 

Dinner. In Auch, the capital of the 
Department of Gers, I was searching for a 
minor member of the Groupe Francoise 
late one hot afternoon. He had picked up 
and heberge" (fed and sheltered) several 
parachutists; I did not know how many. I 
finally found him at dinner in a restaurant 
near the cathedral, with about 25 guests, 
everyone high as a kite. The wine and the 
Armagnac were flowing like water. The 
man's friends were giving him a celebra-
tory dinner, in honor of his activities in 
the Resistance and his safe return from 
two years of slave labor in Germany. I 
was invited to join the group as another 
guest of honor. I, who had done nothing, 
was being feted. 

Those who had risked their lives, some-
times for years, sometimes at the price of 
slave labor, or a concentration camp, 
were ordinary, run-of-the-mill civilians. 
On occasions that might have called for 
apathy or withdrawal, or at least neu-
trality, they had stepped forward with 
some sort of simple, patriotic honesty 
and put their lives on the line, their own 
lives, and sometimes the lives of their 
families. They were now proud to have 
done it; their friends honored them. And 
they were touchingly grateful that the 
Americans noticed them enough to send 
an Army officer down to interview them. 
I began to feel that it was an honor to 
talk to these people. 

At a farm in the lush countryside 
south of the Loire, near Tours on the 
way to Toulouse, I had interviewed two 
young boys, about 12 and 18 at the time. 
Their father was dead, their mother was 
dying of tuberculosis at a sanatorium in 
Sweden. The boys were trying to run the 
farm by themselves, but it was more than 
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they could handle. 

In 1943 the father had taken in five 
Canadian aviators. He gave them civilian 
clothes and fed them while he inquired 
discretely among his friends to find a way 
to send them out of the country. He knew 
that Reseaux d'Evasion existed. 

The boys told me the story. An 
aviator, married just before the war and 
madly in love with his wife, had decided 
to write to her, telling her that he was 
safe, and that she need not worry about 
his being "missing." He mailed the letter 
in the village box, addressed to Canada. 
He told no one. 

Two days later the Gestapo from 
Tours arrived at the farm. The aviators 
were found and identified. The Germans 
drove them away in a truck; destination, 
a Stalag-Luft in Germany, as prisoners of 
war. The mother went with the aviators; 
destination, Ravensbruck concentration 
camp. The father and the boys were 
taken to the nearest copse of trees. The 
Gestapo shot the father in the presence of 
the children, as a lesson to them. As a 
further lesson, they beat the elder brother 
until he was unconscious. For good meas-
ure, they then beat the younger brother, 
though less thoroughly than the elder. 
The young boy showed me his pocket 
watch, which had been smashed in his 
pocket. The next day, the boys buried 
their father in the woods. 

The elder boy told the story calmly. 
We all had lunch outdoors, beside the 
spring house, with wine that had been 
buried so deep in the spring that the 
Germans had not found it. The young 
men were worried now about two things: 
how to manage the farm, and how soon 
their mother would return. 

I gave then 10,000 francs cash to see 
them through the next few weeks. More 
money would be forthcoming, I told 
them, as soon as my report was in, and 
the Air Corps Intelligence wheels started 
turning. I told them that tuberculosis 
was a serious disease and that the cure 
was bound to be slow. I did not dare  

tell them that the concentration camp ex-
perience had left their mother with 
practically no chance of surviving. When 
I turned in my report later in Paris, I 
found out that the mother had died. 

Priest. Again, on the way to Toulouse, 
I stopped south of Poitiers, to interview a 
man and his wife who had been a link in 
the line going south. They had been be-
trayed by the local priest, who knew, 
who helped, and who had talked. I met 
the whole family, including ten children. 
The mother, father, and eight of the ten 
children had been sent to slave labor in 
Germany. All had survived. The youngest 
boy bummed cigarettes while I talked to 
his father. The family had been reunited 
for only a few weeks and was still in a 
euphoric state. 

The father sang the praises of the priest 
who had betrayed him. He said that the 
Holy Father was a saint and a hero; he 
had lasted three days under Gestapo 
torture before he broke down. 

South of Tarbes, in the foothills of the 
Pyrenees which are not foothills but real 
mountains, I visited a couple who were 
friends of Francoise. They originally had 
joined the Groupe Francoise by accident. 
They were educated people; we spoke 
English, which they knew well. 

Late one night in the autumn of 1943 
there had been a loud knocking at the 
door of their country house on an isolated 
hill-side. They were frightened, though 
they had so far done nothing against the 
occupying authorities. Everyone in France, 
innocent or guilty, feared nocturnal visits. 

They opened the door revealing in the 
dim light an American aviator in uniform. 
He said, "Could you all give me a place to 
sleep tonight?" as if this were the most 
normal request in the world. 

It was. This simple, straightforward 
American sergeant from Tennessee had 
walked from north France all the way to 
the Pyrenees, in full uniform, at night. 
He never encountered anyone willing to 
betray him, nor anyone who knew enough 
to get him into the established Resistance  

system for escape. His compass took him 
south. Dumb luck kept him safe. The 
English-speaking couple took him in, and 
thus committed themselves to further 
activity. Inquiry led them to Frangoise, 
and they became from then on a way-
station leading to the mountains. 

It is perhaps clear by now that the 
risks the French took were enormous. 
The smallest punishment for touching an 
Allied aviator with treacherous intent 
was slave labor in Germany. The largest 
was shooting out-of-hand. And there was 
room for a lot of other nastiness in be-
tween. Yet the Reseau O'Leary was 
formed into an efficient evasion mechan-

ism shortly after the fall of France, and 
when it might have collapsed with the 
German penetration of the line in 1943, 
Francoise drew it together again and kept 
it going until the Liberation. 

One may wonder why the French took 
such risks as were entailed by clandestine 
activity. Certainly the defeat of their 
country at the hands of their old enemy 
moved many of them to seizures of 
patriotism. But patriotic feeling does not 
necessarily lead to action. The humiliation 
of the long, grinding Occupation galled 
many people. But perhaps it was the loss 
of freedom more than any other thing 
that moved them. That, and very strong 
human feelings toward the airmen who 
were fighting, as the French saw it, on 
their behalf. They could volunteer to pay 
the debt incurred by defeat and occupa-
tion by helping parachutists. It made them 
feel better. It satisfied their sense of 
humanity, and it gave them some hope 
that they could, in some way, earn the 
restoration of their own freedom. 

In the end, however, the activities of 
these men and women resist analysis. 
They were just good people, in my ex-
perience, good, average citizens who man-
aged somehow to rise above themselves. 
I loved them then, and I love them still, 
warmly. I still drink Armagnac in their 
honor. But the best thing I could do was 
to write a book about them Evasion Line, 
Toll & Armstrong, Haverford, Pa. 19041. 
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. . . or, what happens when 145 bright young people are graduated from a 
prestigious, small, liberal arts college for men, into the tightest job market 
in 20 years. 

A t the posh Chestnut Hill branch of 
Philadelphia's Continental Bank, one of 
the tellers is a bright young fellow by the 
name of Gowen, Thomas Gowen. 

The job is only for a few weeks, which 
suits Gowen fine. "It's giving me ulcers," 
he complains, "so much responsibility, 
so easy to make an error." 

By the time you read this, though, 
Tom Gowen probably will be working on 
the platform, the side of the bank with 
all the vice-presidential types seated at 
desks. There, Gowen, a 1971 Haverford 
graduate, will learn about loans and 
security procedures; it's part of an eight-
month executive training program. After- 

wards comes a year's training in com-
mercial lending and then a permanent job 
assignment with the bank. 

It all sounds nice, but when Gowen's 
classmates read about this, they're going 
to be surprised. Because Tom Gowen's 
target was politics, not banking. He 
planned to work in Federal government 
for a while after he got out of Haverford, 
but he had his eye on an eventual seat in 
congress. 

What happened? 

In the fall before his graduation, Tom 
Gowen did all the right things, including 
sending out his resumes — about 60 of  

them. They produced nothing. "The Hill 
was loaded with legions of college grad-
uates," Gowen recounts. He got a few 
bites. Congresswoman Shirley Chisolm 
was interested, but she needed someone 
before Gowen was scheduled to be grad-
uated. Congressman William Green eyed 
Gowen, but had to choose between a 
political staffer and a legislative staffer. 
He picked the political staffer and Gowen, 
the legislative candidate, was out. 

So Tom Gowen signed on as campaign 
manager for Lawrence Curry, successful 
candidate for Montgomery County (Pa.) 
commissioner. The job lasted for six 
weeks; the pay lasted for three. Curry 

14 



was low on funds. Gowen needed money. 
He was getting married on September 25. 

"Well, I took to the streets after that," 
Gowen, then 22, recalls. "First I tried 
the brokerage houses, using my father's 
business connections. But they either 
wanted someone around 27 with previous 
experience, or they wanted someone with 
a clear 20-year commitment to the brok-
erage business. I couldn't honestly give a 
20-year commitment, although I tried to 
look like it." 

His brokerage-house interviews gave 
Tom Gowen the feeling that his Haver-
ford College degree wasn't really worth 
much. "To be more exact, I got the 
feeling that the most worthwhile thing I'd 
done in life was play tennis; they were 
really interested in that." 

So Tom Gowen turned to the banks. 
He liked banks better than brokerage 
anyway, he reasoned; at a bank, you 
might be able to do a little more toward 
helping people. His new wife's cousin set 
up the first interview — Philadelphia's 
Girard Bank. After the interview, they 
were going to call him, but they didn't. A 
client of his father's accounting firm set 
up the next one — a vice president at 
First Pennsylvania Banking and Trust 
Company. 

Too Bright. "I took the test and all," 
Gowen remembers glumly, "but then he 
told me, 'Well, we can't hire you. We 
don't need people right now; you don't 
have a business degree, and you're very 
bright.' Apparently they didn't think 
bright people would make it with them." 

At this point, his friends noted that 
Gowen was starting to lose his zip; he 
seemed depressed. He hadn't wanted to. 
try employment agencies, but now he 
tried them willingly. "No soap," they 
told him. The liberal arts degree was 
almost useless, they said. The market 
was so tight that firms were looking only 
for business majors. Finally, one em-
ployment agency got Tom Gowen an 
interview for a job with the Boy Scouts of 
America. It wasn't exactly what he was 
looking for, but he needed the job. 

"They didn't want me either," Gowen 
states, "because I had dropped out after 
Cubs." 

Michele Gowen had a job, but the cash 
situation was getting tight. Tom Gowen 
called Yellow Cab, which pays a straight 
40 per cent commission; they wanted  

him to put up a $50 union fee first. 
Finally, Gowen approached a cousin who 
is executive vice president of Continental 
Bank. He was interviewed. They were 
interested, but the employment situation 
was tight. Anyway, they usually didn't 
hire people under 24 for their executive 
training program. 

Gowen got the job. 

When Tom Gowen's classmates read 
all this, they're apt to be surprised again 
because Tom Gowen seemed to have 
everything going for him. 

Although he dropped out of Cub 
Scouts, he is a natural and recognized 
leader — president of the Haverford stu-
dents' council in 1970-71, the top student-
government post. He is experienced, hav-
ing served on Bill Green's mayoralty cam-
paign staff both as student coordinator 
for Philadelphia (Green's home base) and 
as legislative assistant for issue research. 
He is a scholar, recipient of Haverford's 
Stephen H. Miller Memorial Award, which 
also stresses involvement and service. 

His interests are varied; he was out-
standing in tennis, playing varsity tennis 
at Haverford and serving as head tennis 
coach at the prestigious Merion Cricket 
Club where he was director of the junior 
tennis program. Through his father's busi-
ness and a congressman cousin, William A. 
Barrett, Gowen is even well connected. 

What Tom Gowen has going against 
him is that he is a member of the class of 
'71. It couldn't be tougher. 

National. And it was tough all over for 
anyone graduating in 1971. Some early 
national estimates said that as much as 
40 per cent of the U.S. college class of 
'71 was unemployed. As 1971 started, a 
College Placement Council study warned 
June graduates that they would face the 
tightest job market in 10 or 20 years. 
Some people even said the situation was 
the worst since the Depression, but there's 
one curious difference. Those '71 grad-
uates who did get jobs got them at good 
salaries. 

So it's a new game the class of 1971 is 
engaged in, and the rules still aren't clear. 
But the tightening job market left a 
durable impact. Lawrence Phillips, the 
students' council president who succeeded 
Tom Gowen, came to office on a platform 
that stressed Haverford's need for more 
career-guidance and job-placement services. 

Sensitive to the pressures that made  

Phillips' platform so attractive, the college 
administration priced out a career-and-
job program and reacted in motionless 
silence to the tag — $30,000 to $50,000 
per year. As 1972 began, things remained 
pretty much as they were in Tom Gowen's 
student days — less than a satisfactory 
situation. 

In fact, most Haverford administrators 
admit the situation hasn't been good for 
the past few years. It slowly has become 
apparent that fewer liberal arts graduates 
are going on to grad school, and hence 
more of them need career help. A year 
like 1971 amplifies such a need, 
dramatically. 

Haverford doesn't have the budget to 
go it alone, but, as dean of students 
James Lyons puts it, "We're very in-
terested in having a joint career and 
placement service with Bryn Mawr Col-
lege. They have one now, and we've had 
preliminary meetings with them about a 
joint system." 

Degree. Such a joint program eventually 
may help future classes, but right now 
Tom Gowen is sitting in his teller's cage 
and wondering about his liberal arts de-
gree. In fact, most '71 graduates seem to 
question the value of their degrees — re-
gardless of what brand they own. College 
career counselors reportedly are advising 
students to accept any available job, al-
though they caution them to be wary of 
becoming "locked in" to their first job. 
(Gowen probably steered clear of such a 
lock-in when he failed to display a con-
vincing 20-year commitment to the 
brokerage business.) 

Apparently the counselors' advice is 
being taken. A survey in August showed 
many '71 graduates voluntarily entering 
vocations that earlier graduates would 
have considered beneath them: taxi driv-
ing, auto repair, the crafts. And this trend 
isn't just at the non-prestige colleges or 
among the lower intellectual lights. Ivy 
League colleges report an increasing num-
ber of honor graduates going into such 
fields. 

In Haverford's class of '71, around 
Christmas, Stephen Batzell was working 
as a carpenter, Andrew Lowry was a night 
clerk in a New York City hotel, Stokes 
Quisenberry was a farmer, and John 
Maier was a photographer. Some of them 
joined Gowen in questioning the value of 
their liberal arts degrees. "I should have 
gone straight to agriculture school or not 
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to college at all," Quisenberry wrote. 

Like Gowen, Batzell and the others, 
Andrew L. Lewis Jr. holds a liberal arts 
degree (Haverford, '53), and he defends it 
vigorously. Lewis is president of the na-
tion's largest employment agency, 
Snelling and Snelling. He had this to say 
about the A.B. degree during a panel 
sponsored by the Philadelphia Inquirer 
in January: 

"I have a feeling. . . .thatliberal arts 
education is the best possible training 
anyone can get going out into the world. 
Education is largely a personal thing. It's 
a broadening experience. 

"From a business standpoint, if you 
have someone who can think and apply 
his thinking to the specific area in which 
he works, he is well prepared. The general 
education is far superior to the specific 
education. I am firmly convinced that the 
specialists are going to have greater dif-
ficulty of having a career spanning 40 
years than the generalist who comes into 
a field and uses his knowledge applied to 
the business. 

"The technician is the most inflexible 
person in the employment market. If they 
somehow had broader background you 
could move them somewhere." 

Survey. Apparently, many of Haver-
ford's 1971 graduates still share Lewis's 
faith in their degrees. In a survey of the 
class taken around the first of this year, a 
resounding 91 per cent of those respond-
ing said they would go to Haverford if 
they "had it all to do over again." 

Only about a third of the class mem-
bers answered the questionnaire, leaving 
one to wonder which way the missing 
responses would have tilted the results. In 
any case, the largest group of those re-
sponding, 60 per cent, was engaged in 
graduate study; even more, 74 per cent 
planned to be in graduate school by next 
year, this group including some current 
graduate students and some who would be 
entering graduate school for the first time 
next fall. 

Other survey findings: 65 per cent 
thought Haverford had done an adequate 
job of preparing them for life as they 
now found it; only 28 per cent felt hard 
hit by the current economic slump, and 
73 per cent had been able to do pretty 
much what they planned to do after 
graduation. 

When asked how they felt about life in 
general, 80 per cent were optimistic. 
About half sometimes wished they were 
back at Haverford, and half felt they had 
been happier since graduation. 

Peter Goldberger is one of those '71 
alumni who will begin graduate school 
next fall; he has been accepted by Rutgers 
law school in Newark and has applications 
pending at Yale, Berkeley, Harvard and 
N.Y.U. Although he took the law-school 
test in his senior year, he didn't apply to 
any school right away. 

"I planned to do something inde-
pendent and maturing before law school," 
he says now, "but it didn't work out." 
Goldberger looked hard for a job between 
March and December. He wanted some-
thing in pre-school child care or in para-
legal work. He underqualified for most 
civil-service day-care jobs, because he 
had been a philosophy major. (They 
wanted psychology.) He overqualified for 
most federally funded day-care centers, 
because he had a college degree and 
didn't live in a poverty area. The post 
office, where he had worked happily one 
summer, couldn't hire him on a regular 
basis because he wasn't a veteran. 

"I pursued around 15 jobs," Gold-
berger admits, "but then I ended up 
sitting in the library reading The New 
York Times with the other retired 
gentlemen." Finally, Peter Goldberger 
got a substitute-teaching license and be-
gan teaching math part-time at the local 
junior high school. 

Victimized. At Haverford, especially 
as co-editor of The Bryn Mawr-Haverford 
College News, Goldberger was known as 
an idealist. He still is. "I was victimized by 
the direction of the national economy," 
he holds. "There should be money to 
support willing, able, idealistic young 
people who want to spend some part of 
their lives just doing good things for 
others." 

One of Goldberger's classmates, David 
Epso, was less victimized by the economy. 
In fact, he's riding high. In addition to ob-
taining his liberal arts degree, Epso used 
his time at Haverford to get the equivalent 
of a very workable trade education in 
journalism. He majored in English and 
served as co-editor of the News. He wrote 
for Haverford's Horizons magazine,worked 
on the college's 1971 alumni directory  

and wrote five fund-raising booklets. He 
landed a Newspaper Fund internship in 
1970, working that summer as a reporter 
for the Pawtucket Times. 

On campus, through Haverford's 
Philips Fund program, he met journalists 
like James Reston and David Halberstam; 
he was Reston's host on campus. He 
handled national media as a press aide 
during Haverford's 1970 trip to Wash-
ington. 

And he walked out of Haverford into 
a job as bureau chief for the Twin Falls 
Times-News, which covers 100,000 people 
in eight counties of south-central Idaho. 
After four months heading the two-man 
bureau, Espo was promoted to educa-
tional and political reporter, working out 
of both Twin Falls and the state capital, 
Boise. 

Espo's professional work was expert 
enough to attract a wire service, UPI, 
which unsuccessfully tried to hire him 
away from Twin Falls. 

Dave Espo's self-made trade education 
seems to be working well. 

By and large, most of Haverford's 
class of '71 seems to have done better 
than the national figures would have 
predicted. Of those responding to the 
class of '71 survey, only 4 per cent re-
ported being unemployed. 

But the economy, through its nosedive, 
has drawn the reins short on the student 
who thought his post-college job was 
assured. It also drew the reins on colleges 
that felt content to open the door at the 
end of four years and wave goodbye, 
secure in the knowledge that a solid 
liberal education was all the armamentum 
a bright young man would need in life. 

Bryn Mawr is thinking about expand-
ing its present program of career planning 
and placement; Haverford may well ask 
to cooperate some way. So some sort of 
good may well evolve from the hair-
curling experience of the class of '71. 

Finally, brighter times may be ahead 
for college graduates in general. The most 
recent College Placement Council survey 
of employers shows that the June, 1972 
job market may see an increase in hiring -
nowhere near any of the recent peak 
years, but a good sight better than '71. 

Meanwhile, Haverford's class of '72 
waits cautiously in the wings. W. F.B. 
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ANNOUNCED 

By Bryn Mawr and Haverford College 

presidents Harris Wofford and John Cole-

man; receipt of a $75,000 grant from the 

Richard King Mellon Foundation. The 

two colleges will use the fund to explore 

further measures in sharing each other's 

educational resources, with emphasis on 

fuller coordination of the two libraries. 

By athletic director Dana Swan; Haver-

ford's withdrawal from competition from 

competition for the Middle Atlantic Con-

ference (MAC) basketball championship 

in the current season. Haverford's team 

continued to play all its scheduled games, 

but was not counted in conference stand-

ings. At issue was the "1.6" rule of the 

National Collegiate Athletic Association 
(NCAA), which stipulates that a student 

athlete must have a 1.6 (C-minus) average 
to play on a college team. Haverford has 
protested that ruling since its passage in 
1965, arguing that it fails to allow for 
variations in academic standards and that 
it puts the NCAA in the position of dic-
tating educational policy. Because of 

Haverford's refusal to comply, it has been 
ineligible for NCAA tournaments. This 

summer, the MAC's Southern Division, to 

which Haverford belongs, sought and 

obtained an automatic qualification for 
the league's top team to play in the NCAA 

national basketball tournament. In return, 

the NCAA required that every team com-
peting in the MAC league comply with 

their "1.6" rule. Though Haverford's 
basketball team meets the standards of 

the "1.6" rule, the college refuses to 

comply as a matter of principle. Haver-

ford's noncompliance would have denied 

the local league its automatic qualifier if 
the college had continued to compete in 

the conference. So Haverford withdrew. 

Swan hopes the Southern Division teams 

will reevaluate their decision during the 

coming year. "Either way," he says, "I 
expect our basketball team to be back in 

full MAC competition next year." 

HONORED 

Senior Paul Haagen, of Rockfall,Conn.; 

by being selected to receive a Rhodes 

Scholarship for graduate studies at Oxford 

University. Haagen, a religion major and 

lacrosse player at Haverford, plans to 

study medieval history. He is Haverford's 

18th Rhodes scholar since the program 

began in 1904. 

Admissions director William Ambler 

'45; by being named recipient of the 

1971 Alumni Varsity Club Award, pre-
sented annually to an alumnus whose 

"personal qualities and vocational suc-

cesses reflect honor on Haverford 
College." 

Ellsworth C. Alvord Jr. '44, Francis 

F. Campbell '26, David S. Richie '30, 

and Allen W. Stokes '36; by being named 

recipients of the 1971 Haverford Awards, 

presented annually to no more than 

four Haverford alumni who "best reflect 

Haverford's concern with the uses to 

which its graduates put their knowledge, 

humanity, initiative and individuality." 

Alvord is chairman of neuropathology at 

the University of Washington School of 

Medicine; Campbell is a retired oil com-

pany executive and now city auditor of 

Tulsa, Okla.; Richie is director of the 

Weekend Work Camp program of the 

Philadelphia Yearly Meeting of Friends; 
and Stokes is professor of wild-life re-

sources at Utah State University. 

Professor of philosophy Richard J. 

Bernstein; by being named one of 84 col-

lege teachers in the nation this year to 
receive a senior fellowship from the Na-
tional Endowment for the Humanities. 

The fellowship includes a cash grant of 
$18,000. In 1970, Bernstein was named 
one of the nation's top ten professors by 

the Danforth Foundation. 

ELECTED 

Mrs. Mamie Phipps Clark (photo), W. 

Wistar Comfort II '54 (photo), Robert 

MacCrate '43 (photo), and Chalmers V. 

A. Pittman '25 (photo); to serve on 

Haverford's board of managers. Mrs. 

Clark is executive director of New York 

City's Northside Center for Child De-
velopment and wife of psychologist 
Kenneth B. Clark. Comfort is professor 

of mathematics at Wesleyan (Conn.) Uni-

versity. MacCrate is a New York attorney 

and former special counsel to the Depart-

ment of the Army for investigation of the 

"Mylai Incident." Pittman is executive  

vice president and chairman of the board 

of Geochemical Surveys, Inc. of Dallas. 

J. Morris Evans was newly elected as 

board vice president. Representatives to 

the board from the Haverford Alumni 

Association were: Bernard V. Lentz and 
John A. Cantrell. 

DECEASED 

Mrs. Ruth Magill (nee Marshall), wife 

of emeritus manager James P. Magill; Dec. 
7, 1971. In her own right, she was a long 

and devoted supporter of music and the 

library at Haverford. It was largely through 

her personal enthusiasm and support that 

Haverford was able to launch and continue 

its current successful chamber-music pro-
gram. Haverford president John Coleman 

observed: "Anyone who had such a 

strong spirit, such love of music and life, 

such wit and such a capacity to give of 

herself even in the midst of a crippling 

illness must have been one of the most 
remarkable people of our acquaintance." 

Frederic C. Sharpless, physician, 

alumnus and emeritus manager; Nov. 16, 

1972. He was 91. Born in Founders Hall 

in 1880, he was graduated from Haver-
ford in 1900 and from the University of 

Pennsylvania Medical School in 1903. He 

was on the staff of the Bryn Mawr 
Hospital from 1906 to 1946, and on 
Haverford's board of managers from 1924 

to 1960. He also served on Bryn Mawr 
College's board and was a member of the 
Philadelphia College of Physicians. In 

1970, Haverford awarded him an honor-
ary doctor of laws degree. 
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011arriages 

the self-styled "half breeds," who, after grad-
uating from one of several Quaker colleges, 
came to Haverford for one year and another 
B.A. Dudley was for many years dean of the 
School of Commerce, University of North 
Carolina, and that school's building is named 
for him. Also, for about ten years, he was 
chairman of the Orange County Alcoholic 
Beverage Control Board. Eleanor, his wife, 
died in October 1971. A son, Elliott, living in 
Chevy Chase, survives. 

J. Passmore Elkinton died, October 12, 1971, 
in Lansdale, Pa. He had been living at Foulke-
ways, Gwynedd, Pa. His entire working life was 
with the Philadelphia Quartz Company; he was 
vice president at his retirement in 1951. His 
worldwide travels with his wife, the former 
Anna Griscom, and their visitations with 
Friends groups everywhere paralleled his in-
terest in and support of the American Friends 
Service Committee, the Friends Fellowship 
Council, and the Friends World Committee for 
Consultation. He is survived by his wife, his sons 
Joseph Russell and David C., his daughter, 
Rebecca Elkinton Schoonmaker, his sisters, 
Mary E. Duduid and Frances E. Stokes, seven 
grandchildren and four great grandchildren. 

J. Jarden Guenther, an Episcopal minister for 
44 years, died in Cheltenham, Pa., September 
26, 1971. He had been rector of churches in 
Overbrook, Swarthmore and Great Valley. He is 
survived by his wife, Dorothy; a son, J. 
Jarden Jr. ('42), a daughter, Mrs. Dorothy 
Wenbe 	 r randchildf 

enry S. Bernard died in Philadelphia, August 
25, 1971. He had been an attorney, and after 
World War II was in the War Crimes Service. 
His wife, Dorothy, survives. 

ALUMNI DIRECTOR WANTED 

Enthusiasm for Haverford, plus ability 

to articulate and transmit that enthusiasm. 

Enjoy meeting people; relate well to all 

ages; good platform presence; sense of 

humor; organizing ability; writing ability; 

high degree of creativity; professional ex-

perience in promotional, public-relations 

or fund-raising work. Age 30 to 50 pre-

ferred. Haverford alumnus preferred. Post 

may be of key importance to Haverford's 

future. Pleasant working conditions; ex-

cellent fringe benefits; starting salary to 

$14,000. Resume and letter immediately 

to: Alumni-Director Search Committee, 

Haverford College, Haverford, Pa. 19041. 
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'57 Richard Bell Smith and Elizabeth L. Simon of 
Ashtabula, Ohio, August 21, 1971. 

'65 Charles W. Frank and Elizabeth Strawbridge, 
September 19, 1970. 

'67 Albert H. E. Brown and Ellen Laurel Sterns 
(Bryn Mawr '69), of Waterville, Maine, on De-
cember 29, 1971. 

Richard V. Oulahan and Diana Maria Castillo, 
of San Pedro Sula, Honduras, in February 1971. 

'70 Kenneth A. Hicks and Anne Carol Rothman, of 
Mamaroneck, N. Y., October 2, 1971, in 
Mamaroneck. 

'71 Thomas L. Gowenand Michele Frances Charrier, 
of Ocean City, Md., September 25, 1971, in 
Jenkintown, Pa. 

Steven R. Newcomb and Victoria Taussig, of 
Englewood, N. J., August 8, 1971, in Wenonah, 	

1 N. J. 

`Deaths 

'00 Frederic Cope Sharpless, see page 17. 

'06 Roderick Scott died, September 2, 1971, in 
Claremont, Cal if. For 30 years he was a mission-
ary, teacher, and administrator in Fukien 
Christian University, Foochow, China. Return-
ing to the U. S. in 1949, he taught philosophy 
and religion at Olivet College, Michigan, for six 
years. He is survived by his wife, Agnes; a 
brother, Carl ('08); a nephew, William; and a 
niece, Mrs. Robert Crawford. 

'08 Dudley DeW. Carroll died in West Chester, Pa., 
November 30, 1971. He was one of the last of 

'12 J. Arthur Brownlee died on September 26, 1971. 

'17 Robert Gibson died on May 8, 1971. 

John W. Zerega died, March 18, 1971, at Buck 
Hill Falls, Pa. He is survived by a daughter, Mrs. 
Elizabeth Z. Brown. 

'20 Truxton R. Brodhead died in December, 1971. 
Before retirement he had been district sales 
manager of the Midvale-Heppenstall Co., 
Philadelphia. 

'26 Robert H. Richie died in September, 1971. He 
was business manager of the Kentucky Depart-
ment of Libraries, in Frankfort, and was re-
sponsible for an extensive system of "book-
mobiles." 

'31 Richard M. Keech Jr. died in 1971. 

'36 Richard L. Barrows Jr. died in 1971. 

'50 Joseph L. Stanmyer Jr. died, September 21, 
1971. He was chairman of the chemistry de-
partment of the N. Y. State University at New 
Pal tz. His wife and four sons survive. 

THE FIRST ISSUE IS OUT 

Works and Days, the free-form Haverford-

Bryn Mawr journal, has published its first 
issue: 32 pages of stories, poems, draw-
ings and photographs. 

Subscriptions: $5 per year (4 issues) 

Send your check and the order form be-
low to: Works and Days, Haverford Col-
lege, Haverford, Pa. 19041. Checks should 
be made payable to Works and Days. 

NAME 

ADDRESS 
STREET 

 

CITY STATE 	ZIP 
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The Haverford Award: 
Francis F. Campbell 

"Beany" Campbell in 1926 ... 

O ne third of a million people live, 

work and pay taxes in Tulsa, Oklahoma. 

One man, who for more than 25 years 

has striven as a private citizen to improve 

the quality of life for others, is now in a 

position to influence the programs and 

priorities of Tulsa's government. 

In 1970, Haverford alumnus Francis 

F. Campbell, following a successful 40-

year career in the petroleum industry, was 
elected city auditor of Tulsa. 

It was in recognition of Francis 

Campbell's achievement as a citizen and 
civic leader that his alma mater chose to 

honor him with a 1971 Haverford Award. 
Even in 1926, an astute campus ob-

server might have predicted success for 

senior "Beany" Campbell, a determined 

business manager of the NEWS and the 

track team's only two-mile runner. 

Soon after graduation he joined a 

subsidiary of the Amerada Petroleum 

Corporation, where he spent two years 

exploring for oil as a member of a re-

fraction seismograph party and teaching 

himself geology and geophysics. 

In 1928, more education seemed ad-

visable, and he entered Harvard Business 

School. During the next five years, he 

received his master's degree, spec ii one 
41k  

year as chief of an oil exploration party, 

taught for a while at Stevens Institute of 

Technology in New Jersey, and married 

Sara Bennett, an Oberlin alumna whom 

he'd met while at Harvard. 
He rejoined Amerada for the third 

time in 1933, again as a seismograph 
party chief headquartered in Houston. 

There he developed new and evidently 
effective techniques for combining geo-
logical data with geophysical data to 

locate oil deposits. 
The move to Tulsa came in 1946 when 

Francis was promoted to geophysical 

supervisor. Francis and Sara Campbell 
brought with them to Tulsa two sons and 

two daughters, all born during the 13 

years in Houston. 

It was also in Houston that Francis 

Campbell became an active leader in the 

Unitarian Church, serving as board mem-

ber, clerk and president of his local church 

and as a board and committee member of 

the Southwestern conference. In Tulsa he 

continued his church activities serving as 

board member and fund raiser for the 

local and national Unitarian organizations. 

With two growing sons, he became 
active in the Boy Scouts, first as cub-

master, then assistant scoutmaster and 

explorer advisor. 

Seeing a need to develop in others an 
awareness of the problems of minorities, 

Francis Campbell soon became a promi-
nent figure in more controversial causes. 

An active leader in the Y. M. C. A. on the 
local, area, and national levels, he urged 

that organization to face new urban-
oriented p blems, including race relationsm 

NI44". - • u. 	
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As a citizen and community leader, he 

earned a reputation for his willingness to 
speak out on issues of the day and to 

take an unpopular stand. 

He was active in the Urban League and 
was a member of the American Civil 

Liberties Union and the N.A.A.C.P. 

At a time when the United Nations 

was popular with neither the public nor 

the press in Oklahoma, he served as presi-

dent of the Tulsa chapter of the U. N. 

Association. 
He was a leader in several campaigns 

promoting the necessary legislation, bond 

issues and tax levies to establish the com-

prehensive Tulsa City-County Library sys-

tem. 
To Campbell, retirement from industry 

in 1970 was not the end of a career, but 

an opportunity for full-time service to the 

community. He campaigned for and won 

public office, bringing fresh insight to the 
auditor's position and bringing the weight 

of his office to bear on the issues con-

fronting the city. 
So in 1971, it was a rather remarkable 

combination of professional success and 

civic concern that Haverford College 
honored when it presented a Haverford 

Award to Francis F. Campbell, who has 

for so long enriched the minds, the 
spirits, and the characters of his fellow 

men. 

... and in 1971. 

This is the fifth in a series of biographical sketches highlighting winners of the annual 
Haverford Award. Up to four of these awards are presented each year to the Haverford Col-
lege alumni who best reflect the college's concern with the uses to which its students put 
their knowledge, humanity, Initiative and individuality. The other 1971 recipients (see 
Campus Briefs, p. 17)will be featured in future issues of "Horizons." Additional information 
and nomination forms are available by writing to: Haverford Award Panel, Haverford 
College, Haverford, Pa. 19041. 



Peace: What could be more fitting in Haverford tradition that the recording of the date, August 14, 1945, among the 19th- and 20th-
century graffiti in the cupola of Founders Hall. The Horizons photographer visited the cupola, and his other findings are recorded on page 

three of this issue. 
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