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Letters 

The Coleman years 

To the Editor: 
The last issue of Horizons which re-

viewed the Jack Coleman years at 
Haverford was an excellent resume of a 
career that the College will not soon 
forget. Jack's presidency began the fall of 
my junior year. From the very first, Jack 
was impressive and stood tall on campus 
because he was concerned and involved 
with the students of the College. He was 
good with names and faces, staggeringly 
so, given the number to whom he was 
accountable. Who will forget his role as 
cheerleader during the Haverford-
Swarthmore games? But Jack's commit-
ment to students and their concerns went 
beyond the superficial. How many col-
lege presidents transported their entire 
college to Washington to express concern 
over the Vietnam War? Jack had the 
foresight to see a constructive channel for 
student frustration and was not afraid to 
act upon it. Yet Jack's ultimate contri-
bution to Haverford College rests in the 
area of national recognition. 

Some year ago Swarthmore College 
(forgive its mention here) dubbed itself 
"One of the best kept secrets." I always 
felt this to be an appropriate cliche for 
Haverford and yet not an entirely prod-
uctive one. In the present days of a 
shrinking college applicant pool, 
Haverford has become a more widely 
known college to high school seniors. 
Though criticized by some for his highly 
publicized sabbatical, Jack Coleman drew 
a national spotlight on a board and a col-
lege president willing to trust each other 
in that highly unusual experiment of 
1973. Most importantly, alumni across 
the land now feel very secure about re-
sponding in loud, clear tones, and with-
out lengthy explanations that Haverford 
College is, indeed, their alma mater. E. F. 
Hutton never had it so good! 

Jack Coleman's presidency will long be 
remembered because his leadership 
necessitated the "College to face hard 
choices." Confrontations with issues of 
expansion, coeducation, fiscal responsibil-
ity, minority students, and athletic 
mediocrity all made for a stern adminis-
trative challenge but one to which Jack 
was equal. I am proud to have served as 
the Alumni Association's vice president 
and president during a part of Jack 
Coleman's presidency at Haverford. 

Timothy B. Golding '69 
Columbus, Ohio  

State of the College 

To the Editor: 
As Haverford prepares for the arrival of 

its tenth president and the opening of a 
new chapter in its history, I am compelled 
to take advantage of this opportunity to 
air my reflections on the College's current 
state of affairs. 

Since my graduation, I have observed 
quite closely a community aware of the 
need to adjust to its changing environ-
ment, but lacking clear institutional ob-
jectives to provide a context in which 
needed change may take place. The pas-
sage of the six years since former Presi-
dent John Coleman first pointed to the 
College's lack of consensus on its educa-
tional mission has been accompanied by 
the worsening of this condition. At the 
center of the erosion of consensus is the 
fact that Haverford appears to be unable 
to racially, sexually, socially and intellec-
tually diversify its community at a time 
when continued reliance upon its tradi-
tional white male constituency for 
students is becoming more evidently un-
desirable. It is clear that the definition of 
the College's objectives with respect to 
women and other minorities is a matter 
of the highest priority. The responsibility 
falls upon the incoming administration to 
orchestrate this definitional process, and 
upon the board, faculty, students, staff 
and alumni to respond cooperatively to 
administrative leadership. By so doing, 
Haverford may approach its sesquicen-
tennial year with confidence in its ability 
to survive one hundred fifty more. 

Samuel Foley Jr. '73 
Philadelphia, Pa. 

Minority recruitment 

To the Editor: 
This note is to express concern about 

the program for recruiting minority stu-
dents. The concern is based on the fact 
that such programs usually bring in stu-
dents who are not yet ready to take part 
in either the academic or the social pro-
grams, and remedial courses and special 
counseling must be provided. This is the 
reason why programs of this sort are best 
handled by state universities where the 
technical and financial resources are 
adequate and there is a large number of 
students. 

The mission of Haverford is to provide 
a top quality education. We are finding it 
a strain on our resources to do this job 
well, and we know that assuming any 
additional task will reduce our effective-
ness in the main effort. There are at least 
a dozen programs that one could put be-
side the minority recruitment one and 
they would all be worthy of support, but 
such scattering of our energies would 
lead to mediocrity on all fronts. 

If the minority recruitment program 
does find Oriental, Chicano and black 
students who are well qualified and ready 
to come to Haverford on an equal foot-
ing with the rest of the entering students 
then it becomes a logical extension of our 
normal recruitment effort and fits in well 
with our overall goals. 

Richard Wistar '28 
Inverness, Calif. 

More than a name 

To the Editor: 
It was with some suspicion and no little 

trepidation that I opened my issue of the 
Horizons today: it was addressed to Mr. 
Martin F. Heller '54. I discovered that my 
fears were well founded, when I read that 
Martin E. Heller '72 "directs the first-year 
moot law program at Boston University 
Law School." 

Alas, there is more in this than a name, 
a similarity of spelling, a simple slip. I 
would perhaps be less sensitive to this 
confusion, were not Martin Heller, with 
no middle initial, a relatively well-known 
trial lawyer in Philadelphia, and a long 
standing source of confusion in the Heller 
family. But the fact stands that I, Martin 
E. Heller '72, am not and have no wish 
to be a lawyer, no matter how successful 
or precocious. 

I am Senior Physicist in the Cyclotron 
group of New England Nuclear 
Corporation, a firm involved in the man-
ufacture of radionuclides and radiophar-
maceuticals. I am preparing to defend my 
Ph.D. thesis in particle physics at Brown 
University. And my Chaconne for violin, 
oboe, flute and cello was given its first 
performance by the New Music Ensemble 
of Providence, R.I., in the spring of 1976, 
shortly before I was married to Claudia 
H. Czinsky in Philadelphia, Pa., on June 
6, 1976. 

Martin E. Heller '72 
Andover, Mass. 
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The selection of a president 
would seem to be about the most 
important responsibility of a college's 
board of trustees. The search process 
is long and costly, and the outcome 
can affect the institution far into the 
future. 

Guidelines for acquiring the chief 
executive officer of any college, how-
ever, are few. Trustees usually 
delegate the task of inviting and re-
viewing applications and nominations 
to a search committee. In accord with 
the demands of affirmative action, 
the net is cast widely, but the catch 
of genuine contenders is never large 
when the qualifications are an out-
standing academic background 
combined with demonstrated ad-
ministrative ability. 

Haverford adds to the criteria for 
appointment common to highly selec-
tive institutions a demand for moral 
leadership. When Jack Coleman an-
nounced his resignation in January of 
1977, the College's managers ap-
pointed a 10-member search commit-
tee with board-member Maxwell 
Dane as chairman. Its charge: to find 
the best possible candidate. 

The committee was made up of 
representatives of all the functional 
components of the College commu-
nity. In addition to the chairman, it 
included two other managers, three 
faculty members, two students and a 
representative from the administra-
tion, the staff and the alumni 
associations. John Wells Gould '60, 
Haverford's director of alumni affairs, 
served as executive secretary. 

A key problem, faced early by 
committee members, was their rela-
tionship to the board. After joint dis-
cussions, it was agreed that the 
committee would take complete 
charge of reviewing credentials and 
interviewing candidates, and that it 
would recommend one candidate at 
a time to the managers who could 
either confirm or reject the members' 
selection. 

In addition to working out 
search procedures, the committee  

also devised a job description, includ-
ing a list of desired qualifications it 
sought in Haverford's tenth presi-
dent. The board's approval of the 
description significantly reduced the 
possibility of the committee's present-
ing candidates to the board on the 
basis of criteria substantially different 
from those which the managers 
might use in their deliberations. 

By April of 1977 the College 
was ready to publicly announce the 
inauguration of its search for a new 
president. Advertisements were 
placed in some 50 national publica-
tions, and the committee sent letters 
seeking nominations to alumni, 
College corporation and board 
members, Philips Fund Visitors, scho-
lars in various fields who were known 
to faculty members or had taught at 
Haverford, presidents of other institu-
tions, including women's colleges, 
and the academic and civic leaders of 
the minority community. 

The results: 125 applicants for 
the post and 286 nominations for a 
total of 411 candidates. Of these, 25 
were women, 25 were members of 
minority groups, 26 were Quakers 
and 27 were alumni. 

Among the job seekers was a 
local garbage collector who wrote 
that if Jack Coleman could be a gar-
bage man, he could be a college 
president. Other contenders included 
academic administrators, foundation 
presidents, lawyers, business exec-
utives and federal- and state-
government officials. 

To deal with the barrage of per-
sonal and professional data, 
Haverford's searchers created a sub-
committee of three to screen candi-
dates. Its job was to determine 
whether or not given individuals met 
minimum requirements for the presi-
dency, or if more information was 
needed to make a decision. The sub-
committee's recommendations for 
elimination were considered by the 
whole committee, and any member 
could return a name to the pool. 

Nominees judged minimally 
qualified were invited to apply, and  

they, along with applicants deemed 
viable contenders, were sent informa-
tion about Haverford and asked for 
the names of references and an indi-
cation of the kinds of contributions 
they thought they could make to the 
College. 

The exercise presented candi-
dates with an opportunity to speak to 
Haverford's moral dimension, and 
with their replies in hand, the search 
committee devised a rating system. 
Essentially, its designations amounted 
to "yes," "no" and "maybe," but 
the review process was a rolling one, 
and people often were shifted from 
one category to another. 

Five recommendations were 
sought from each candidate the 
committee decided to pursue, and 
after these were evaluated, those 
persons still deemed active conten-
ders were invited to Haverford to 
meet with committee members. 
Eventually, 17 were asked and 15 
made one-day visits to the campus. 

In late November, after 12 per-
sons had been interviewed, four of 
them were asked and accepted the 
committee's invitation to make sepa-
rate two-day visits to the College. 
They met in various forums with the 
entire Haverford community, and 
members were asked to submit writ-
ten evaluations of each to the 
committee. 

"These were most carefully con-
sidered," according to Gould, "and 
they demonstrated that the commit-
tee and the larger College commu-
nity shared a sense of the qualities 
appropriate for a Haverford 
president." 

Members of the search commit-
tee decided to make no recom-
mendation to the board at that time. 
Instead, they continued to review 
candidates and met with three more. 
One was Robert Stevens. He was 
asked to return for two days, and 
after his visit in early March, the 
committee, having evaluated campus 
reaction to his candidacy, enthusiasti-
cally agreed to recommend him to 
the board. 

A week later members con-
firmed their consensus. At an 
already-scheduled meeting on April 
7-8, the managers accepted the 
committee's recommendation. 
Stevens was asked to become 
Haverford's next president. His ac-
ceptance of the invitation ended a 
14-month search. 	 M.A.M. 

Perspective 
On Selecting A President 
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Campus Briefs 

Robert Hocking Stevens 
named Haverford president 

Haverford has named a new 
president. He is Robert Bocking 
Stevens, 44, the provost of Tulane 
University. A legal historian, Stevens 
will take office at Haverford on July 1. 

The new president is a British-
born scholar who served for 17 years 
on the faculty of Yale University 
before accepting the post of chief 
academic officer at Tulane in 1976. 
He also holds appointments as pro-
fessor of law and adjunct professor of 
history at the New Orleans institution. 

As Haverford's tenth president, 
Stevens succeeds John R. Coleman 
who resigned after 10 years in office 
in June of 1977. Stephen G. Cary 
'37, vice president for finance and 
development, served as acting presi-
dent this year. 

The new president has asked 
Cary "to continue to play an even 
more important role at Haverford." 
Stevens says that the vice president 
"will shoulder his old responsibilities 
of finance and development and will 
keep active in College affairs at the 
highest level." 

Commenting on Stevens's 
appointment, Cary said: "Robert 

Stevens brings a broad and distin-
guished record of achievement to 
Haverford, and a fresh and innova-
tive approach to the challenges and 
opportunities it faces. I look forward 
to working with him." 

John C. Whitehead, chairman of 
the College's board of managers, de-
scribed the new president as "a first-
rate academic who has demonstrated 
outstanding administrative ability. 
He's really quite remarkable," 
Whitehead observed. "His breadth of 
interests and accomplishments pre-
pare him well for his tasks at 
Haverford." 

Stevens is an honors graduate of 
Oxford University where he studied 
at Keble College and took a bachelor 
of arts degree in 1955 and a 
bachelor of civil laws degree in 1956. 
He was called to the bar by Gray's 
Inn, one of the Inns of Court in Lon-
don. In 1958 he received a master of 
laws degree from Yale, and the next 
year an M.A. from Oxford. 

Haverford's new president has 
taught at Northwestern University 
and served as a tutor at his Oxford 
college. He joined the Yale faculty in 
1959 and served as professor of law 
from 1965 to 1976. He has also 
been a visiting professor at Stanford, 
the University of Texas, the London 
School of Economics and the Univer-
sity of East Africa. 

Stevens has published widely in 
the area of law, history and the re-
lated social sciences. His sixth book, 
Law and Politics: The House of 
Lords as a Judicial Body 1800-1976, 
will come out in August. 

Work on behalf of the United 
Nations development fund has taken 
the new president to Africa on 
numerous occasions. He also has led 
missions to both Asia and Africa for 
the Agency for International Devel-
opment. 

Stevens became an American 
citizen in 1971. He is married to 
Rosemary Anne Stevens, a medical 
sociologist who is professor and 
chairman of health systems manage-
ment in Tulane's School of Public 

Health and Tropical Medicine and an 
adjunct professor of political science. 
She formerly taught at Yale where 
she served as mistress of Jonathan 
Edwards College. 

Stevens and his wife have two 
children: Carey, 15, and Richard, 11. 
The family plans to move to Haver-
ford this summer. 

And at Bryn Mawr 

A new president also will take 
office at Bryn Mawr this summer. 
She is Mary Patterson McPherson, 
dean of the Undergraduate College 
since 1970. 

McPherson, 42, will succeed 
Harris Wofford who has been presi-
dent for eight years and is stepping 
down to pursue other interests. She 
will be Bryn Mawr's sixth president 
and the fourth woman to hold the 
office in the 93-year history of 
the college. 

A Philadelphia area native, 
McPherson took her B.A. with hon-
ors at Smith College in 1957. She 
received an M.A. from the University 
of Delaware three years later and in 
1961 began doctoral studies in 
philosophy at Bryn Mawr. 

She has been there ever 
since— serving in a variety of adminis-
trative posts while finishing a Ph.D., 
which she received in 1969. The new 
president is an associate professor of 
philosophy, and generally gives a 
course in British idealism. 

Through the years she has been 
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a strong advocate of cooperation 
with Haverford. Speaking recently of 
the relationship between the two col-
leges, McPherson said: 'We're differ-
ent and keep each other honest." 

Coeducation 

The issue won't die. Neither 
weather nor workload nor other con-
cerns appear to diminish the fervor 
with which Haverford students seek 
an equal admissions policy. 

In a plenary session in January, 
the Students' Council adopted a res-
olution calling for full coeducation. 
Results of the overwhelming vote 
were presented to the College man-
agers in February, and in March the 
board's Student Affairs Committee 
held an open meeting on coeduca-
tion. Students spoke on all sides of 
the issue, but the sense of the meet-
ing, as expressed by senior Frank 
Ballantine, was that coeducation is 
"in Haverford's best interest morally 
and financially." 

The students acknowledged their 
satisfaction with an agreement with 
Bryn Mawr, effective March 31, 
which permits them to pursue major 
programs on either campus. But, as 
Ballantine said, "cooperation and 
coeducation are not flip sides of the 
same coin. They are different coins," 
and even as students applauded a 
significant step forward in coopera-
tion, they argued for coeducation 
from the first year onward. 

At their April on-campus meet-
ing, board members were confronted 
by silent students whose placards 
proclaimed their stand in favor of an 
equal admissions policy, and the Stu-
dents' Council again made its views 
known to the managers. 

In response, the board adopted 
a statement which, while cautioning 
that it did not feel able to take 
"further unilateral steps at the pres-
ent time," declared that the 
"present status of coeducation 
at Haverford is not an appropriate 
ultimate solution." 

And so a discussion, begun in 
the 1890's, continues. 

Rocky road to diversity 

Haverford has found the road to 
ethnic diversity it has traveled for six  

years to be rough and rocky—strewn 
with obstacles thrown up by the 
world and resulting from its own pro-
cedures. Progress has been painfully 
slow, and some have begun to ques-
tion whether it is even possible given 
the competition for distinguished 
minority scholars and the most prom-
ising minority students. On the de-
sirability of increasing minority repre-
sentation on campus, there is strong 
consensus. But deep differences exist 
over the appropriate means for 
achieving this goal. 

In 1972 and again in 1977 
Haverford's Black Student League 
and an enlarged group, the Minority 
Coalition, confronted the College for 
its lack of diversity. Movement to-
ward the objective of a significant 
minority presence was reflected in 
the appointment of two new adminis-
trators, a minority affairs director and 
a full-time minority recruiter, but the 
number of regular, full-time minority 
faculty members has not changed 
significantly for several years: one 
black, one Asian and two with 
Spanish surnames. 

A College Committee of Faculty 
Appointments (CCFA), organized 14 
months ago, is charged with carrying 
out a five-year plan for adding eight 
to 10 minority persons to the faculty. 
It involves targeting particular minor-
ity scholars for appointment, and not 
every faculty member is comfortable 
with the procedure. In the face of the 
evident failure of normal affirmative-
action searches to produce greater 
minority representation, however, 
targeting has been adopted as an 
appropriate approach to hiring. 

Introducing the new policy into 
an already complex faculty appoint-
ment system has taken time. And in 
the wake of continuing discussion, 
without visible results, several 
overt acts of protest were made 
this spring. 

• Charging that the substance of 
the "current debate has not changed 
even marginally since 1972," 
economist Vernon J. Dixon, Haver-
ford's only black professor, refused to 
sit any longer with the faculty during 
discussions of minority appointments. 

• The Minority Coalition withdrew 
from active participation in the work 
of CCFA and another new Commit-
tee on Administrative Hiring. 

• In a related move, the Coalition 
also requested the board of manag- 

ers "to take over the direct responsi-
bility of diversifying Haverford." 

• Finally, Adolphus Levi Williams 
Jr., the College's dean of student af-
fairs who is black, expressed his 

anger and frustration at witnessing 
circuitous arguments. . . progressing 
nowhere" in a six-page memoran-
dum he sent to the board. 

Amid these developments, 
Haverfordians welcomed news that 
grants totaling $95,000 will enable 
the College to launch a regional 
scholarship program for minority stu-
dents in the fall. A revived summer 
program will help incoming Haver-
ford and Bryn Mawr freshmen 
strengthen their academic skills. But 
clearly the road to diversity is long 
and hard for a community which 
would "do righteousness" without 
binding the conscience of any 
member. 

College committee 
pressures Motorola on 
South Africa 

American universities, for the 
first time in their history, have seized 
upon the shareholder resolution as a 
vehicle of moral protest. Haverford is 
in the forefront of a handful of col-
leges which are using it to try to 
effect social and political changes in 
South Africa. 

Early this spring the College 
Committee on Investments and So-
cial Responsibility submitted a resolu-
tion to Motorola which called upon 
the company to stop doing business 
there. Specifically, the request was to 
terminate sales to a regime widely 
perceived as racist and committed to 
the permanent exploitation of the na-
tion's black majority. 

The investments committee is 
made up of representatives of Haver-
ford's student body, faculty, adminis-
tration and alumni. It was formed 
in 1970 to monitor the College 
portfolio. 

Haverford owns 800 shares of 
Motorola stock. In December, accord-
ing to chairman Sidney West Jr. '78, 
the committee requested information 
on the extent of the electronic firm's 
South African operations. "Only 
when it was not forthcoming," he 
says, "did the committee press 
Motorola to include the resolution on 
South Africa in its annual proxy 
statement." 	continued on page 24 
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Erstwhile Washington lobbyists, from left: 
Peter Brown, Torn Barlow and Mal Baldwin. 

Environmental Blueprint 
for the 80's 

By Jack Shepherd '60 

In March, 1971, Mal Baldwin '62, 
 Tom Barlow '62, and Peter Brown 

'61 met for lunch at a small restau-
rant in Washington, D.C. They are 
good friends, and had kept in touch 
since graduation. Their lunch was no 
different from other informal gather-
ings of Haverford alumni, with one 
exception: the three decided to take 
on the United States Senate. 

That month, the Nixon Ad-
ministration had begun a major battle 
for funding the Supersonic Transport 
(SST). The aerospace industry had 
budgeted $350,000 for an ad cam-
paign. Debaters on the Hill played 
with the numbers of Americans who 
might die from skin cancer caused by 
the SST's impact on the ozone layer 
of the stratosphere: Would 150,000 
additional cancer deaths be accept-
able for reaching Europe in three 
hours instead of six? 

"All of us were very con-
cerned," Tom Barlow recalls. "We 
agreed we ought to do something 
about the environment. But why did 
we have to wait for some organiza-
tion to move? Why couldn't three in-
dividuals on their own go to work? 
Here we had all this Haverford 
brainpower, why weren't we doing 
something on the SST fight?" 

Why would three Haverford 
alumni take it upon themselves to 
put the squeeze on the biggest en-
vironmental lemon ever devised by 
Washington? 

The key word is "concern." As 
a journalist, I have encountered 
alumni at every level of the environ-
mental movement. Baldwin, Barlow 
and Brown and four others-the 
Smiley brothers, Don Crane, Scott 
Gilliam, are merely representative. 
They, like other alumni, have worked 
to protect wilderness, pass legislation, 
clean-up the air and water, and stand 
up against greedy private interests for 
the public good. Imaginatively, and 
with courage, they grapple with en-
vironmental issues of the 1980's — 
and beyond. 

The Smiley brothers. About the 
same time as the SST luncheon, 

two Quaker brothers reached a dif-
ferent kind of environmental deci-
sion. They owned 7,500 acres of 
wilderness in the Shawangunk Moun-
tains near Poughkeepskie, New York, 
and real estate subdividers and land 
developers had begun selling off par-
cels of land up to the edge of the 
mountains. Their property, worth be-
tween $10 and $15 million, was 
due west of New Paltz, and much 
coveted. 

That year, however, Dan Smiley 
'30, and his brother, Keith '32, took 
steps to assure that no one would 
ever exploit their land. They formed 
the Mohonk Trust to protect the 
mountains, fields, forests and 
streams—one-fifth of the entire 
Shawangunk Mountain range—in  

a natural state as an open-space 
preserve. 

The trust includes a half-mile 
glacial lake and the famous Mohonk 
Mountain Inn, open to the public 
year around and run on Quaker 
principles with few amenities. There 
are no telephones or television sets in 
the rooms. For room service, one 
pushes a wall button a specific 
number of times, and waits patiently. 
Liquor is served only during the first 
hour of dinner, and smoking is for-
bidden in the public rooms. Visitors 
have included four Presidents, distin-
guished businessmen, musicians, 
theologians—including Rufus Jones. 

The rambling inn sits at the cen-
ter of the wilderness preserve. It will 
remain open, and guests and visitors 
will be encouraged to use the sur-
rounding land "without hurting it," 
says Dan Smiley. He and his brother 
are ardent conservationists. Keith, 
also known as A.K., is the quieter 
one, an amateur geologist, who 
knows the rock formations through-
out the preserve, a man working to-
ward world understanding. "I don't 
have any degrees in that field, but I 
work at it as a Quaker." 

Dan has been a member of the 
Governor's Committee on Conserva-
tion Education for Youth, and a re-
search associate in ecology at Union 
College in Schenectady, New York. 
"I think of myself as an ecosystem 
ecologist," he says. Dan is also an 
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outspoken opponent of pesticides. 
One may encounter him cruising the 
grounds of the Inn using a portable 
vacuuum cleaner to suck gypsy moth 
eggs from the trees. 

Dnald Crane '57. On August 3, 
977, President Carter signed 

into law one of the most important 
pieces of environmental legislation of 
the decade—The Surface Mining 
Control and Reclamation Act of 
1977. The first Federal strip mining 
control law was the culmination of 10 
years of often bitter struggle between 
the coal industry, the Congress, en-
vironmentalists and three Presidents. 
During the last four years it was 
championed by Don Crane, working, 
according to The New York Times, 
as a "passionate anonymous 
Washington staff aide." 

Crane came to the task with a 
master's degree from the University 
of Chicago, where he had studied 
under Gilbert F. White, a former 
Haverford president and well-known 
land-use authority. He worked in 
water resource planning in Ohio and 
Michigan, and accumulated a knowl-
edge of natural resources and a 
crafty agility in obtaining Federal 
grants. 

When he discovered that lavish 
Federal grants were being bestowed 
upon the Appalachian Regional 
Commission, a pet project of Presi-
dent Kennedy, he eagerly enlisted. 
The Commission eventually received 
$1 million to study the effects of coal 
mining. 

"It was a very exciting time," 
Crane told The New York Times. 
"We had a small group of people. 
We were in the middle of the Ken-
nedy New Frontier. The Commission 
was told to come up with a program 
that, one, Congress would buy and, 
two, would get the Democrats re-
elected." 

Three, it got Don Crane deeply 
involved in stripmining. In 1973, 
Crane became a key staff member of 
the House Committee on Interior 
and Insular Affairs, and started work-
ing closely with House environmen-
talists, like Rep. Morris K. Udall, 
putting the final bill together. He 
was little known outside surface 
mining circles, but extraordinarily 
effective inside. "I remember him," 
Mal Baldwin recalls. "I got into strip-
mining while I worked at the 
Conservation Foundation. We did  

a little report on stripmining, and 
Crane was very concerned about it. 
He was a very effective fellow." 

He had to be. Regulatory legisla-
tion is the toughest kind to get 
through Congress. "If you walk into 
a regulatory fight," Crane said at the 
time, "you are going to gore some-
body's ox and you have to have the 
bureaucracy behind you." 

Upon signing the stripmining bill 
last August, President Carter said: 
" . . By getting this bill passed today 
we are showing that this nation loves 
its land and respects it and is going 
to protect the land." The bill is a 
tribute to environmentalists like 
Don Crane. 

But Don has little time for cur-
tain calls. By spring, 1978, he was in 
Denver, working as a consultant to 
the Department of the Interior. His 
task was implementing the stripmin-
ing regulations in the West. As of this 
writing, there was an excellent 
chance that Don would become the 
regional director— covering the most 
important coal producing area of the 
United States— for the stripmining 
act. His job would involve regional, 
cultural and national policy decisions 
including, among other issues, the 
question of farmland use versus coal 
mining, water rights and state control 
of natural resources located on In-
dian lands. 

Qcott Gillam '63. When he re- 
turned home in 1969 after two 

years in Kenya with the Peace Corps, 
Scott Gillam was troubled. Kenya 
had awakened, as only East Africa 
can, a deep concern about the out-
doors and the differences between 
developed and under-developed na-
tions. Back home, Scott was "startled 
to see how things were falling apart 
largely because of environmental in-
difference." 

This awareness, he admits, 
"wasn't something I acted upon then 
and there. It took time to register, but 
this was something I was really con-
cerned about." 

Scott taught on the Lower East 
Side in New York City, and put to-
gether and wrote a filmstrip, "A 
Peace Corps Volunteer Looks at 
Africa," combining pictures he had 
taken with those of Peter Lary '63, 
and others. He hustled it around to 
publishers until Doubleday bought 
it, and "that sort of got me into 
publishing." 

It also got him started on a dual 
life. During the next seven years 
Scott worked as an editor at 
Prentice-Hall, freelanced again for a 
while, and took another editing job at 
Harcourt, Brace, Jovanovich. 

But one day he was listening to 
a radio call-in show, and someone 
telephoned from the Clean Air Cam-
paign and asked for volunteers. Scott 
was hooked. For the next two years 
he spent his lunch hours telephoning 
superintendents of apartment build-
ings along Manhattan's West Side, to 
enforce the New York City air pollu-
tion codes on a block-to-block basis, 
and following up the calls after work. 
It made him feel guilty "because I 
should have been working," but the 
commitment was there. 

Scott tried to get the superinten-
dents to take a citywide course on 
maintaining old apartment house 
boilers (thereby decreasing air pollu-
tion emitted by the boilers). At first, 
when the course was only taught far 
downtown, few supers were in-
terested in attending. But by cutting 
through a bureaucrat's orgy of red-
tape and paperwork, Scott got the 
course moved to his neighborhood 
police precinct house, and the 
superintendents dutifully attended. 

Scott and other volunteers also 
checked city records for boilers that 
didn't meet city regulations, filed citi-
zen complaints against violators, and 
followed those with inspection to 
make sure the clean-up work was 
done. He encountered a system 
without honor. 

One day he telephoned a build-
ing agent, explained about the viola-
tions in his building and that he faced 
a fine. They agreed to meet at eight 
the next morning. "I arrived prompt-
ly, still very wet behind the ears," 
Scott says, "and he said 'What can I 
do for you, can't we fix this thing 
up?' I said he faced a citizen's com-
plaint and fine. He offered me a new 
apartment in the building. I told him I 
already had one I liked elsewhere. 
He pulled out a wad of bills and 
asked, 'How much do you want?' I 
walked away. I was really shocked." 

But not discouraged. The next 
several years, Scott Gillam also took 
up the struggle against the au-
tomobile. While the city's air was re-
portedly cleaner, its auto emissions 
had increased sharply. When the 
West Side Highway was closed be-
cause it was unsafe, and the city, 
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state and Federal governments pro-
posed re-building it as an interstate 
highway, Scott joined other envi-
ronmentalists in a protest that con-
tinues today. 

When the city proposed making 
a park and luxury housing on the 
landfill created by the highway, Scott 
and other volunteers were there voic-
ing opposition. He spent most of his 
free time speaking at churches and 
before senior citizen groups. "I tried 
to create interest, show them how 
the interstate would affect their lives. 
It was highways versus people. 
Senior citizens, for example, are de-
pendent upon mass transit for eco-
nomic reasons. When the city puts 
money into cars and luxury housing, 
it's taking it away from mass transit, 
from its older and poorer citizens." 

Scott joined Action for Rational 
Transit (ART), a coalition of 50 en-
vironmental and neighborhood 
groups raising its arguments and 
voice against the highway goliath. He 
also focused on the fact that the city 
was bankrupt; "it was no time to talk 
about a $1.2 billion highway, $4,000 
an inch, when the South Bronx and 
parts of Manhattan were literally 
crumbling away." Through the effort 
of ART's volunteers like Scott Gillam, 
the interstate was denied a permit on 
grounds that it would increase auto-
mobile traffic, and thereby increase air 
pollution and violate the city's com-
pliance with the Clean Air Act. "The 
city is getting ready to reply," Scott 
warns, "and we're fighting 
it in court." 

Today, Scott Gillam is complet-
ing a major editing project at Har-
court. His time is limited for 
volunteer work on environmental 
concerns. Yet, with his vigilance 
towards the interstate, he has also 
taken an active interest in recycling 
centers near his apartment and in 
his office. It is the office that makes 
Scott's interest unique. 

At Harcourt, Scott and other 
workers recycle the company's com-
puter printouts, tab cards and news-
prints, all of which are valuable on 
the scrap paper market. Prices fluc-
tuate, and they need 1,000 to 2,000 
pounds of paper to make any 
money. "But in an organization with 
three or four thousand employees 
where everyone contributes a pound 
of waste paper a week, it adds up," 
Scott says. Now the Harcourt recycl-
ing program makes enough money  

to buy trees, contribute to the ship 
"Clearwater," and, this spring, do-
nate $500 to ART and its fight 
against the interstate. "It's a good 
way for everyone to do a little bit," 
says Scott, "it appeals to people." 

In this way, Scott Gillam is like 
most of us: his environmental con-
tribution is not full time, but runs 
deep. Now, however, he is interested 
in expanding the recycling project to 
other office buildings in Manhattan. 
He knows how to do it, but is in 
dialogue with his conscience. He is 
still the Haverford man reconciling 
the contrasts between Kenya and 
here: "Recycling is built on the prem-
ise that we accept a certain amount 
of garbage to begin with," he says. 
"Shouldn't we try to reduce the 
amount of garbage rather than use it 
more efficiently? Or both? 

"Recycling may be used by in-
dustry as a license to continue to 
produce garbage. I' d like to do some-
thing to put a brake on this. I want to 
argue: 'It's fine to recycle, but we 
should do something about our 
waste to begin with.' 

"I see a crunch coming in New 
York because we're running out of 
places to dump the garbage. We 
won't be able to use our major 
landfill areas after 1985. Recycling, 
and raising questions about making 
waste and needing recycling, are 
going to be major issues in the next 
five years." 

Scott Gillam is certain to be ar-
ticulating those issues for all of us. 

Baldwin, Brown and Barlow. 
After their lunch in 1971, 

Baldwin, Brown and Barlow— who 
also dine with other letters of the 
alphabet— shaped their environmen-
tal strategy. Tom Barlow, who had 
just completed a blissful year and a 
half of doing "not too much," 
quickly drafted a working paper 
against the SST, which Mal Baldwin 
and Peter Brown edited. 

"We circulated the paper on the 
Hill on the eve of the vote," says 
Tom. "We didn't know what impact 
the paper would have, but we knew 
we had good powers of logic" — here 
he smiles— "and persuasion trained 
at Haverford College, and why didn't 
we put them to good use?" 

The vote was a cliff-hanger. 
Tom was able to put at least one 
copy of the Haverford paper directly 
into the hands of an uncommitted 

Senator, who later voted against the 
SST. Tom, Mal and Peter also spent 
several hours with Sen. Charles 
Mathias Jr. '44 (R. Md.). "We ap-
proached him as old grads, gave him 
the grip," said Mal Baldwin. "That's 
how we got in because only Peter, 
who taught at St. John's College, 
was a resident of Maryland." 

They followed Mathias around, 
talking to him whenever they could 
and pressed their anti-SST points 
home even in the Senate chamber. 
"I think he really listened to us," said 
Mal, "and I think he really wanted to 
hear what we said. He's a good fel-
low." But he was not convinced: 
Sen. Mathias voted for the SST. 

Still, when the vote was taken in 
the Senate, the Haverford paper had 
its impact: The Senate agreed with 
the environmentalists, and rejected 
the SST 51-46. 

"It shows," Tom says modestly, 
"that you don't have to wait for an 
organization to make a stand. You 
can have an influence as an indi-
vidual if you've got a well-thought-
out argument. You've got to have 
that fire." 

Tom Barlow had caught the feel-
ing. The next month, he took a job 
with the Natural Resources Defense 
Council (NRDC) in Washington as a 
senior associate. Peter Brown re-
turned to teaching. Mal Baldwin, 
meanwhile, continued his work at the 
Conservation Foundation, where he 
had started in 1966. Previously, after 
law school at the University of 
Chicago, Mal had worked as a 
lawyer at the Defense Department 
"doing nothing I loved." One day, 
wandering through Brentano's, he 
began thumbing through books on 
the environment. That's it, he 
thought. "I sent letters all over the 
place. I knew that's what I wanted 
to do." 

There were a few environmental 
lawyers at the time, and Baldwin was 
twice lucky: He met Russell Train, di-
rector of the Foundation, and Train 
needed a lawyer. Mal began working 
on the world heritage trust, the im-
pact of highways on urban environ-
ments, stripmining, oil development. 

On his own, he also held infor-
mal Wednesday meetings with 
Washington lawyers interested in the 
new field. From that group have 
come many major environmental 
lawyers: Jim Moorman, now assistant 
attorney general for environmental 
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affairs; Tom Jorling, now an assistant 
administrator at the Environmental 
Protection Agency (EPA); Lee 
Rogers, general counsel of the 
Environmental Defense Fund. 

Mal and these lawyers also or-
ganized the first environmental law 
conference, held in Washington in 
1969. Fifty lawyers from around the 
country showed up to learn more 
about environmental law. They in-
cluded Joseph Saxe from Michigan, 
David Sive, a lawyer for the Storm 
King suit versus New York's Con 
Edison; Ralph Nader, shifting gears; 
and Egil Krogh from Nixon's White 
House, who later made several un-
fortunate career decisions and ended 
up in jail. 

The conference produced a 
book on the environment, which Mal 
edited. He wrote articles about 
Federal environmental law, and an 
analysis of the Santa Barbara oil 
spill. "We also agreed to establish 
the Environmental Law Reporter 
which I helped start. It was a source 
document for lawyers, comment-
ing on new cases, departments, 
new litigation and legislation, the 
nature of issues, and so forth." 

This was a time of educating 
people about the environment. Mal 
and Tom spent most of their time, 
separately, telling people outside 
Washington what was happening on 
specific issues, and getting them in-
volved. Baldwin organized lawyers 
and the information apparatus serv-
ing them. Barlow wrote pamphlets 
detailing issues for environmental 
groups, and for Congressmen on the 
Hill. He burrowed inside the gov-
ernment bureaucracy at EPA, the 
President's Council on Environmental 
Quality, Agriculture, Interior and 
other agencies. Tom loped around 
the Hill "in some type of educating 
effort aimed at influencing a political 
stance" among the Congressional 
Members. 

"NRDC can't lobby," he says 
carefully, with a smile, "because of 
its tax status. But there are certain is-
sues that Members want to be edu-
cated about. So I can do a certain 
amount of educating without running 
afoul of the lobbying restriction. I'm a 
persuader," he says. "I'm a packager 
of ideas and a salesman for the 
environment." 

One of Tom's first projects—and 
one that continues—involves stream 
channelization by the Soil Conserva- 

tion Service (SCS). It is an urgent is-
sue. SCS "goes into an area and rips 
apart a swamp to drain it and the 
surrounding wetlands to put them 
into agricultural production. They 
channel streams so flooding is re-
duced. It's a very destructive pro-
gram." And wetlands, we are coming 
to understand, are essential for many 
types of fish and wildlife. 

Tom is also concerned with 
non-point source pollution such as 
runoff from agricultural fields and 
construction sites. The water from 
these sources rips off tons of topsoil 
and deposits pesticides, herbicides 
and toxic chemicals into our water 
system. As point source pollution — 
factories, sewage treatment plants—
comes under control, non-point 
source is the major contributor to 
water pollution in the United States. 

A third battleground for Tom 
Barlow is an entrenched Federal fa-
vorite, the timber industry. In 1974, 
Tom went off NRDC's payroll tem-
porarily so he could lobby for the 
National Forest Management Act, 
which was passed in 1976. "It was a 
tough campaign," he says, "because 
the forests are not sexy politically for 
most Members. Everybody says 
they love trees, but if you're a 
Congressman and you have local 
lumber dealers and builders trooping 
in to see you and demanding cheap-
er prices and more lumber, you listen 
to them." Tom would have preferred 
passage of a different version 
of the timber bill. But environmental 
victories sometimes come in small in-
crements, and the 1976 Act achieves 
perhaps 30 percent of what Tom 
hoped to get for the nation's forests. 

Baldwin's and Barlow's interests 
overlap: land use, oil development, 
water resources. In 1974, Mal 
Baldwin took a job with the Council 
on Environmental Quality (CEQ), 
which serves as an environmental 
advisor to the President. He is follow-
ing up on President Carter's execu-
tive orders concerning wetlands and 
flood plains, and working closely on 
the President's water policy. This, he 
finds, is a big subject with political 
difficulties; it covers not only the 
President's infamous "hit list" on 
dam projects, but also irrigation pro-
grams and subsidies for water users 
in the West. 

The Smiley brothers may have 
been the first Haverfordians to pre-
serve a piece of America as wilder- 

ness. But others are now making 
their commitments, and these reach 
into issues of the 1980's. Scott 
Gilliam's plan to recycle waste paper 
in Manhattan's offices could have a 
major impact on solid waste attitudes 
and goals. Don Crane faces the 
choices of Solomon in the West: 
Where do our priorities lie, with ag-
ricultural and America's role as the 
breadbasket of the world, or with 
coal and our insatiable need for new 
and more energy? 

Tom Barlow continues working 
hard on non-point source pollution, 
and then ominously warns about the 
erosion of farm topsoil. "Three to 
five tons per year might be accept-
able," he says, "but we are losing 
nine to 12 tons. The topsoil is now 
blowing away, and its almost impos-
sible to replace. The problem is far 
worse than it was during the 
Depression." 

Mal Baldwin, working like the 
others on issues of national import, 
believes that "one of the great mis-
fortunes of the environmental 
movement is the failure to get a new 
national approach to land use issues. 
The protection of agricultural land, 
protection of other critical areas, the 
landscapes where people live, the 
planning needs for energy have be-
come our biggest deficiency, and are 
least likely to be addressed." 

The next generation of environ-
mental problems are difficult to ar-
ticulate. We have passed the days of 
warning about air pollution, water 
pollution, the SST. The new issues 
are complex: Who owns water? How 
do we rid the working place of toxic 
chemicals? Which energy source is 
safest, cheapest, best? 

There is, weaving through the 
interests of these men, the common 
threads of Haverford. Mal Baldwin 
speaks of the effect Haverford's 
campus setting had on his concern 
for the environment. Tom Barlow re-
calls the rigor of Wallce MacCaffrey's 
history seminars, and we both groan 
in reminiscence of Alfred Satter-
thwaite's immense patience 
in teaching us to write, and re-write. 
And through it all we accept the 
verities of quality, and the possibility 
that the answers to these crucial ques-
tions may be forthcoming not from 
us, but from the next generation of 
Haverford environmentalists. Hope-
fully, however, our concerns will 
provide them with a blueprint. 
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Can Ethics Be Taught? 
By Mary Ann Meyers 

Long before Watergate, from a 
shrouded moment in the dawn of 
human life when some deliberate, 
violent act of Cain's resulted in the 
death of Abel, thoughtful men and 
women have reflected on the con-
sequences of human behavior. But 
whether ethics can be taught remains 
uncertain. 

Agreement upon an absolute 
criterion of good conduct also con-
tinues to elude us. Recent scandals in 
public and business life surely ac-
count for opinion research findings 
that the confidence of Americans in 
the integrity of their leaders has 
plummeted during the past decade. 

At the same time that institutions 
which have traditionally transmitted 
moral standards decline in influence, 
moreover, ethical dilemmas multiply. 
Bereft of support once provided by 
families, churches and local com- 

munities, contemporary men and 
women must deal with an array of 
novel moral issues which are by-
products of technological progress. 

The development, for example, 
of medical equipment capable of sus-
taining life artificially and of compu-
ters with a capacity to infringe on 
individual privacy lends a sense of 
urgency to considerations of right in 
real-life situations. In addition, our 
Vietnam experience and the de-
cidedly moral claims being pressed 
by many new groups in American 
society contribute to a crescendo of 
concern with questions of values. 

A t Haverford a tall, rangy 
man, grey-haired and hand-
some, has introducted un-

dergraduates to the study of applied 
ethics in a problem-oriented course 
which focuses on moral questions  

reoccurring in the world of work. 
Francis Dummer Fisher is the first in-
cumbent of a chair in ethics and the 
professions made possible by a grant 
from the Henry Luce Foundation. 

A Harvard-trained lawyer who 
has served in the upper echelons of 
both foreign and domestic federal 
civil service, Fisher brings an invalu-
able experiential dimension to his 
classroom exploration of problems 
involving principles of conduct in law, 
medicine, education, journalism, 
government and business. Introduced 
this past semester as a General Pro-
grams course, "Ethics and the Pro-
fessions" was open to any student in 
the College. An astounding 111 men 
and women (including 24 Bryn Mawr 
students) took it. That's 10 percent of 
the Haverford student body, and 
while the reasons for enrolling varied 
from individual to individual, one 
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young man may have spoken for 
many of Frank Fisher's students 
when he told a questioner: "I 
grabbed at a chance for some help 
in coping with practical moral 
problems." 

Haverford students have long 
had an opportunity to examine cer-
tain major theories about the norms 
which ought to govern human life in 
an ethics course offered under the 
aegis of the philosophy department. 
In part a traditional exploration of the 
means by which people relate and 
order multiple goods in the determi-
nation of courses of action, it also fo-
cuses on criteria for ethical decisions, 
that is, what determines our sense 
that something is good. 

In its emphasis on normative and 
meta ethics, Philosophy 340a, taught 
by Assistant Professor Rosemary 
Desjardins, is in the mainstream of 
ethics courses which have been of-
fered in American colleges for most 
of this century. They are charac-
terized by an emphasis on systematic 
principles and formal categories of 
analysis. Douglas V. Steere, Emeritus 
T. Wistar Brown Professor of 
Philosophy, reflected this tradition in 
a Haverford course he taught for 
thirty years. 

Steere's particular focus was on 
the content of values, and he took 
up value conflicts in contemporary 
life. Earlier, Quaker scholar Rufus 
Jones, in a course once required of 
all seniors, introduced students to the 
ethics of thinkers from Aristotle to 
Kant while approaching moral ques-
tions as essentially dilemmas of 
conscience. 

A 1904 catalog listing Jones's 
"Ethics" reveals that President Isaac 
Sharpless also gave a required course 
which "considered current problems 
of practical ethics and sociology on 
their moral side." His offering was 
rooted in the nineteenth-century cus-
tom of college presidents presenting 
an annual series of lectures designed 
expressly to foster moral growth, but 
the catalog description suggests that 
three-quarters of a century ago, 
Haverford tried to help students, as it 
is doing today, develop a certain clar-
ity of vision. 

"My objective," Frank Fisher 
says of his ethics course, "is to give 
students an enhanced capacity to 
recognize and define ethical problems 
in all their vocational disguises. I'm  

striving for a sort of field recognition. 
My hope is that whatever area of ex-
pertise these young men and women 
eventually make their own, they 
will realize the relevancy of moral 
questions." 

A problem facing the Luce Pro-
fessor is that he has no footprints to 
follow and must construct a whole 
taxonomy of ethics. "In the past," as 
Fisher notes, "most of the thinking 
done about moral problems of pro-
fessional life was located in a particu-
lar professional context." The only 
people who've looked at ethical 
issues across disciplinary lines have 
been philosophers, and, by and 
large, he argues, "their approach, 
however elegant, has been too 
abstract to help men and women 
faced with real-life decisions." 

Frank points out that "grasping 
the distinction between 'is' and 
`ought' won't necessarily enable a 
lawyer to set a just fee structure. At 
the same time," he says, "we won't 
get very far in analyzing questions of 
values unless we understand that 
excess surgery has an analog in ac-
counting because it's a problem in-
volving the incentive for delivering 
additional services that cuts across 
occupational boundaries." 

W hile Fisher is developing a 
classification system focused 
upon conflicts of role and 

obligation in professional life and 
using it to help students sharpen and 
refine their moral perception, he is 
also trying to teach them to reason 
carefully about ethical issues. In class 
after class he demonstrates that moral 
questions arising in the world of work 
lend themselves to as rigorous analy-
sis as any problems probed in 
academe. 

"I am teaching an operational 
mode of thinking," the Luce 
Professor says. "It differs from a scho-
larly mode in that it requires 
decision-making despite imperfect in-
formation and under pressure of 
time." 

Dressed in corduroys, and a 
shetland crew neck pulled over an 
oxford-cloth shirt, Fisher writes 
"2 + X = Y" on the blackboard, 
then turns to the students in the au-
ditorium of Sharpless Hall demand-
ing: "Solve for Y. Harry, quickly 
now, what's the answer?" 

The purpose of the exercise,  

which initially bewilders the class, is 
to teach students "to face up to the 
discomfort of ambiguity. Invent," 
Frank tells them. "Learn to solve the 
problem in the alternative. You're al-
ways going to be short of time and 
short of facts." 

As the students come to agree 
that in the real world there is a high 
probability that Y is small because it 
is a number to which 2 bears a 
significant relationship, they gain con-
fidence that analysis can lead to 
practical answers even where scho-
larly evidence is missing. 

Discussions in "Ethics and the 
Professions" invariably begin with an 
ad hoc consideration of a particular 
case, then move to a consideration of 
the concepts and criteria one brings 
to ethical analysis. "Rather than start 
with a categorical imperative," Fisher 
says, "we talk about the propriety of 
a lawyer's refusing to represent a 
client because of personal disagree-
ment with the client's goals. It is easy 
to feel the moral tug of one's own 
principles, but students must learn to 
sense the social benefit of legal repre-
sentation for unpopular causes." 

In addition to questions of con-
flict of interests, the case material to 
which Frank introduces his students 
leads them to explore moral problems 
related to confidence keeping, the al-
location of scarce resources and such 
central issues in human experimenta-
tion as peer review, the nature of in-
formed consent and the difficulty of 
reconciling the role of clinician and 
investigator. 

Summarizing an assigned read-
ing, Fisher mentions "a team of uni-
versity investigators" which provides 
"half the pregnant women on an In-
dian reservation with nutritious sup-
plements to their normal diet to test 
the effect of good diet on birth 
weight—a factor related to birth de-
fects. See anything wrong with that?" 
he asks, looking directly at Jonathan, 
a young man in the second row. 

"No. There isn't any risk to the 
women, and a lot of people might 
be benefited as the result of the 
experiment." 

"What if the experiment in-
volved withholding food?" 

"I couldn't condone it in that 
case. But I don't see any problem 
with giving some women food they 
wouldn't otherwise have." 

"Carol, what do you think?" 
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"I think it would be better to use 
the research money to provide a little 
better food for all the women. But I 
guess that leaves no control group 
and no experiment. Sorry." 

"Don't apologize. That's where I 
come down, too," Fisher says in an 
unusual revelation of his own posi-
tion. "Don't we have to worry about 
the justness of the experimental 
design as well as its scientific sound-
ness? How long do you deny evolv-
ing therapy to a control group? 
Conversely: How long do you con-
tinue to treat an experimental group 
when it becomes clear members are 
receiving no therapeutic benefits?" 

Crisscrossing the lecture-hall plat-
form with long strides, Frank Fisher 
reveals his mastery of the Socratic 
method. Slender fingers jabbing the 
air, he tells students that each one of 
them should be struggling with the 
point at issue as if he or she were to 
speak to it. He calls on members of 
the class at random, pushes them to 
examine collateral questions and 
counters their arguments with argu-
ments of his own. 

"Skill at weighing the 'other 
side' is a good bit of what I hope 
they'll learn in class," he explains. 
"We do a lot of wrestling with com-
peting arguments, and I think stu-
dents understand that when their 
thoughts on a subject are shown to 
be less than full statements of compli-
cated structures of ideas, they don't 
take it as a personal defeat, but a 
necessary step along the way to 
reaching thoughtfully reasoned 
conclusions." 

Fisher's success in bringing stu-
dents to understand all the practical 
implications and consequences of 
choosing one course of action over 
another is clearly tied to his ability to 
conduct a rigorous class discussion 
which elicits full consideration of is-
sues without degenerating into a 
windy exchange of opinion. He regu-
larly assigns "cases" drawn from 
real-life situations, such as the Bert 
Lance affair, and students are re-
quired to prepare them for class by 
analyzing the material and arriving 
able to defend decisions made in 
situational contexts. 

Triage problems about whose 
life to save when there are only a 
limited number of, say, hearts avail-
able for transplant, illustrate the kinds 
of dramatic issues requiring resolution  

in the workaday world, and Fisher in-
troduces them in his course. Quite 
apart from cases dealing with such 
awesome choices, however, he pre-
sents, in fact stresses, others, which 
"deal with the 90 percent of ethical 
problems that are hard to spot. Most 
don't have right or wrong answers," 
he says, "and what I emphasize is 
the ability to recognize alternative so-
lutions. The point of discussion is to 
demonstrate the clash of competing 
considerations, each with a moral 
claim on the individual." 

The Luce Professor's use of case 
materials to explicate the operational 
dilemmas of the practitioner reflect 
his background in the law. He also 
brings to his new tasks at Haverford 
the insider's view of business granted 
a lawyer, as well as extensive first-
hand knowledge of government and 
education. Fisher's concern with the 
ethical dimensions of professional life 
is some sense, moreover, a family 
tradition. 

His great-grandfather, Daniel 
Webster Fisher, was a Presbyterian 
minister who served as president of 
Hanover College in Indiana. His 
grandfather, Walter Lowrie Fisher, 
was a lawyer who worked effectively 
for municipal reform. Walter also 
served as Secretary of the Interior 
during the Taft administration; his 
son, Walter Taylor Fisher, followed 
him in the law. This Walter is Frank's 
father—a trustee of the University of 
Illinois who helped found the 
American Civil Liberties Union. 
Among his six children are an 
economist who teaches at 
Northwestern and a Harvard profes-
sor of law. 

The fourth of five sons, Francis 
Dummer Fisher was born in 
Winnetka, Illinois, in 1926. 

After graduating from the North 
Shore Country Day School, he fol-
lowed his brothers to Harvard. His 
studies in social anthropology and 
economics were interrupted by World 
War II service with the United States 
Naval Reserve, but he returned to 
graduate cum laude in 1948 and in 
1951 took his LL.B. at the Harvard 
Law School. 

After traveling for a year in 
Southeast Asia under a grant for 
study of university conditions there, 
he joined a Chicago law firm and 
practiced corporate law for the next  

nine years. During this period, Frank 
made his one foray into elective poli-
tics by running for alderman. A half-
century earlier, his grandfather had 
waged a vigorous offensive against 
"gray wolves," a term he used to 
characterize corrupt aldermen, and 
the grandson came within 2,000 
votes of upsetting a saloonkeeper 
who still maintained: "Chicago ain't 
ready for reform." 

"I always thought I would do 
some public service," Fisher says, 
and in 1962, with John Kennedy in 
office, the time seemed right. He 
joined the United States Agency for 
International Development (AID) as 
the principal legal officer for our 
foreign assistance program in the Far 
East. Three years later he moved 
from a staff to a line position as dep-
uty director of the AID mission to 
Colombia. In 1967, although plan-
ning to leave the government, he 
was persuaded to stay on as regional 
administrator of the Housing and 
Urban Development (HUD) pro-
grams for 10 Midwestern states. "It 
was a formidable administrative ex-
perience," Frank says. "I had a staff 
of 1,800 and $2 billion budget." 

After three years he returned to 
Washington as a special assistant to 
HUD Secretary George Romney with 
responsibility for policy matters and 
legislation. "But I wasn't politically 
comfortable with the methods and 
goals of the Nixon administration, 
Haverford's Luce Professor says, 
"and the White House wasn't 
pleased with the way I pushed for 
civil rights." 

Acceptance of a one-year fellow-
ship to Harvard's Institute of Politics 
seemed appropriate, so after a 
twenty-year absence Frank returned 
to Cambridge to consider the 
strengths and weaknesses of various 
forms of university education de-
signed to train people for public ser-
vice. "I asked a lot of questions 
about where Harvard talent went," 
he says, "and Derek Bok asked me 
to stay on to try to answer them." 

Fisher accepted an appointment 
as director of Harvard's Office of 
Career Services and Off-Campus 
Learning. He also taught in the John 
F. Kennedy School of Government 
and in the college where he assisted 
David Riesman in an undergraduate 
sociology course. "I never thought 
I'd stay five years," continued on page 19 
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Flight from South Africa 
"If You Are Caught, You Accept the Consequences." 

On Yom Kippur day, 
September 23, 1977, I 
worked in my room in a 

white, lower-middle class neigh-
borhood of Cape Town without eat-
ing. My fast was not caused by reli-
gious conviction but faint homesick-
ness. I remembered the pride I felt 
when for the first time, 12 years ago, 
my stomach had been able to wait 
until the sun went down. 

I fasted, too, to mark sadness 
and anticipation. I was to leave late 
that night for the funeral of the black 
leader Steve Biko. I had read the 
news of his death in a small grocery 
store 20 miles outside Cape Town. 

During the next days, the weight 
of the news grew heavier on me. I 
told myself that after a year and a 
half in the country, I was beginning 
to feel like a South African. I had a 
long talk with black friends about 
Biko and his impact on their thought. 
I attended a memorial service that 
Sunday at St. George's Cathedral in 
the center of the city which had 
closed with 2,000 blacks and whites 
singing "Nkosi Sikelel i Afrika," the 
African national anthem of South 
Africa. On Monday I heard Donald 
Woods—the white journalist who was 
a friend of Biko and has now fled the 
country—charge that "the system 
had killed Steve." Finally, on 
Tuesday, I had been tear-gassed 
when a cannister had been shot 
into a crowded hall by white vig-
ilantes during a meeting called by the 
white opposition party to protest the 
death. 

I had written in a journal that 
week that never before had I felt so 
caught up in a public event. I knew 
how tense both the trip and the fu-
neral would make me. A quiet day of 
reflection and fasting, I thought, 
would help make me calm. 

I was wrong. Without food, I 
became more excited. 

Two black friends, Sam and 
Matthew, stopped by in the middle of 
the afternoon. I had been working 
with Sam in a project at the 
University of Cape Town interviewing 

By Andrew Silk '76 

Andrew Silk first visited 
South Africa in 1974 as a 
student on leave from 
Haverford to work on news-
papers in Johannesburg and 
Pretoria. After graduation, he 
returned to the beleaguered 
country as a Fellow of the 
Thomas J. Watson Founda-
tion to collect oral accounts 
of life under apartheid. Silk 
was there when Steve Biko 
died in jail, and he joined 
2,000 persons in Cape Town 
who gathered to mourn the 
young black leader. Shortly 
afterwards his notes were con-
fiscated by the police, and he 
left South Africa in a move to 
protect his sources. Andy now 
lives in New York and is writ-
ing a book on South Africa. 
He has done articles on inter-
national affairs for The New 
York Times, where his father, 
Leonard Silk, is economics 
editor. 

black workers. As I would be gone for 
a few days, we had a schedule to 
plan and errands to run. We drove 
up to campus, a few minutes away, 
then to Standard Bank and "Pick-n-
Pay" supermarket. We talked briefly 
about the white election campaign 
which had just begun. 

At 4 p.m. we had only one 
chore left. I needed the notes from an 
interview we had conducted the 
week before with a nurse. They were 
at Sam's house in the African town-
ship of Guguletu, 10 miles outside 
the city. I did not have a permit to 
enter the township. Yet, I reasoned 
half-consciously, I was only entering 
the area for a few minutes on a 
mundane errand. 

During the ride out, we did not 
talk politics. Matthew complained that 
he read too slowly. He asked if I 
knew any way to increase the speed. 
I told him to move his finger across 
the page as fast as his eyes could fol-
low. He tried, and it seemed to work. 
"Hey," he cried. "I like this 
American's juju." It felt so good to 
joke. I began to relax. 

We drove into Guguletu, past 
the police station. I tensed momentar-
ily, but brushed my fears aside. I 
would leave soon. I parked across 
from Sam's house—one in a long 
connected row of four-roomed 
"matchboxes," distinguished from 
each other only by color. His was 
pale blue. 

I greeted Sam's wife, and their 
young daughter who was glad to see 
me because I had a green wind-
breaker which she liked to wear. I 
was offered tea and biscuits. "No 
thank you. The sun will be down in 
an hour," I said self-consciously. 
They were all strong Christians. 

At about 6 o'clock, I said good-
bye and walked out to the car with 
the notes. As I was about to leave, I 
remembered that there was a book I 
also wanted. I walked back into the 
house, without noticing that a green 
volkswagen bus had pulled around 
the corner. It was crowded with 
police officers. They had stopped in 
front of Sam's house. As I waited in-
side, Matthew, who had been stand-
ing in the door, was called out, and 
asked who I was and why I was in 
Guguletu. He told them I was a stu-
dent at the university who had come 
to drop off his research assistant. 
Sam's wife watched through the 
window. I was scared. Matthew 
entered a few minutes later. The 
police wanted to speak with me. I 
put down the book and notes, and 
walked out. 

"Wat soek jy?" he asked in 
Afrikaans. "What are you looking 
for?" 

"Jy is in 'n bantoedorp." (You 
are in an African location.) The man 
asked for my permit. I apologized. I 
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did not have one. I was an American. 
I could speak no Afrikaans (although 
I could understand some). I showed 
him my American passport. 

They asked several more times: 
"What do you want here? What is 
this place to you?" They said it was 
very dangerous. I repeated that I was 
sorry, and that I would leave. They 
talked among themselves. I could not 
pick it up. The driver turned to me 
and asked that I go with them to the 
station. One of the men got out of the 
bus and into my volkswagen bug. 

It was only a short drive. I ex-
pected to be lectured, perhaps fined, 
then escorted out of the township. It 
is strange, but I have reconstructed 
my feelings during that ride many 
times, yet I do not remember being 
very frightened. Sometimes I explain 
this as arrogance, sometimes 
as naivete. 

The gates to the station parking 
lot were closed after I pulled in. I 
waited for a few minutes until I was 
called into the office. The man who 
had been driving the bus asked for 
my passport again. He went through 
each page carefully. He was tall, with 
black hair and a moustache. One of 
the policemen called him Jan. 

He became quite excited when 
he found one visa stamp which had 
expired. Did I know that I was in the 
country illegally? I said I was sorry, 
but that he was mistaken. I asked 
him to turn to the next page where 
the visa extension was stamped. I 
explained again that I was a student, 
and took out my university identifica-
tion card. He asked again if I did not  

know I needed a permit for the town-
ship. He took down my visa number, 
my address and my telephone 
number. I thought again that I would 
soon be free. 

I was walked back out to the 
parking lot. "Can we search your 
car?" Jan asked. I nodded yes. Four 
officers began to search—two in the 
front, one in the back and one under 
the hood. One of the officers thought 
he had found evidence when he saw 
a cassette inside the tape recorder I 
had in my glove compartment. Yet all 
that he could hear was Beethoven's 
String Quartet, Op. 135, which I had 
recorded off the radio a few weeks 
earlier. The others combed through 
maps, newspapers and food wrap-
pers. 

The back seat was lifted. Crum-
pled papers, which I had not known 
were there, lay uncovered. There 
were notes from a university confer-
ence on African studies and a 
mimeographed notice for a seminar 
on (legal) African trade unions. I had 
crossed out the text, and scribbled a 
note on the back. 

The four men huddled together. 
"What are these?" 
"Notes from a lecture." 
"Did you organize this meeting?" 
"No." I showed them a grocery 

list for eggs, bread, cheese and lamb 
chops. 

Jan left with the documents and 
went back into the station. He re-
turned after a few minutes. "All right 
you can leave, but we will go with 
you to your room." The men began 
to hustle. Two headed towards one  

police van, two walked towards a 
black sedan. It took me a minute to 
understand what was happening. As 
one policeman was leading me to the 
car, I asked him to repeat what Jan 
had said. I stopped walking and said 
as firmly as I could, "No. You cannot 
go to my house. I want to contact a 
lawyer and a consulate." 

The man with me shouted to the 
others. They repeated what I had 
said several times in Afrikaans. 

"Why? Do you have something 
to hide?" 

"No. I am an American citizen. I 
have a right to contact my consulate." 

"There is plenty of time for that 
after we search your room." 

A white South African editor vis-
iting America told me later that I had 
given "a typical American response." 
Yet it was not only a statement of 
principle. I had in my room tapes and 
notes of conversations with Africans 
and whites talking about apartheid 
and their lives. The interviews were 
not illegal—none had been done with 
members of an underground. Many 
were, in fact, with government offi-
cials and supporters. There were, 
though, others more sensitive which 
had been conducted with assurances 
of anonymity. At first in the country, I 
had been careful to hide this mate-
rial. Yet as nothing happened, I 
began to believe that my fear was 
paranoia. I had become lax. 

My announcement signaled an 
abrupt change in the officers' mood. I 
had suddenly transformed myself 
from an innocuous student to a sus-
pect. I was standing to the left of my 
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car. I was told not to move. There 
was no place to go, but that didn't 
matter now. 

The man watching me asked 
several times why I was afraid. I did 
not answer. Finally, after the fourth or 
fifth time, I said there was personal 
material in the room that I did not 
want them to see. "So you admit that 
there is something in there you do 
not want us to see?" I protested as I 
realized by error. 

Later, I understood how serious 
my "confession" was. In a society 
where legal restraints are in a process 
of collapse, legal principle still has a 
slight check on action. Had I main-
tained that I had nothing to hide, but 
my house was my castle, the police 
might have feared diplomatic embar-
rassment if an American's home had 
been searched without a warrant and 
nothing found. I had, however, given 
them some assurance that they would 
not return with empty hands. 

After another wait, Jan came 
over. He carried a clipboard. "All 
right. Please give me your keys. One 
of my men will take your car. You 
will ride with us." 

"I insist on contacting my 
consulate." 

He gave no sign that he had 
heard me. 

My guard took my arm and led 
me to the black sedan. Should I re-
sist? Stop walking? I could not de-
cide. I watched my body enter the 
car. I was in the back, between two 
men. An entourage pulled out—the 
sedan, two vans and my car. 

As we hit the highway, my 
thoughts shifted from how to stop the 
search to what would be found. I 
tried to convince myself that because 
I was an observer, critical yet sym-
pathetic to South African whites, I 
would be able to explain and justify 
myself to anyone. 

We drove past the highway exit 
to my house. Had they decided not 
to search after all? The car turned off 
to the right a few minutes later into 
Woodstock Police Station. 

I took this as the sign of a re-
prieve. I became a little bolder, and 
said that if I did not contact my con-
sulate, I would have my government 
file a complaint. "We do not care 
what you do. You can tell Andy 
Young and Jimmy Carter." 

I was kept in the car for what I 
later decided was about 40 minutes. 

I finally was told to get out and was 
taken through the arched doors of the 
stations and ushered into a small 
room, painted institutional green. In-
side was a chair and a brown table. I 
was told to sit down and wait. 

I was alone. I had neither 
flashbacks nor new ideas. I had, as 
far as I can recall, no thoughts at all. 

A policeman who had been with 
me in the back seat of the car en-
tered with the seized notes. He put 
them on the table and called me 
over. His English was poor. He strug-
gled to make out my lousy handwrit-
ing. 

After a few questions: "Why did 
you use this paper? Why did you 
write one note upside down?"—he 
lost interest in the documents. He 
changed the subject. 

"Where are you from?" 
"America." 
"Where in America?" 
"New York." 
"What kind of a place is it?" 
"Lekker," I said, using the 

Afrikaans for "fine." 
"Why do you come here to 

South Africa?" 
"I find it interesting." 
"Interesting? Why is it so in-

teresting?" 
"Because of the people." 
"You find the people interest-

ing?" 
"Yes." 
I asked myself: "Would this man 

really listen to me?" I had won the 
trust of others like him when I was an 
interviewer. As soon as I was aware 
of the thought, however, I was stun-
ned by its absurdity. 

W e were soon interrupted by 
Jan and a short balding 
man in black pants and 

purple shirt. He walked past me and 
stood next to the table. He yelled in 
Afrikaans. I told him I was sorry but I 
couldn't understand. 

"Yes, I know you can't," he con-
tinued in Afrikaans. As far as I could 
make out, he called me a communist, 
asked if I knew what a dangerous po-
sition I was in, and asked if I knew 
that for the security of the country, I 
could be kept for as long as neces-
sary. 

He turned to Jan. I heard him 
say that it didn't seem very impor-
tant, and any investigation could wait 
for the morning. Jan protested. They  

walked out of the room. 
I was left alone again with my 

guard. Once again I began to talk 
about the consulate. He said that 
Captain Fourie, the man who had 
just left, was now in charge and I 
would have to speak with him. He 
was from the Security Police. 

Fourie returned after a long wait. 
He was not imposing—he looked like 
a common civil servant or a shoe 
salesman. "Do you plead guilty to 
being in Guguletu without a pass?" 
he asked." 

"Are you prepared to pay the 
fine?" 

"Yes." 
"It could cost you R500 

($650.00). It is a serious offense. Are 
you sure you want to plead guilty?" 

I knew the charge was a mis-
demeanor, the fine not more than 
R20, which I had in my wallet. I was 
dimly aware that if I were to plead 
innocent, the police would be fully 
within their rights to charge me, and 
search my room saying they were in-
vestigating the charge. 

"I will pay. I have the money 
here. I plead guilty and I demand to 
contact my consulate." 

Finally convinced, Fourie de-
cided to wait until after the search to 
charge me. "You are in the custody 
of the South African Security Police. 
We have authority to search your 
room." 

"No you do not. You need a 
search warrant." 

"I do not." 
"Yes you do." I lost control of 

my words. 
"No I do not. We have authority 

to search if we have reason to believe 
that material will be removed before 
a search warrant is obtained. You 
told my men that you have such ma-
terial. Don't deny it. We have a tape 
of you saying that." I told myself that 
this was impossible. But I wasn't 
sure. 

"I insist on contacting a lawyer." 
"You have no right to one. 

Learn the law if you live here." 
"He was right. I could have de-

manded only to have the law under 
which I was being held cited to me. I 
did not think to ask. 

I was told we were leaving for 
my house. Jan grabbed my arm. I 
reacted almost instinctively. At the 
door of the station, my legs stopped. 
"I will not go. I demand to contact 
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my consulate." Fourie was annoyed. 
He told me to walk ahead. 

Jan reached behind my neck 
and began twisting my collar. I stood 
still as I felt my face get red. I began 
to cough. My feet began to move 
again. Another policeman grabbed 
me by the belt of my blue jeans, and 
I was bum-rushed into the car. 

As we drove off, there were 
more questions. 

I heard myself saying that I had 
received a grant to travel and talk to 
both blacks and whites in the coun-
try. That I spent much time talking to 
Afrikaners. I started once again to jus-
tify myself. "Were we to meet in a 
different way," I told them, "you 
could understand." 

I said this five blocks from my 
house. I was amazed a second time 
at my attempts to win favor. 

I lived in a house at the top of a 
hill. Two cars had arrived before us. 
As I was taken out, I saw one man 
dash around the driveway to guard 
the back door. One policeman held 
each arm. I made a second feeble at-
tempt to resist just before the front 
steps. 

One of my housemates opened 
the door. Our eyes met as they 
marched me in. She told them my 
room was off to the right. Jan, Fourie, 
myself and two other policemen en-
tered. The door was shut. First my 
desk was cleared, and the contents 
dumped on the bed. Next the draw-
ers, the wardrobe and the bed table. 
One policeman turned to the last 
entry in my journal and read in ex-
citement: "Steve Biko is dead." 

At first Fourie inspected every 
piece of paper. He lost patience after 
a few minutes. A file of personal let-
ters was taken. So was a plastic bag 
in my waste basket, filled with scrap 
paper and cigarette butts. Twenty 
rolls of film—most of them 
unexposed—were also dumped on 
the bed. 

File cards were brought over to 
me. "Where did you get these?" 
Fourie asked. 

"At the college bookstore." 
"Are you sure?" 
"Yes." 
"Well, if we can show you stole 

them, we can say we were investigat-
ing a charge of theft." 

A poster from the university was 
brought over. 

"Where did you get this?" 
"From the university." 
"You took it off a wall?" 
"Yes." 
"Do you know that we could 

charge you for stealing university 
property?" 

I laughed faintly. It was an anti-
apartheid poster, whose distribution 
had been halted two months earlier. 

The operation took about 15 
minutes. When it was finished, tape 
cassettes, notebooks, typed pages, 
books and film cannister were all 
thrown together. Unprepared for 
such a haul, Fourie had nothing to 
carry it all away with. 

"Can we take your suitcase?" It 
had just been emptied. 

"Sure. Take whatever you 
want." 

The goods were packed up. 
"You will receive a receipt for 
all this." 

"Thanks." 
"Come," Fourie told his men. 

"We have a lot of work." 
As I was leaving, I asked my 

housemate to call the consulate. I 
was walked out, and returned to the 
sedan. "You will now be charged 
with being in Guguletu without a 
permit." 

We arrived back at the 
Woodstock station. I was taken inside 
to the "white" counter of the charge 
office and first given a slip to sign. 
"Received. One suitcase and per-
sonal effects." 

I sat down and put one hand in 
my windbreaker. I found an orange, 
which I must have taken from Sam's 
house. I broke my fast. 

I t was soon decided that I would 
have to be returned to Guguletu 
to pay the fine. The men who 

drove me back had already lost 
interest in me. They began to talk of 
work and sports. We drove back 
through the gates of the police yard. 
I received my summons, paid my 
R20 and was handed my keys. As I 
walked toward the door, I was asked 
to wait—I was wanted on the phone. 

I walked towards the receiver 
and saw one man slip into another 
room. I heard him pick up another 
phone. 

"Hello. This is Tom Williams of 
the American consulate." 

"How are you?" I asked. 
He was amazed. "What do you  

mean, how am I. How are you?" 
I briefly told my story. He in-

vited me to his place if I wanted to 
talk. I thanked him, hung up, and 
walked out to my car, and sat for 
several minutes. 

For the first time, I saw clearly 
that I had set off a crisis much 
greater than the one I had just been 
through. 

Who would now be questioned? 
Who could they trace on the tapes? 
How would it be possible to distin-
guish between those tapes I had 
done with colleagues at the univer-
sity, and others, more directly politi-
cal, which were initiated on my own? 

I first drove to the church, where 
the bus had begun to load, told the 
group what had happened, and that I 
wouldn't be going to the funeral. I 
then made my way to Williams's 
residence—a big Cape Dutch house 
in an exclusive suburb. He served 
me salami, coke and mixed nuts. In 
the comfortable surrounding, in the 
security of an American accent, I 
began to feel as if everything might 
work out after all. 

He told me there was little to be 
done. It would do no good to com-
plain about my treatment, as long as 
they had what they wanted. He 
suggested that the most help I could 
get was from a South African lawyer, 
and that I should stop by the consu-
late tomorrow to make an official 
report. 

I thanked him and drove home. 
My two housemates were asleep. I 
forced myself to lie down in the 
stripped room. "What did they 
have? What did they have?" I 
couldn't answer clearly. I battled with 
myself, feeling that I should try to 
relax and wait. Yet at the same time, 
I felt I had to act. 

At 2 a.m. I got up and drove to 
the home of someone I had inter-
viewed. I told him he might be ques-
tioned. When I left he was shaking. 

I returned home and lay down 
again, but gave up trying to sleep 
about seven. I called a lawyer at 
7:30. He told me to stop by at ten. I 
did not know how to spend the next 
hours. Should I contact others whose 
voices were taped? I drove to another 
house, but the man was at work. I 
then decided this was foolish. How 
did I know I was not being followed? 

I returned to my house at 9 a.m. 
My housemates had left for the day. 
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Captain Fourie was waiting on the 
step, peering through the window to 
my room. 

"Oh, there you are," he said. 
"May I come in?" 

"No." 
"Why not?" 
"I have an appointment with my 

lawyer. I want to consult with him be-
fore I speak with you again." 

"Who is your lawyer?" 
"I will not tell you." I asked him 

to leave. 
He flashed at me. "You had bet-

ter let me in. If you don't, I can 
charge you with theft of the poster, 
and say I was investigating that 
charge. Then I can hold you without 
a lawyer." 

Could he? I was tired and uncer-
tain. I let him in. 

He walked with me to my room. 
Suddenly he became courteous. 

"May I see your passport?" he 
asked. 

I searched a few minutes and 
found it. 

We sat down on the gray couch. 
He put the passport on the coffee 
table and started making notes. 

"Why are you so nervous?" he 
asked. "I understand you are tired, 
and you are a student here. But you 
must understand that, like you, I am 
only doing my job. It will be simpler 
for both of us if we cooperate." 

His English was good, and he 
looked even less imposing in the 
morning than he had the night be-
fore. With all the uncertainty choking 
me, I wanted very much to believe 
him—that these were just jobs we 
were doing, and that like other jobs, 
honesty and directness would lead to 
a resolution of the crisis. 

He asked me who I was working 
with, and I caught myself as I was 
about to answer. I named the re-
search unit at the university, but no 
names. When he asked further, I 
said, "No, I must speak with my 
lawyer." 

He asked a few more times. I 
repeated myself. But I was unsure. 
While my association with people at 
the university was public, would I still 
jeopardize them by naming them? 
Did I protect people more by hiding 
their names? Didn't my reluctance 
implicate them? 

I decided to say nothing more, 
and Fourie didn't object this time. I 
showed him the door. 

I left the house a few minutes 
later. Was the second visit routine, or 
had they decided to move very 
quickly? I had no idea. I drove first to 
the home of a white friend, who him-
self had once been questioned. 
I told him my story and asked his 
advice. 

He looked at me harshly. "You 
have done what you can never afford 
to do here. Either you decide to work 
completely openly, or you function 
like a spy. You hide everything, and 
you do not get involved with others 
working aboveboard. If you are 
caught, then you accept the 
consequences. 

"It seems as though you have a 
gold mine of information, which only 
you can really make sense of. Still 
you could get people in trouble. 

"The police are not just going to 
give back the material and pat you 
on the head. You can be sure that 
you will be called in for some ques-
tioning. They can bring charges 
against someone for anything. But 
they still need witnesses. They can't 
present a case against a tape or a 
piece of paper. But if you simply con-
firm when an interview took place, or 
who the speaker was, then you make 
their case. Those guys are tough. 
They know what they are doing and 
you don't. If they start pulling your 
toenails, how do you know what you 
will do?" 

He advised me to leave the 
country. What was the point of stay-
ing, he wanted to know. Even if they 
found nothing, they would now be on 
to me. I would be watched. I would 
be unable to finish my work, and 
others would be reluctant to be with 
me. "Furthermore," he said, "you 
say there are things you do not want 
to talk about. There are two ways to 
do this. One is to sit and try to with-
stand the pressure. The other is not 
to be around to talk." 

The sooner I left the better. 
"They do not move as fast as you 
might think. You probably have a 
few days now, but after a bit they 
might decide they want to stop you at 
the airport." He urged me to go to 
the consulate and ask for assistance 
in getting on a plane. 

I was overwhelmed. I told him I 
needed a little time to make up my 
mind. He said to call him if it was ur-
gent, but otherwise it might be wiser 
not to meet. 

I thanked him, said goodbye and 
drove off to the lawyer in the 
center of Cape Town. Our ses-

sion was brief. As a lawyer, he could 
not advise me what to do. He could 
only inform me that if I so decided, I 
was free to leave the country. My 
visa was in order and there were no 
charges against me. 

I granted him power of attorney, 
and told him I would return in the 
afternoon, after I had seen the 
consulate. 

I walked out of the office and 
into the elevator. By the time I was 
on the street, I had decided to leave 
South Africa. 

Mr. Williams was out for the 
day. I asked to speak with Ray 
White, the chief consul. I asked for 
his assistance in getting out. He had 
been briefed earlier in the morning. 

"You know that there is nothing 
that we can do to prevent you from 
being detained?" 

"Yes." 
"We can only accompany you 

to the airport. Do you still want 
to go?" 

"Yes." 
"Do you have money?" 
"An American Express card." 
He agreed to help. However, if I 

really was afraid I would be detained, 
he thought it might do no good 
at all. 

He asked his secretary to check 
schedules. The only direct flight to 
London left that evening at six. 

"Do you want to take it?" he 
asked. 

I hesitated for a few seconds. 
"Yes." A reservation was made. I 
would have to go around to pick up 
the ticket. A staff member would 
then drive me to the airport. I asked 
if I could wait in the embassy, where 
I felt safest. 

"Sure." 
South African Airways was a 

short walk from the consulate. I went 
outside nervously. The ticket office 
was not crowded. I was asked to sit 
down in the international lounge. 
The attendant punched numbers 
onto the computer screen. The ticket 
was issued immediately. I then re-
turned to the lawyer's office. He was 
in court. I left a message with his sec-
retary that I was leaving, and gave 
quick instructions for the sale of my 
car, and the disposal of other goods. 

I next walked to the bank and 

18 



withdrew R300 in travelers checks. I 
decided not to return to my house. 
Back at the embassy, I made one 
phone call to the friend I had spoken 
with before. I asked him to pack an 
airplane bag and bring it to the con-
sulate. He arrived an hour later and 
wished me good luck. 

It was 4 p.m. I asked for en-
velopes and stationery. I wanted to 
drop notes to friends who had heard 
nothing. I struggled to say anything. 
"I must go," I scribbled. "I will write 
you a letter explaining everything." 

The staff officer taking me to the 
plane was ready at 5 o'clock. We 
drove quickly out Settler's Way. I 
had driven this route so many times 
in the last months. We passed the 
exit to Guguletu, then continued 
about two miles on to D. F. Malan 
airport. 

There was a large crowd. I 
moved slowly towards the check-in 
counter. The ticket was stamped. I 
shook hands and thanked my escort. 
I could see nothing unusual past the 
barrier. The customs officer leafed 
briefly through the passport, banged 
a stamp and told me to pass. It was 
done. 

I turned, waved to the consular 
officer, and smiled briefly. Yet in the 
same instant, I asked myself: "If I 
was not stopped, maybe I should not 
leave. Was it right to run, and let 
others straighten out the confusion I 
was leaving? How could I—I, who 
had been told that I was different 
than other visitors because I felt so 
deeply about South Africa." 

There were a few minutes be-
fore I had to board the plane. I 
phoned my supervisor at the univer-
sity. He had heard that I had been 
arrested. 

"I think it best that I leave." 
He did not know what to say, 

but wished me luck. 
I hung up and bit my tongue. 

"Passengers now boarding." 
I took my boarding pass from 

my jacket pocket and handed it to 
the smiling stewardess. The walk to 
the plane was short. I found my seat. 
Muzak was on the intercom. It was 
interrupted by another stewardess 
explaining how to use an oxygen 
mask. Then all sound was cut for 
takeoff. I did not know whether I felt 
free or trapped. The plane taxied and 
wobbled slightly as it hit the air. I had 
left South Africa. 

Ethics continued 

Fisher recalls, "but I got very in-
volved in developing new forms of 
assistance to students planning 
careers in a dramatically altered labor 
market." Summers he worked as an 
AID consultant on urban problems 
in underdeveloped countries. 

During the fall of 1976 
Haverford's nationwide search for a 
Henry R. Luce Professor of Ethics 
and the Professions attracted the at-
tention of a Harvard colleague who 
told Fisher about the job. Intrigued, 
he sought more information, and fi-
nally visited a campus he had heard 
about but never before set foot on. 
"The College seemed to want me," 
he says, "and that was a very seduc-
tive attitude to encounter. I can't 
think of any post anywhere in which 
a greater amount of trust is extended 
to the incumbent. Haverford virtually 
said here is five years to do with as 
you see fit." 

Frank, who is single, moved late 
last summer to a reconstructed barn 
on an 80-acre sheep farm in rural 
Plymouth Meeting. There he chops 
kindling for a wood stove, plays the 
recorder and watches birds. 

The trip by car from Plymouth 
Meeting to Haverford is 25 minutes, 
and Fisher makes a point of being on 
campus every day. He regularly eats 
in the Dining Center because he is 
convinced of the need for "non-
academic sharing" between faculty 
and students. "Teaching is not just 
something that takes place in the 
classroom," he notes. "I find my 
presence legitimizes erudite conversa-
tions young people would like to 
hold but shy away from engaging 
in." 

The Luce Professor does not 
seek to persuade students to accept 
some preferred set of moral values. 
His interest is in training them to 
think competently about morality. As 
for building character, he recognizes 
that any college can make only a lim-
ited contribution, and that, in any 
case, moral exemplars are probably 
more important than courses in 
ethics. 

Across the country, nevertheless, 
such courses have burgeoned in the 
past several years. At Haverford, as 
elsewhere, moreover, the issues 
raised in the classroom aren't all 
about behavior occurring off campus. 

The propriety of college investment 
policies and employment practices 
are being examined by students who 
are learning that in no field of exper-
tise are moral questions irrelevant. 

What Frank Fisher is teaching is 
sensitivity to the ethical dimensions of 
problems faced by professionals in all 
walks of life, and the analytical skill 
to weigh competing and conflicting 
claims in the process of decision-
making. 

Shepherd continued 

"The Politics of Starvation," reveals 
the cover-up of drought and famine 
in Ethiopia by international agencies. 
Since publication in 1976, the study 
has had a significant impact on how 
the United Nations conducts relief 
operations. 

While Jack was writing "The 
Politics of Starvation," he also was 
researching The Adams Chronicles in 
the library of Columbia University 
and at the New York Historical 
Society. "Ideally," he says, "I like to 
have three books going at the same 
time— one in galleys, one being writ-
ten and one in the early stages of 
contract negotiation." 

Since moving with his family to 
an old house in Norwich, Vermont, 
in 1976, the Haverford alumnus has 
maintained a schedule that finds him 
at the typewriter by 7:30 each morn-
ing. "If it goes well," he says, "I jog 
five miles at noon, then, write until 
the children return from school late 
in the afternoon. Otherwise, I don't 
run until they come home." 

Trained to turn experience into 
prose, Jack's enthusiasm for jogging 
is responsible for The Runner's 
Handbook, which was published by 
Viking Press in March. Most days 
right now he runs the five miles be-
tween his 18-acre homestead and the 
Darthmouth College library in 
Hanover to finish the research for his 
next Adams book. He also is writing 
a textbook on American government 
and sketching scenes for two novels 
and a screenplay. 

"The danger in free-lancing is 
not to have anything to do," 
Shepherd says. "There's a built-in 
fear of failure. I continually write 
magazine articles, and fall and winter, 
I'm usually hard at work on longer 
pieces. But come the end of April, 
there's trout fishing." 	M.A.M. 
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Haverford Award Winner: Jack Shepherd 

More Than One Brush With Death 

T he copyboy, watching an ac-
count of a Congressional vote 
spew forth from a teletype re-

ceiver at The New York Times, 
thought this is for me. The immedi-
acy, the excitement around him in 
the newsroom, the sense of being 
part of events as they happened—
yes, even the smell of printer's 
ink—hooked him. That summer day 
in 1959, Jack Shepherd decided to 
become a journalist. Returning to 
Haverford for his senior year, he 
joined the sports staff of the News 
and, after graduation, went on to 
Columbia's School of Journalism. His 
rise in his chosen profession was 
swift, and on another summer day, in 
1965, the young man who had 
wanted to be "on top of the news" 
found himself facing death as he 
covered what rivaled Vietnam as the 
biggest story in America. 

Tall, slender, blond, John Edwin 
Shepherd Jr. was a thousand miles 
from the Philadelphia Main Line in 
the heart of the Alabama Black Belt. 
He was there as a reporter for Look 
assigned to the civil rights movement. 
Jack was particularly interested in 
Stokely Carmichael's effort to get the 
black residents of Lowndes County 
to register to vote. It was not going 
well. White supremists had dug in 
their heels, and, in response, 
Carmichael had formed the Black 
Panther Party with its bold slogan: 
"Move On Over, Or We'll Move On 
Over You." 

As dusk approached on July 16, 
1965, Shepherd and Look photog-
rapher made the decision to cover a 
Ku Klux Klan rally. From the 
Freedom House near Haynesville in 
which they lived with civil rights 
workers, the two men drove  

northwest toward Selma. When they 
reached the cornfield where mem-
bers of the Imperial Staff were to 
"speak the truth," they found a 
flatbed truck against a backdrop of 
burning crosses, and a large and 
surly crowd. While the photographer 
took pictures, Jack took notes. Sud-
denly he heard a chilling, accusatory 
question: "You ain't from around 
here are you boy?" 

Behind him stood six good ole 
boys, arms folded across their chests, 
eyes dark with hate. 

"No," said Shepherd, "I'm from 
Connecticut." He thought that 
sounded better than New York City. 

"Well," said one Klansman, 
"you'd better git yo' ass back 
home." 

Shepherd nodded, and with his 
photographer began a slow, careful 
walk to the rented car he'd parked 
across the cornfield. 

"It was the longest walk of my 
life," he says. "They followed us 
closely, not saying a word, and I felt 
like a cat trying to escape from mad 
dogs: If I ran, they'd kill me." 

When Shepherd turned on the 
car's ignition, two pickups also 
started up and followed him. As he 
reached the tarmac of Highway 22, 
shots were fired, and Jack recalls 
"the sound of bullets whining past as 
I accelerated." The chase began—
night riders versus journalists—along 
the dark country roads of Alabama. 
Twice, at speeds above 75 
miles per hour, a truck bumped the 
back of Shepherd's car trying to 
drive it off the road, and when one 
finally rammed it, the young writer's 
car ricocheted along a dirt embank-
ment, tearing chrome and steel. 

Luckily, Stokely Charmichael 
had taught Jack a desperate escape 
measure: a U-turn at high speed on a 
two-lane highway. "I thought he was 
kidding when he mentioned it; you 
know, war games. The first time he 
did it, I threw up." On this night, 
however, Shepherd needed that skill. 
"With a pickup of good ole boys 
shooting at you, you've got one 
chance. The trick is to downshift as 
you turn the wheel and spin 180 de-
grees from one lane to the other. 
Now you're facing the opposite 
direction, and you'd better be mov-
ing in second gear when they zip by. 
We were. If I'd ever stalled, I 
wouldn't be here." 
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In a career that has taken him to 
46 of the 50 United States, to the 
Far East, the Caribbean, Western 
Europe and Africa, Shepherd has 
had more than one brush with death. 
He has covered coups and civil wars, 
witnessed murder and seen famine. 

Speaking quietly, he says: 
"Haverford gave me the moral ca-
pacity to deal with situations like 
night riders in Alabama and starva-
tion in Ethiopia. It has helped me live 
through the worst of times, and the 
best." 

The author of The Adams 
Chronicles, who is now working on 
his ninth book—an account of the 
disastrous private life of John Quincy 
Adams—was born and raised in 
northern New Jersey. Jack 
Shepherd's father was in advertising, 
and at 11, the boy produced a 
neighborhood newspaper which had 
a circulation of 55 and sold for a 
penny a copy. "My parents were 
originally from Kansas," he says, 
"and in high school I didn't know 
Haverford from Harvard." By 
chance, however, he had an older 
friend (Donald Crane '57) who was 
attending the College, and, in-
fluenced by his good opinion of the 
school, Jack turned down an invita-
tion to spend four years on the banks 
of the Charles and came to live by 
the Duck Pond instead. 

"I was intellectually unformed 
when I arrived on campus," Jack 
says, "and Haverford shaped me by 
exposing me to a broad and rich lib-
eral arts curriculum and an outstand-
ing faculty and student body." The 
future author majored in English and 
psychology, and, by his own ac-
count, spent "four years working ter-
ribly hard." But there was also time 
for soccer, the Glee Club and a Bryn 
Mawr girl. 

Jack met Kathy Kessler (Bryn 
Mawr '61) his sophomore year at a 
mixer in Pembrook East. He gave 
her an engagement ring under the 
great white ash outside the Thomas 
Library. 

The couple were married in 
September of 1960 just before Jack 
began his graduate studies at 
Columbia. He found the classroom in 
the journalism school set up like a 
newsroom, and at desks surrounding 
his were Christopher Wren, a future 
collaborator who is his close friend 
and now chief of The New York 

Times's Cairo bureau; Liz Trotter of 
NBC-TV; Richard Duncan, deputy 
chief of correspondents at Time, and 
Edward Klein, editor of The New 
York Times's Sunday Magazine. 

Jack's first job after earning his 
master's degree was writing profiles 
of Look writers and photographers 
for a brochure put out by the maga-
zine's advertising department. He 
was hired with the understanding that 
his post was a temporary one, al-
though in the course of carrying out 
his assignment, the young journalist 
got to know Look editor-in-chief Dan 
Mich himself. "Three days before I 
was supposed to leave, Chris Wren 
and I rehearsed how I would go 
about asking Mr. Mich for a perma-
nent job," Jack recalls, "then, with 
my knees quaking, I walked into his 
office, and announced very rapidly: 
`Mr. Mich I want to write for Look.' 
He said he'd think about it. The next 
day he called me to say I could start 
as a researcher for $90 a week." 

Researchers for national maga-
zines are scullions who've little 
chance of shaping a piece de resis-
tance for public consumption, but 
Jack Shepherd vowed he would 
generate at least one story idea a 
week. Sometimes he submitted one a 
day, and soon he had a $5 raise and 
his name on the masthead. The first 
by-line article he got to write was 
about a retired carpenter who taught 
his trade to school children in 
Brooklyn. Jack remembers the ice on 
the apartment walls as he typed it at 
night. 

Shepherd's association with the 
civil rights movement began 
when he proposed to Look 

editors that the magazine cover the 
federal government's move to open 
the public schools in Prince Edward 
County, Virginia. Given Look's six-
weeks lead-time, his angle was to 
record the efforts of Queens College 
students who had gone south that 
summer of 1963 to tutor black chil-
dren in anticipation of their return to 
the classroom. 

"A Look photographer and I in-
tegrated a little Baptist church near 
the North Carolina border our first 
night on the story," Jack says. "We 
were there to cover a rally, and it 
had just gotten started when some-
one said the Klan had surrounded 
the church. I looked out a window 
and saw a ring of white-hooded men. 

Inside it was stone quiet, and I was 
scared even to breathe. A minute or 
so passed, then, a lone voice broke 
into 'We Shall Overcome.' Everyone 
joined hands, and along with the 
rest, I sang for all I was worth. So 
much for objective journalism. At the 
end of the rally we walked out 
through the Klan." 

A couple of nights later Jack met 
other flowers of white southern man-
hood at the Dairy Queen. A reporter 
on an expense account, he proposed 
treating the Queens College students 
to ice cream, and as he approached 
the window to pay the bill, a group 
of local toughs sauntered up to him. 
They landed a dozen punches, and 
broke his glasses. 

The next spring Jack was pro-
moted to an assistant editor and the 
troubled American South became his 
regular beat. For two year he tracked 
stories back and forth from Atlanta to 
Montgomery to Jackson, Mississippi. 
He covered sit-ins and marches and 
boycotts. In 1965, at 27, he became 
the youngest senior editor on the 
Look staff. He was arrested in Selma 
for "soliciting information,"and when 
he accompanied civil rights workers 
to the Old Bogahoma Baptist Church 
in Fort Deposit to talk to the congre-
gation about registering to vote, he 
became the first white person to 
enter the sanctuary where black 
people had worshipped for a century. 

Jack Shepherd came to believe 
strongly in the justice of the move-
ment he was covering as a journalist. 
He counted several of the fiery 
young black leaders among his close 
friends, and, he was thrown for a 
loop emotionally when they pulled 
the welcome mat out from under 
him. "The period after white jour-
nalists were kicked out of the black 
civil rights group," he says, "was 
kind of end time for me. Intellectu-
ally, I understood what was happen-
ing, but it was a very disconcerting 
episode in my life." 

Jack's next major investigation 
for Look focused on the drug culture, 
which was beginning to rend genera-
tions just as the emergent emphasis 
on black power divided Stokely and 
him. "I became interested in the ris-
ing use of narcotics among middle-
class college students," he recalls, 
"and early on I suspected it was not 
a coastal phenomenon." Heading for 
the middle of the country, therefore, 
Shepherd rented a continued on page 23 
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Haverford Award Winner: George Butler 

Whistle Blowing From Vermont 

A bushel basket overflowing 
with pumpkins and turnips 
and Indian corn nearly con-

cealed the small, smiling man who 
carried it across the College lawn. 
Bearing gifts from his farm, John 
George Butler had come to accept a 
Haverford Award. 

He had driven down from 
Jacksonville, Vermont, where he lives 
with his wife June in an eighteenth-
century house built before the town 
began to keep records. 

George's rural persona is an ac-
quisition of his second half century. 
Behind it lingers an abiding concern 
for the problems of the city's poor for 
which he sought solutions during a 
25-year urban ministry. 

A preacher's son, he grew up in 
the shadow of the Capitol where his 
grandfather served first as chaplain of 
the House of Representatives and  

later as chaplain of the Senate, the 
only man to hold both positions. 
George chose to matriculate at 
Haverford in 1927 on the recom-
mendation of two elder cousins (the 
late William Mengert '21 and the late 
Ulric J. Mengert '16) even though his 
father's school was Amherst 

"I was a thoroughly undistin-
guished undergraduate," the Rev. 
Mr. Butler says, but the 1931 
Record reveals that he played "bass 
horn, baritone horn, cornet, trom-
bone and fiddle" in the musical 
clubs, as well as teaching Sunday 
School to settlement children. He 
took a dual major in economics and 
sociology. 

"The most important thing I did 
at Haverford," George asserts, "was 
to join a Peace Caravan sponsored 
by the American Friends Service 
Committee. During the summer of  

1930 I trained for a week with Rufus 
Jones and Henry Cadbury, then set 
off for New England in an old Chevy 
to talk peace in churches and 
firehouses to whomever would listen. 
It was an experience which changed 
my life, and I have ever since main-
tained a pacifist position." 

Upon graduation from 
Haverford, Butler turned down a fel-
lowship in economics at Brown to 
accept one in social work at Western 
Reserve University in Cleveland. "In 
my first job as a case-worker," he re-
calls, "I was expected to help families 
with no means of support to adjust to 
the environment, but I soon decided 
it was the environment that needed 
adjusting." George went on to Yale 
and took a bachelor's degree in di-
vinity convinced of a calling to work 
through the church for social change. 

His ministry has been charac-
terized by the spirit of dissent 
which marked the early years of 
Methodism. Never hesitant to take on 
the establishment, he began with the 
Yale Corporation. As the young 
pastor of New Haven's Summerfield 
Methodist Church, he joined student 
pickets protesting the dismissal of a 
Divinity School professor who had 
tried to unionize non-union factory 
workers. 

George shared his former teach-
er's belief in the benefits of collective 
bargaining, and in 1938 he published 
an article in the Nation declaring that 
Yale itself was in "desperate need of 
the C.1.0." His investigation of work-
ing conditions at the university re-
vealed the spectacularly long hours 
and low wages of janitors and maids. 
Yale twisted in the national spotlight, 
and the local press credited Butler's 
expose with helping to improve the 
employment situation of the 
University's service and domestic 
workers. 

The New Haven Register began 
to describe George as "the crusading 
Methodist." He denounced working 
conditions in the city police depart-
ment from the pulpit. When a 
campaign opened to organize the 
Winchester Arms Company, a 
notoriously anti-labor industry in an 
open-shop town, he preached a ser-
mon declaring labor organization to 
be "an expression of economic 
democracy." Contrasting the low pay 
of Winchester workers and the firm's 
mounting profits as war flamed in 
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Europe, he went on to link domestic 
wage policy to competition for 
foreign markets in which, he said, 
"lay the roots of international 
conflict." 

The socially-conscious pastor 
made the comfortable squirm. 
Despite pressure for his removal, 
however, he remained at the 
Summerfield Church until 1945, 
marrying a young graduate of the 
University of Connecticut and taking 
a master's degree in sociology at 
Yale while making common cause 
with his working-class parishioners. 

B utler's next church was in 
Hartford, Connecticut. He 
served it until 1956 when, 

seduced by the country pleasures de-
scribed by economist Scott Nearing 
in The Complete Maple Sugaring 
Book, he accepted a call from some 
rural churches in the Hoosac Moun-
tain area where Massachusetts bor-
ders Vermont. George and June had 
bought a farm there several years 
earlier and now they made it their 
home. 

"One sugars not to make money 
but for the joy of it," Butler says, de-
scribing how to walk on snowshoes 
from maple woods to sugar house 
balancing five-gallon sap pails in 
either hand. 

The minister's bucolic idyll was 
temporarily interrupted in 1961 when 
he accepted his bishop's request to 
take over the oldest Methodist church 
on Long Island. During his five year 
pastorate, George managed to alien-
ate right-wing members of the 
American Legion by arranging for 
young people in his congregation to 
attend Quaker work camps in South 
Philadelphia, where they assisted in 
ghetto churches. "The John Birch 
types were out to get me," he 
laughs, "so I postponed my retire-
ment for a year to avoid giving the 
impression I was resigning under 
pressure." 

Back in Vermont, George in-
vented a swivel mailbox impervious 
to snow plows, but he was soon 
caught up in a variety of civic and 
humanitarian causes. Society, like 
men and women who comprise it, is 
in constant need of reformation, ac-
cording to his world view. Not one 
by one but all at once, he took on 
Medicare, the fur industry, the tax 
structure and the postal service. 

"The inability of the poor to  

meet medical bills is the leading 
cause of bankruptcy among low in-
come Americans," Butler declares as 
he denounces "overweening avarice 
in the medical profession" and de-
mands an overhauling of the health 
care delivery system. 

In articles appearing in national 
magazines such as The Christian 
Century and in New England news-
papers, he protests the use of steel-
jaw leghold traps to obtain pelts, 
demands that meat animals be 
slaughtered humanely and calls upon 
the state to make adjusted gross in-
come, rather than taxable property, 
the measure of a community's ability 
to pay for its schools. "Mismanage-
ment extends throughout the entire 
postal system," he writes, and in-
structs the Post Office to return to 
Benjamin Franklin's philosophy of 
service. 

In his seventieth year, John 
George Butler is as concerned about 
his country's future as its present wel-
fare. "The scarcity and escalating 
cost of electric power worries me," 
he says. "What drives me up a wall 
is to hear nuclear power touted as a 
solution to the energy crisis." 

George is a member of the 
board of directors of the Vermont 
Electric Cooperative, and a careful 
investigation of fuel sources capable 
of generating electricity has made 
him a strong advocate of hydro-
electric development. "New England 
has 'acres of diamonds' in its swift 
flowing streams," he tells a 
correspondent. "Myriad rivers made 
possible its preeminent place in the 
industrial revolution. Harnessed once 
again, hydro-resources, including tide 
mills, could make it almost entirely 
self-sufficient in terms of electric en-
ergy, without resorting to a costly 
nuclear alternative of doubtful safety. 
Trouble is, you see, no one knows 
what to do with nuclear waste. If the 
leukemia-related deaths of the 
Portsmouth shipyard workers ex-
posed to radiation is any indication, 
future findings about the danger of 
radiation from commercial reactors 
are bound to be terrifying. Nuclear 
power lobbyists make me mad. 
Think I'll fix the fence." 

Chores done, George distills his 
thoughts in a letter to the Brattleboro 
Reformer and an article for The 
Progressive. The sound coming from 
his typewriter is the clear shrill whistle 
of an indomitable reformer. M.A.M. 

Shepherd continued 

room in Columbia, Missouri, and 
got in contact with a dealer who was 
supplying students at the University 
of Missouri and Stephens College—
not only with marijuana but with 
"ups" like amphetamines and con-
sciousness-expanding drugs like LSD. 

"There was an off-campus 
house," Jack says, "where the kids 
took acid trips, planned and paid-for 
in advance, with carefully-selected 
companions." The young editor went 
on one himself, then, detailed the 
experience of "freaking out" for 
Look readers. 

From 1966 to 1968, Shepherd's 
pursuit of the American drug story 
took him back and forth across the 
country from Haight-Asbury to the 
East Village. The soft rock of "Lucy 
in the Sky with Diamonds" gave way 
to increasingly brutal sounds. While 
working on one of his last drug 
pieces, Jack found himself in a room 
where kids, sprawled on dirty mat-
tresses, were shooting heroin with 
needles so dull the young addicts 
had to jab themselves so fiercely they 
bled all over him. "I had been sym-
pathetic with the yearning of flower 
children to get in touch with their 
basic selves," he says, "but suddenly 
the self-destruction made me sick. I 
went back to Look and told the 
managing editor to take me off the 
drug beat." 

"Start your shots" was the an-
swer; two months later Jack was in 
Africa. He was there to cover the 
Biafra War, and upon arriving in 
Nigeria, he was promptly arrested. 
His crime: failure to register as a 
journalist. His credentials, however, 
proved to be in order, and he was 
held for little more than a morning. 
"Upon release, I felt immortal," 
Shepherd says, "and I drove straight 
away to the front." 

During the next several years, 
magazine assignments took the 
former Haverford soccer player from 
Nairobi to Paris to Manila. At 31, he 
became Look's assistant managing 
editor. Meanwhile, with his friend, 
Christopher Wren, he published a 
best-selling satire, Quotations from 
Chairman LBJ, in 1968, and fol-
lowed it the next year with The 
Almanack of Poor Richard Nixon. 
Jack also wrote a couple of educa-
tional film scripts on drug abuse and 
African culture, as well as editing a 

23 



book, Earth Day—The Beginning 
(1970). In 1971 he and Wren again 
collaborated to write a highly praised 
if seldom-purchased novel, The 
Super Summer of Jamie McBride. 

"The typewriter became almost 
a literal extension of my body," Jack 
says. "Early in my career a brilliant 
copy editor at Look went over my 
stories with me word by word, and I 
was educated first as a journalist then 
as a writer by the magazine." Look's 
collapse in 1971, therefore, was a 
traumatic experience for Shepherd. 
"It was like losing a parent," he ob-
serves, "and worse, I had only 10 
minutes notice the magazine was 
folding. Despite competition from 
television, circulation had stabilized 
and advertising was up, and no one 
dreamed Gardner Cowles would let 
her go." 

When the publisher announced 
Look's demise, Jack and Kathy 
Shepherd possessed a renovated 
brownstone on New York's upper 
West Side and two children, Kristen 
born in 1964 and Caleb born in 
1966. The young writer considered it 
prudent, therefore, to accept 
Newsweek's offer of a job as an as-
sociate editor. He joined the maga-
zine's foreign department to write on 
European and African affairs, but 
what he describes as "journalism by 
committee" stifled him. "There was 
no me in the material I was turning 
out," he says, and in the spring of 
1972 he resigned, determined to 
earn a living as a free-lancer. 

Shepherd's productivity is pro-
digious. In 1973 he did a nine-part 
series on the energy crisis for 
Intellectual Digest, which made the 
final round of the National Magazine 
Award competition. He also began 
work on a major ecological analysis. 
Published in 1975 as The Forest 
Killers, it is a study of the private use 
of public lands, and documents the 
timber industry's destruction, for 
short-term profit, of our national 
forests. The book was submitted for 
a National Book Award. 

In 1974 Jack became the first 
journalist to be awarded a grant by 
the Carnegie Endowment for 
International Peace to examine a po-
tential crisis area. Presciently, he 
picked the Horn of Africa—now aboil 
in conflict. For a year he traveled 
widely, and his report to the 
Endowment, 	continued on page 19 

Campus Briefs continued 

The College documents charged 
that the company was supplying 
radios and other electronic equip-
ment to the South African police and 
military. The investments committee 
perceived such actions as directly 
supporting the racial policy of apar-
theid. It therefore asked Motorola to 
cease further investments in South 
Africa, terminate sales to the South 
African government and eventually 
put an end to all company operations 
in the country. 

"At the very least," a statement 
supporting the resolution said, 
Motorola should "immediately termi-
nate all sales of equipment to the 
South African government which 
is used to repress its non-white 
citizens." 

In publishing the Haverford 
documents, Motorola declared that a 
multinational business should not "be 
used as an instrument by which pres-
sure is exerted to change the internal 
policies of a sovereign nation." It re-
vealed, however, that in compliance 
with "the spirit" of new Commerce 
Department regulations, the firm's 
South African subsidiary would no 
longer make "sales to South African 
security forces." 

Management opposition to the 
investments committee resolution 
came as no surprise, and in the face 
of it, the resolution was roundly de-
feated at the May 1 meeting of 
Motorola shareholders. But pointing 
to Motorola's decision to go beyond 
the letter of Commerce regulations 
placing an embargo on export sales 
by United States companies to the 
police and military in South Africa, 
West calls Haverford's efforts "worth-
while" and, indeed, productive 
of "a significant moral victory." 

Haverford education 
to cost more in fall 

Students will pay 8.7 percent 
more for a Haverford education in 
1978-79 than they did this year. Al-
though the cost of room and board 
will remain at $1,950, tuition and 
fees will increase $550 from $4,400 
to $4,950, bringing the total cost of a 
year at Haverford to $6,900. 

As the average total cost of a 
private, four-year college education 
in 1978-79 will be $5,100— an in- 

crease of 6.1 percent over this year, 
Haverford must be counted among 
the most expensive institutions in the 
country. The Ivy League schools cost 
more than Haverford; costs at 
Amherst, Williams, Wesleyan and 
Swarthmore come to somewhat less 
than those at the College. 

But despite the very consider-
able expense to students of a year at 
Haverford, their fees pay only 58 
percent of what it costs the College 
to educate them for a year. Gifts 
made through Annual Giving and the 
capital campaign make up most of 
the balance. 

Dick Morsch, who retired in May 
after 27 years as the College trainer, 
was honored recently at a dinner ar-
ranged by his many Haverford 
friends. Students also paid tribute to 
him at a special collection. 

We need your help in 
selecting nominees for the 
1978 Haverford Award. 

The award is presented an-
nually to alumni who best re-
flect the College's concern 
with the uses to which its stu-
dents put their knowledge, 
humanity, initiative and indi-
viduality. No more than four 
people are selected for this 
honor in any given year. 

All nominations must be 
submitted by August 21 on of-
ficial nomination forms, and 
should include detailed back-
ground information in support 
of the candidates. To obtain 
nomination forms and infor-
mation brochure, please write 
to the Haverford Award 
Panel, Haverford College, 
Haverford, Pa. 19041. 
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Academic Focus 

Research funds 
awarded faculty 

Teaching illumined by direct re-
search experience takes place at 
Haverford as the result, in large mea-
sure, of the faculty's continued suc-
cess in securing grant monies. In the 
physical sciences, moreover, research 
grants make possible a number of 
collaborative ventures between stu-
dents and faculty members. 

Christopher Goff, associate pro-
fessor of biology, has been using a 
$81,900 grant from the National 
Science Foundation (NSF) to investi-
gate the molecular machinery viruses 
use to divert a cell's energies into 
producing virus rather than cell-
making. At the same time, a 
$127,300 grant from the National 
Institute of Health (NIH) is enabling 
him to study gene expression in 
yeast. 

Also in biology, Professor Ariel 
Loewy and Research Associate 
Slavica MataCie are pursuing a 
study of the chemical bonds linking 
protein molecules in cells under NIH 
grants totaling $123,000. A NIH 
grant of $69,000 permits Professor 
Dietrich Kessler to study the 
movement of cells. Professor Melvin 
Santer is carrying out a four-year 
primary structure analysis of ribo-
somes with $173,000 in NIH funds. 

Charles Lerman, assistant pro-
fessor of chemistry, has received NIH 
funds totaling $106,000 for research 
on the chemical mechanisms of an 
enzyme involved in the biological 
synthesis of hemoglobin. 

A $74,300 NSF grant supports 
Jerry Gollub, associate professor of 
physics, in his investigation of the 
process by which fluids become 
turbulent. 

Astronomy professor Bruce 
Partridge uses a $45,000 NSF grant 
to support astronomical research 
using both radio and optical tele-
scopes. The grant is helping to 
support Hubert Martin '78, who is 
currently involved in a project using 
the radio telescope interometer at the 

National Radio Astronomy 
Observatory in West Virginia. 

Partridge and another former 
student, George Lake '75, have been 
collaborating on a radio astronomy 
investigation of clusters of galaxies for 
the past two and a half years. 

This summer, a $48,000 grant 
from the National Endowment for the 
Humanities (NEH) will finance an 
exploration of laughter in literature 
by professor of French Marcel 
Gutwirth. He will conduct an on-
campus seminar titled "The Theory 
of the Comic and the Art of Com-
edy" for a dozen faculty members 
from colleges across the country. 

The NEH also awarded $23,200 
to John Beckerman, assistant pro-
fessor of history, to prepare "An 
Edition of the Law Reports of 1329-
1331 from the English Counties of 
North Hamptonshire, Bedfordshire, 
Nottinghamshire and Derbyshire." 

Brooks to direct 
Mendelssohn Club 

Associate professor of music 
Tamara Brooks, the conductor of 
the Haverford-Bryn Mawr orchestras 
and choruses, has been appointed 
music director of the internationally 
acclaimed Mendelssohn Club of 
Philadelphia. She will direct a chorus 
of over 200 voices. 

In Print 

A new book by Marcel 
Gutwirth, professor and chairman of 
French, was published last October 
by the University of Montreal Press. 
Entitled Michel de Montaigne Ou Le 
Pan D'Exemplarite, it is a considera-
tion of Montaigne's major work, 
The Essays. 

History professor Roger Lane 
has edited a book, Riot, Rout and 
Tumult: Readings in American Social 
and Political Violence, with John J. 
Turner, professor of history at West 
Chester State College. It was pub-
lished in March by Greenwood Press. 

Mass by Davison 

Shouting "bravo," the audience 
packing Roberts Hall auditorium on 
April 23 stood and applauded profes-
sor and chairman of music John 
Davison. His five-part Mass had 
just been premiered by the 
Haverford-Bryn Mawr orchestras and 
choruses under the direction of 
Tamara Brooks. A Philadelphia critic 
described the work as "a fine exam-
ple of an excellent composer's ability 
to blend past and present musical 
patterns." 

On the road 

Various members of the 
Haverford faculty have traveled 
abroad this year on educational busi-
ness. Political science professor 
Harvey Glickman made a trip to 
England and Wales last October as a 
member of the board of advisers to 
the British Year Program of the Col-
lege Center for Education Abroad. 

Librarian and history professor 
Edwin Bronner is in the midst of a 
worldwide visitation of Friends as 
chairman of the Friends World 
Committee for Consultation. 

Associate professor of political 
science Robert Mortimer is on sab-
batical in France where he is doing 
research on French policy in the 
Third World. In the fall he presented 
a paper on Algeria's role in the poli-
tics of international economic reform 
at a conference in Rabat, Morocco. 

Associate professor of economics 
Vernon Dixon gave the keynote ad-
dress at the Ninth Commanders 
Peace Relations/Equal Opportunity 
Conference in Germany last October. 
His audience included most of the 
United States military leadership 
in Europe. 

Earlier this spring philosophy 
professor Richard Bernstein served 
as a director of a philosophy and 
social science course at the Inter-
university Centre (IUC) of post-
graduate studies in Dubrovnik, 
Yugoslavia. 

Participants included members 
of Yugoslav dissident groups who 
have been suspended from their 
teaching posts. Bernstein's course, 
among others, provided them with a 
forum for reporting on their research 
unavailable anywhere else in 
Yugoslavia. 
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Team Doctor 

By Bob Tatar '80 

He mingles easily with the big-
gest names of the Philadelphia 
sports scene; Billy Cunningham, 
Julius Erving and Bobby Clarke 
are all on a first-name basis with 
him. Team owners keep his 
telephone number at their bed-
sides. People make pilgrimages from 
as far away as Europe and Japan to 
consult with him. 

Is he one of the new breed of 
high-powered financial agents, an 
aspiring literary representative or 
Hollywood movie producer? No, but 
Joe Torg '57, who has served as 
team physician for the Philadelphia 
Flyers, 76'ers and the Atoms, is 
probably the one man most respon-
sible for keeping the athletes on 
those teams operating at peak 
efficiency. 

Torg, an associate professor of 
orthopedic surgery at Temple 
Hospital in Philadelphia, is one of the 
nation's foremost authorities on the 
prevention and rehabilitation of knee 
and ankle injuries. 

As founder and director of the 
newly established Center for Sports 
Medicine at Temple, Torg hopes to 
increase the level of awareness of 
both participants and spectators 
about recent advances made in the 
field of sports medicine. 

Torg believes that many injuries 
to football players requiring surgery 
are caused by the failure of the 
players' shoes to "give" when the 
player is tackled on the field. 

For example, during the 1968 
football season of the Philadelphia 
High School Public League, there 
were 24 injuries that needed surgery. 
In the next season, the Public 
League team started wearing a shoe 
designed by Torg, and that number 
was reduced to four. 

The Center is also doing im-
portant work to prevent head-neck 
injuries, which can be the most 
damaging a football player faces. Ac-
cording to one of its studies, most in-
juries of this sort occur when a player 
"spears" or "butts" another player 
by using the top portion of his hel- 

met. Torg worked, therefore, to have 
the National Collegiate Athletic Asso-
ciation change its rules to help elimi-
nate "spearing" in football games. 
The National Registry of Head-Neck 
Injuries is now headquartered in the 
Center. 

Torg himself learned the "hard 
knocks" of athletic competition as a 
guard for the successful Haverford 
College football teams of 1953-1957. 

"I played ball in the day of the 
one platoon," notes the physician, 
who captained the squad his senior 
year. "When you went on the field, 
you played for 60 minutes. There 
wasn't the high degree of specializa-
tion that there is today." 

Although his playing days ended 
20 years ago, Torg does not see 
much difference in the athletes of his 
era and the ones he comes into con-
tact with today. "If anything," he 
says, "the young people today are 
much more worldly. They are emerg-
ing from high school highly moti-
vated and somewhat more mature 
than their counterparts 20 years 
before." 

Through weekly visits to the 
campus to check on Haverford's in-
jured athletes, Torg is in an ideal po-
sition to assess Haverford's current 
sports scene. He notes that "oppor-
tunities still exist for the exceptional 
athlete to compete intercollegiately, 
but there is also a strong intramural 
program to meet the needs of the 
less serious athlete. But whatever the  

level," he says, "Haverford manages 
to keep a perspective on sports and 
sees that everyone still enjoys 
participating." 

Torg finds a great difference in 
the outlook of professional and 
amateur athletes. "The professional 
athlete is now essentially an enter-
tainer," he observes, "money is usu-
ally his main concern. The amateur, 
however, plays for the pleasure and 
for self-esteem." 

Torg admits that he would rather 
work with high school students than 
professionals because in most cases, 
he finds the students more "apprecia-
tive of the efforts I put out for them." 

With the recent increased par-
ticipation at all levels in sports 
throughout the United States, the 
physician sees a real need to build 
more centers for sports medicine like 
the one at Temple. "An athlete is a 
different animal from a non-athlete 
and must be treated accordingly," he 
says. "We must continue to make 
strides in the prevention of sports-
related injuries. My thesis is that all 
significant injuries are preventable. 
I'm not talking about minor cuts and 
scratches, but more serious damage. 
Severity of injuries increases as the 
kids get older. And at the high 
school, college and professional lev-
els, injuries result largely from faulty 
equipment, ill-advised technique, im-
proper conditioning or a program's 
philosophy. Therefore, I feel that 
most injuries are preventable." 
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Commencement '78 

The Class of 1978 grew by one 
as commencement ceremonies got 
under way on May 15 in the Alumni 
Field House. Stephen G. Cary, 
Haverford's vice president for finance 
and development who this year 
served as acting president of the 
College, was elected an honorary 
member. He received a hand-printed 
diploma. 

Cary and the other 222 mem-
bers of the Class of '78 were sent 
forth to lead a weary world by a rela-
tively new resident of that domain, 
Cleveland Mayor Dennis J. Kucinich, 
31, the nation's youngest big-city 
mayor, who delivered the com-
mencement address. 

As is customary, the College 
gave honorary degrees to four per-
sons who have gained distinction in 
varied fields. They are Mary S. 
Calderone, a pioneer in sex educa-
tion; William G. Nagel, executive vice 
president of The American 
Foundation Inc. who is an expert on 
correctional institutions; Richard H. 
Rovere, The New Yorker columnist 
and author, and Allen W. Stokes '36, 
professor of wildlife studies at Utah 
State University who is internationally 
known for his research in animal 
behavior. 

Haverford's 140th Commence-
ment took place under cloudy skies. 
The campus was as handsomely at-
tired as the College's newest 
graduates. 

Haverford College 
Haverford, Pennsylvania 19041 


	Page 1
	Page 2
	Page 3
	Page 4
	Page 5
	Page 6
	Page 7
	Page 8
	Page 9
	Page 10
	Page 11
	Page 12
	Page 13
	Page 14
	Page 15
	Page 16
	Page 17
	Page 18
	Page 19
	Page 20
	Page 21
	Page 22
	Page 23
	Page 24
	Page 25
	Page 26
	Page 27
	Page 28
	Page 29
	Page 30
	Page 31
	Page 32
	Spring1978FC_OCR.pdf
	Page 1

	Spring1978P1.pdf
	Page 1

	Spring1978BC.pdf
	Page 1




