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The Reluctant Artist 
If, as the argument goes, every work of great art must undergo the crucible of creativity, 
then The Dream Garden certainly qualifies. It qualifies whether you consider this spectac-
ular, 15-foot-high, 49-foot-wide mosaic a piece of art or architecture. Kim Sajet's cover 
story (actually part of her master's work at Bryn Mawr) unfurls the twists and turns—the 
legend—behind the masterwork housed since 1916 in the lobby of the Curtis Publishing 
Building on Center City Philadelphia's Washington Square. 

Maxfield Parrish came to Haverford in 1888 as a student from a 
Quaker family in Philadelphia only to leave early to study at the 
Pennsylvania Academy of the Fine Arts. His chemistry notebook 
illustrations and other works are in Magill Library's Special 
Collections, and rumor has it that several walls in. Barclay were 
once canvases for his whimsical illustrations. 

Parrish soon was an established artist in Philadelphia, working on 
18 large murals for Curtis Publishing's dining room. But, as Sajet 
explains in her piece, Parrish was not the first choice to create the 
painting after which the mosaic would be patterned. He was a 
meticulous, slow-working artist and, first choice as artist or not, his 
already heavy workload seemed to preclude him from this massive 
undertaking. 

Parrish ended up painting The Dream Garden, though, and Louis Comfort Tiffany's arti-
sans produced more than 100,000 hand-fired pieces of multicolored glass and assembled 
the mosaic, using enlargements of Parrish's original painting to guide their work. The 
final product weighed over four tons. When the 24 panels were assembled in Tiffany's 
New York studios, more than 7,000 people came to see what Parrish and Tiffany had 
wrought before The Dream Garden was moved to Philadelphia. It took six months to 
install. It's only fitting that, in the late 1990s, the mosaic mural had to endure a three-year 
battle to stay in its original home. 

Scholars attribute The Dream Garden's power and beauty to Parrish's own passion for 
his garden at The Oaks, the New Hampshire estate where he worked for most of his life. 
That beauty lives on today. Rusty Kennedy's cover photograph does it justice here, but to 
really appreciate The Dream Garden, the sheer magnitude and magnificence of it, you 
must pay a visit. 

Maxfield Parrish would have wanted it that way. 

Stephen Heacock 

Executive Director of Marketing & Communications 

P.S. We welcome Senior Writer John Lombardi to these pages. John is a veteran journalist 
whose work has appeared in Esquire, GQ, Rolling Stone, and New York magazine, among 
many others. His riffs on Frank Conroy and Guy Davenport —as well as several book 
reviews—appear in this issue. 
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The 
Haverford Code 

R 
EMI y now everybody on the planet has 

read, or at least read about, Dan Brown's 
The DaVinci Code. Unlike in the book, 
Haverford doesn't have a Professor of 
Symbology, works of art containing clues to 
deadly murders, or secret societies pro-
tecting sacred relics. We do, however, have 
our own impenetrable codes, labyrinthine 
enigmas, and ingeniously disguised lan-
guage, all wrapped together in what might 
be called Haverspeak. For the uninitiated, 
herein follows a condensed guide for the 
perplexed: 

"I have a CoD meeting at the DC but 
afterwards I'll meet you at the Coop in the 
WCC so we can talk about trico initiatives 
for 8D before it gets discussed on the GO 
Boards." 

Most people on campus could decipher 
this seeming gibberish, but the string of 
acronyms and phrases would be unintel-
ligible to "normal people," including many 
alums, prospective students, or anyone not 
intimate with our daily rhythms. All groups 
of people have their own lingo, of course, 
and this is generally useful for communi-
cating succinctly and efficiently using a 
shared and commonly understood vocab-
ulary. It can be a little hazardous, though, 
when language casts a veil of exclusivity 
that, intentionally or not, prevents those 
outside the chosen to be in the know. Thus 
in the spirit of keeping everyone in the 
loop, I invite you to read on. 

For starters, committees are especially 
adept at using acronyms that seem mind-
numbingly opaque, but when expanded 
reveal all. From above, CoD is the Corn- 
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mittee on Diversity, which works to build 
and sustain a successfully diverse com-
munity of learners. Likewise EPC 
(Educational Policy Committee), CPC 
(College Planning Committee), and AAEC 
(Alumni Association Executive Com-
mittee) all reveal their assignment and pur- 

My favorite namesake, of 

course, is HC. Nobody here 

will mistake this abbreviation 

for anything other than 

Haverford College, but it 

may be mildly distressing to 

learn that in other contexts 

it also commonly refers to 

Haley's Comet, Hague 

Convention, and Hard Copy. 

pose once the words are divulged. Some 
committees are less transparent even when 
non-acronymic, for example AC and ILC 
(Academic Council and Integrated 
Learning Council). Perhaps "Councils" are 
inherently misunderstood, but then SC 
(Students' Council) is pretty clearly the 
governing body for students. If you are 
curious, AC advises the president on fac-
ulty appointments and promotions, and 
the ILC coordinates the work of our three 
integrated learning centers, each, of course, 
with mysterious-sounding acronyms: HHC 

(Hurford Humanities Center), CPGC 
(Center for Peace and Global Citizenship) 
and the KINSC (Koshland Integrated 
Natural Sciences Center). 

Buildings and places are all subject to 
our peculiar shorthand. From my egre-
gious sentence above, DC is the Dining 
Center, not the nation's capital, and WCC 
the Whitehead Campus Center, not the 
Washington Convention Center or 
Westchester Community College. There is 
also the burgeoning GIAC (Gardner 
Integrated Athletic Center), made doubly 
mystical by being both a building and a 
center, and because in common parlance 
we are calling it "The Doug," after the late 
Douglas B. Gardner '83. This will help to 
distinguish the new complex from "gen-
eral inquiry access code" and "global inci-
dent analysis center," in common use, 
respectively, in the data communications 
and military spheres. 

My favorite namesake, of course, is HC. 
Nobody here will mistake this abbrevia-
tion for anything other than Haverford 
College, but it may be mildly distressing 
to learn that in other contexts it also com-
monly refers to Haley's Comet, Hague 
Convention, and Hard Copy. That last one 
may be hard to take for Fords, but perhaps 
better than "hanging chad." A clearly infe-
rior misuse of our cherished identity would 
be Harvard College, Hamilton College, or 
Hampshire College. Personally, I've always 
thought we are missing an opportunity for 
an excellent branding device since the 
marking HC exists in virtually every place 
of residence or business in the English- 



REFLECTIONS ON 
THE ENGLISH LANGUAGE 
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speaking world. Just look in your bath-
room at the faucet and you'll see the 
prominently displayed HC enumerating 
the water temperature choices. Any ideas 
out there about how we could capitalize 
on this prominent display of our choice 
logo? 

And then we have "Quakerese." My 
favorite acronym is QST (Quaker Standard 
Time), meaning "any old time I happen 
to show up." Other polite Quaker-inspired 
phraseology is also evident in our dis-
course: "That Friend speaks my mind," 
and "I would not have thought to do it 
that way myself' (translations: "I thought 
of it first" and "a terrible mistake"). 

There are also certain terms that seem 
completely unique to Haverford. The 
Haverbubble denotes the entire campus, 
and is usually used to inspire someone to 
get away and see the rest of the world. The 
above-referenced GO Boards have seem-
ingly replaced another Haverford original, 
the Comment Board. Both are community 
forums for discussion of any and all sub-
jects, with the newer version being an elec-
tronic replacement for paper on a bulletin 
board. Luddite I am not, but this does not 
seem like progress to me. 8D, or Eighth 
Dimension, has nothing to do with 
time/space warps, but instead is the 
College's community service program (the 
other seven dimensions originally referred 
to the academic curriculum but have now 
mysteriously disappeared, leaving only the 
eighth wafting free on its own). Not to for-
get Customs, having nothing at all to do 
with habits or conventions, but instead 
signifying our orientation program for 
first-year students. And in a similar vein, 
who could possibly guess that Rhinie was 
a synonym for freshman? Sounds more 
like some kind of large beast that wanders 
around in jungles making bellowing noises 
(although this might not be too inaccu-
rate a description of certain students). 

No doubt more could be made of this 
subject. Alas, space limits my meanderings 
for now, but I'll leave you with one last offer-
ing in honor of Valentine's Day, which as I 
write is fast approaching. What do you call 
the offspring of a Haverford and Bryn Mawr 
couple? A BrynFord, of course (or is it a 
HaverMawrter...). Perhaps this could form 
an intriguing plotline for a book to com-
pete with Dan Brown's next offering. 1: 

A Man of His 
(Corrected) Words 

Thank you for the generous review of 
my book, A Man of My Words (St. Martin's 
Press, 2003), by Richard Wertime '64. In 
the interest of accuracy, I dispute Professor 
Wertime's contention that "Lederer errs, I 
believe, in citing unionized (the presence of 
labor unions) and unionized (not ionized) 
as the longest heteronyms in English - 
two words spelled the same way but pro-
nounced differently. Surely, he has over- 
looked consummate (the verb, to 'fulfill,' 
`to bring to fruition') and consummate 
(the adjective rightly pronounced 'con-
SUM-it' meaning `masterful,' outstand-
ing')—one letter longer than the nine-let-
tered unionized." 

True heteronymic pairs are etymologi-
cally unrelated— entrance (entryway) and 
entrance (to fascinate) and moped (fretted) 
and moped (the vehicle). That's what 
makes heteronyms so delightful and sur-
prising. The verb consummate derives 
directly from the adjective consummate, 
as, for another example, does the ten-let-
tered verb attributes from the noun attrib- 

All-Nighters Revisited 
David Langlieb '05 ("In Defense of the 

All-Nighter," Moved to Speak, Fall 2004) 
gives too much credit to the acumen of 
his professors. I can only explain this by 
a short recitation of my experience in my 
major while at Haverford (not to embar-
rass either the major or the professor, they 
shall go nameless). In a discussion of the 
effect that stress or whatever increases 
one's adrenalin flow, I maintained this can 
act to sharpen one's senses and enable one 
to produce at a level far above their oth-
erwise normal performance. The profes-
sor categorically stated that was not the 
case and used the grades on papers as his 
proof positive. Namely, all-nighters 
would/could only get C's to C+'s and it  

utes. If one admits etymologically 
bound pairs to the heteronymic company 
— primer/primer, convict/convict, and the 
like—the category is muddied and ruined. 
I stand by my claim that the two manifes-
tations of unionized constitute the longest 
heteronymic pair in our language. 

Richard Lederer '59 
San Diego 

takes reviewing your work more than once 
to get B's or above. 

The tragedy of youth and its inherent 
lack of judiciousness overtook my better 
instincts and I retorted that I was an invet-
erate all-nighter and was getting B+'s from 
him. Needless to say, my final grade was 
C+, the lowest of my senior year! (For ref-
erence, I was elected to the Founders Club 
despite that grade pulling down my aver-
age.) 

Vincent S. Averna '56 
McLean, Va. 



Main Lines 

Gardner Center Wins Praise at Clinton Global Initiative 

The campus is buzzing happily about 
the newly opened (October 17) Douglas 
B. Gardner '83 Integrated Athletic Center. 

President Tritton is recognized at the 
Clinton Global Initiative along with rep-
resentatives from The Turner Corporation 
and the U.S. Green Building Council. 

But former President Bill Clinton was ahead 
of the curve and recognized The Doug's 
"green" qualities at the inaugural Clinton 
Global Initiative Conference, held in New 
York City in mid-September. Haverford 
president Tom Tritton traveled to New York 
to accept the accolades. 

The nonpartisan conference brought 
together a diverse and select group of 
current and former heads of state, busi-
ness leaders, noteworthy academicians, 
and key NGO representatives partici-
pating in a series of dynamic, interac-
tive workshops. The conference focused 
on the best methods to reduce poverty; 
to implement new business strategies 
and technologies to combat climate 
change; and to strengthen governance. 

As Haverford, the U.S. Green Building 
Council (USGBC), and The Turner Cor- 

poration were singled out for their envi-
ronmentally conscious efforts, Clinton 
announced a series of commitments aimed 
at transforming the way buildings in 
schools across the United States are 
designed and operated in order to reduce 
their energy consumption, environmental 
impact, and greenhouse gas (GHG) emis-
sions. 

President Tritton has enacted a build-
ing policy at Haverford stating that all 
new construction will be environmen-
tally friendly. If the Gardner Center pass-
es the USGBC's stringent approval 
process, the 100,000-square-foot facili-
ty will be the largest athletic building in 
the U.S. to achieve certification under 
the organization's LEED Green Building 
Rating System. 

Faculty Notes 

Associate Professor of Music Ingrid 
Arauco's composition, "Trio for alto saxo-
phone, viola, piano," was performed last 
spring at Temple University, Symphony 
Space in New York City, and Haverford Col-
lege. Her piece "Triptych for solo piano" 
was included on the recording Millennium 
Crossings — Incroci di Millennio, Piano Music: 
1975-2000, released in late 2004. 

Marilyn Boltz, professor of psycholo-
gy, presented her paper "The cognitive 
interplay of film and musical sound-
tracks" at a meeting of the Society for 
Music Perception and Cognition at North-
western University, Aug. 4-8. She also 
attended the meeting of the Psychonom-
ic Society in Minneapolis Nov. 18-21, 
where she gave a paper titled "Response 
latencies and social impression forma-
tion." 

Stephen Boughn, professor of astrono-
my, wrote the article "Further Evidence for 
Dark Energy in the Universe" for the 
newsletter of the National Radio Astrono-
my Observatory (NRAO). 

Professor of Mathematics Lynne Butler 
attended the Retrospective in Combina-
torics Conference at Massachusetts Insti-
tute of Technology, June 22-26. She gave 
an invited talk, "On the area of cylic poly-
gons." 
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Ruth Marshall Magill Professor of Music 
Curt Cacioppo gave a series of perform-
ances abroad in Germany and Italy during 
October. In Germany he appeared at the 
Lehmbruck Museum in Duisburg with bass-
baritone Michael Riley in a program of his 
vocal music, including selections from the 
new art songs he is writing on poems by the 
contemporary German-American Friedrich 
Thiel. He then gave a lecture/recital on his 
piano music at the Folkwang Hochschule 
fur Musik, also performing the music of col-
leagues Joseph Hudson and Haverford Asso-
ciate Professor of Music and Music Depart-
ment Chair Ingrid Arauco. Riley and 
Cacioppo recorded at the Folkwang 
Musikhochschule and gave a concert togeth-
er in Mulheim. In Italy Cacioppo gave four 
concerts in collaboration with composers 
Joe Hudson of the Conservatory at SUNY 
Purchase and Italian maestro Marino 
Baratello, and pianist Lisa Weiss of Gouch-
er College to promote their new CD Mil-
lennium Crossings — Incroci di Millennio. The 
tour included performances in Venice, Tri-
este, Treviso, and a final appearance at the 
Teatro Cimarosa in Aversa, near Naples. A 
statement from the US Consul General in 
Naples Suneta Halliburton introduced the 
last concert, which was recorded by RAI 
radio and TV for subsequent broadcast. 

Rebecca Compton, assistant professor 
of psychology, attended the Psychonomic 
Society Annual Meeting in Minneapolis, 
Nov. 18-21. 

Professor of Music Richard Freedman 
attended the National Meeting of the Amer-
ican Musicological Society in Seattle, Nov. 
10-14. He serves as chair of the society's 
Chapter Fund Committee. 

Professor of Philosophy Ashok Gan-
gadean participated in the Parliament of 
Religions in Barcelona, Spain July 7-12, 
where he presided over four sessions; and 
the Annual World Future Society meeting 
in Washington, D.C., July 31-Aug. 3, where 
he co-led "Futureum: World Town Meet-
ings 2020 and Direct Consensus Democ-
racy (Parts I and II)." 

Linda Gerstein, professor of history, 
attended the annual meeting of the Amer-
ican Association for the Advancement of 
Slavic Studies (AAASS), Dec. 5-7 in Boston. 

Assistant Professor of East Asian Studies 
Hank Glassman traveled to the American 
Academy of Religion Annual National 
Meeting in San Antonio, Nov. 19-23. 

Shizhe Huang, assistant professor of 
Chinese and linguistics, attended the 12th 
Conference of the International Associa-
tion of Chinese Linguistics in Tianjin, 
China, June 18-20. 



Iruha Oh eke 

HAVERFORD 

Haverford Biology Professor is Awarded Prestigious Fellowship 

Assistant Professor of Biology Iruka 
Okeke has been awarded a prestigious 
fellowship from the Science and Society 
Foundation of Zurich, Switzer-
land. She was one of only three 
international scholars to 
receive the Branco Weiss Fel-
lowship in 2004, traditionally 
given to researchers in the life 
sciences whose work can be 
viewed through a social and 
cultural context. 

Okeke will receive up to 
five years of support from the 
Foundation for her research on drug 
resistance of the E. coli bacterium, specif-
ically for a proposal titled Antimicrobial 
Resistance in West Africa: Magnitude and 
Containment. "The fellowship supports 

my studies of the nature, mechanism, 
and predisposing factors for the spread 
of genetic material encoding resistance 

in E. coli from West Africa," 
she says. 

The Science and Society 
Foundation provides assistance 
to researchers in the natural 
sciences whose work extends 
to include social and cultural 
perspectives, and Okeke is no 
exception. "The emergence 
and spread of resistant bacte-
ria is promoted by human 

activities," she says. "I am interested in 
identifying human determinants that may 
encourage the spread of resistant bacte-
ria, particularly in developing countries. 
Ultimately, my research is aimed at work- 

ing with affected communities to identi-
fy practicable and acceptable interven-
tions for resistance control." 

Okeke joined Haverford's faculty in 
2002. Previously, she was a career devel-
opment lecturer in the department of bio-
medical sciences at the University of Brad-
ford, UK, with a research specialty in 
molecular epidemiology and the patho-
genesis of E. coli. She is an advisor to the 
Alliance for the Prudent Use of Antibi-
otics (APUA) International. 

Professor of History Emma Lapsansky-
Werner attended a meeting of the Pennsyl-
vania Historical Association in Bethlehem, 
Pa., Oct. 21-23. 

Steven Lindell, associate professor of com-
puter science, gave a talk titled "Revisiting 
finite-visit computations" at the 2004 Con-
ference on Computational Complexity at the 
University of Massachusetts, Amherst, June 
21-24. 

A composition by Associate Professor of 
Music Tom Lloyd titled "Leaves of Grass—
Ode to America, texts by Walt Whitman, for 
unaccompanied mixed choir," premiered in 
June in St. Petersburg, Russia and Tallinn, 
Estonia, performed by the Bucks County 
Choral Society (of which Lloyd is Artistic 
Director). Lloyd also led the Bucks County 
Choral Society and the Chamber Singers of 
Haverford and Bryn Mawr Colleges on the 
recording The Wishing Tree—The Choral 
Music of Robert Maggio, released in 2004. 

Professor of Political Science Rob Mor-
timer attended the Conseil International d'E-
tudes Francophones in Liege, Belgium, June 
19-23. He presented a paper about Yasmina 
Khadra, a former officer in the Algerian army 
who has written about the role of the army in 
the Algerian political crisis of the 1990s, and 
also traveled to Algeria to conduct further 
research on the country's political system. 

Zolani Noonan-Ngwane, assistant pro-
fessor of anthropology, attended the African 
Studies Association Annual Conference in 
New Orleans, Nov. 11-14. 

Assistant Professor of Chemistry Alex 
Norquist presented a poster detailing the 
structures and properties of new metal sul-
fates—studied this year by him and his stu-
dents—at the Gordon Research Conference 
on Solid State Chemistry at Colby-Sawyer 
College in New London, N.H., July 25-30. 

Iruka Okeke, assistant professor of biol-
ogy, was awarded a Branco Weiss Fellow-
ship from the Science and Society Foun-
dation of Zurich, Switzerland. The 
fellowship is traditionally given to 
researchers in the life sciences whose work 
can be viewed through a social and cultural 
context. 

Associate Professor of Economics Anne 
Preston's book Leaving Science: Occupa-
tional Exit from Scientific Careers Between 
1965 and 1995 has been published by the 
Russell Sage Foundation Publications. 

Rob Scarrow, professor of chemistry, 
attended the Environmental Bioinorganic 
Chemistry Gordon Conference at Bates 
College in Maine, June 20-26. He con-
tributed a poster representing his work on 
the X-ray spectroscopy of manganese and 
iron in the enzyme lipoxygenase. 

Associate Professor of German Ulrich 
Schonherr had the following articles pub-
lished: "When the pictures learned to hear: 
Music, Avantgarde Aesthetics and Gender 
in Wim Wenders' Lisbon Story" in the jour-
nal Monatshefte, Vol. 96 Issue 2; "Adorno 
and Jazz: Reflections on a Failed 
Encounter" in Theodor W Adorno, Ed. Ger-
ard Delanty, Vol. 2 'Aesthetic Theory;' 
"Adorno, Tradition, and the Postmodern," 
in Theodor W Adorno, Ed. Gerard Delanty, 
Vol. 4 'Cultural Theory and the Postmodern 
Challenge;' "- 'I am lost to the World' – The 
Locus of Music in Gert Jonke's Work" in 
Gerhard Melzer/Paul Pechmann (eds.), 
Sprachmusik. Grenzgange der Literatur; and 
"'To be delivered in the world, hard by the 
tall thorn hedge, at the limit of reason:' 
Notes on Gert Jonke's Choral Fantasy" 
(afterword), in Gert Jonke, Chorphantasie. 
Konzertfar Dirigent auf der Suche nach dem 
Orchester. 
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Main Lines 

Commencement 2005 
Four distinguished individuals in the 

arts, sciences, education, and human rights 
were awarded honorary degrees during 
Haverford's 2005 Commencement cere-
monies: Antonia Hernandez, president and 
CEO of the California Community Foun-
dation; Molly Ivins, nationally syndicated 
political columnist; Dave Matthews, South 
African vocalist/guitarist; and Juan Williams 
'76, senior correspondent, National Public 
Radio, and contributing political analyst, 
Fox News. 

In their brief speeches, all four recipi-
ents included words of wisdom and inspi-
ration. Adding to Hernandez's urgent "go 
forth and make a difference" message, 

Ivins pled the case for having fun in the 
process. Matthews explained his own per-
sonal preferences for prayer, finding beau-
ty and peace in everyday "undamaged" 

things. Williams related a heartfelt anec-
dote about Thurgood Marshall and his 
fight against segregation. 

Amelia Winchester '03 and Edward Winchester '05 	Erika Haglund '05 and James Haglund '02 
	

Sarah Lowry '05 with Andrew Lowry '71 and David Lowry '67 

H. Scott Wallace '73 and Astra Wallace '05 
	

Nelson Walters '02 and Spencer Walters '05 
	

Andrew Maier '05 with (from left) Beth Maier '00, 

Andrew Prazar '00, and Donald Maier '74 
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Jess H. Lord 

Aaron Rabinowitz '03 

HAVERFORD 

Gollub Elected to Council of National Academy of Sciences 

Jerry P Gollub, Professor of Physics and 
John and Barbara Bush Professor of Natural 
Sciences at Haverford College, has been elect-
ed to the governing Council of the National 
Academy of Sciences. He was one of four sci-
entists selected by members of the Academy 
in a national election. 

The National Academy of Sciences (NAS) 
is a private, non-profit, self-perpetuating soci-
ety of distinguished scholars engaged in sci-
entific and engineering research, dedicated to 
the furtherance of science and technology and 
to their use for the general welfare. The Acad-
emy's Council, composed of 12 members 
(councilors) and five officers, is responsible  

to the membership for the activities under-
taken by the organization and for the corpo-
rate management of the National Academy 
of Sciences, which includes the National Acad-
emy of Engineering (NAE), the Institute of 
Medicine (IOM), and the National Research 
Council (NRC). 

Gollub has been a member of the Acade-
my since 1993, and serves on the Steering 
Committee of the National Research Coun-
cil Math/Science Partnerships Project. He 
previously served as co-chair of the NRC 
Committee on Programs for Advanced High 
School Science and Mathematics Education. 
From 1995-2000 he was a member of the 

Advisory Board of the National Science 
Resources Center, developers of primary 
school science curricula affiliated with the 
National Academy. 

A member of Haverford's faculty since 
1970, Gollub has pioneered research in the 
fields of chaos and non-linear dynamics, 
fluid dynamics, and condensed matter 
physics. In 1984, he was selected as a fel-
low of the John Simon Guggenheim Foun-
dation, and in 1985 he was the first recipi-
ent of the American Physical Society's Award 
for Research in an Undergraduate Institu-
tion. He won an international "Science for 
Art" Award in 1994. 

Jess H. Lord is New Dean of Admission and Financial Aid 

Haverford College appointed Jess H. Lord 
to the position of Dean of Admission and 
Financial Aid, effective July 1, 2005. Lord most 
recently was Senior Associate Dean of Admis-
sions at Pomona College in Claremont, Calif. 
The appointment came after a comprehen-
sive national search process that started last 
fall and that engaged students, faculty, admin-
istrators, alumni, and Board members. 

"Jess impressed everyone in the commu-
nity with the depth of his knowledge, his 
commitment to liberal arts education, and 
his ready understanding of the special virtues 
of Haverford," said Thomas R. Tritton, pres-
ident of the College. 

Lord worked in admissions at Pomona 
since August 1999, and managed the day-
to-day operations of the office since June 
2001. In addition to his regular travel work-
load, application evaluation and assessment,  

and interviewing, Lord was involved in the 
overall processes of admission policy and 
decision-making for Pomona, including 
issues such as the recruitment and enroll-
ment of students of color, the integration of 
technology with all facets of the admission 
process, and managing a large-scale com-
puter conversion project. He also has had 
direct involvement with hiring of all staff, 
served on a college-wide Web site redesign 
team, and supervised the publications com-
mittee. He also coordinated office travel and 
oversaw international admissions. 

Prior to Pomona, Lord was an admission 
officer (1994-1996), assistant director (1996-
1999) and associate director (1999) in the 
Brown University Office of Admission. 

"I am honored by the opportunity to serve 
the Haverford College community as the 
next Dean of Admission and Financial Aid," 

Lord said. "I have long held 
deep admiration for Haverford 
and the special place it holds 
in the spectrum of higher edu-
cation, and I am enormously 
excited to join this communi-
ty myself." 

Lord is a graduate of West-
town School and continued his 
education at Brown, where he earned a B.A. 
in Modern European History, with signifi-
cant coursework in literature, religious stud-
ies, and international relations. He is a mem-
ber of the Hartford (Conn.) Monthly Meeting 
and attended the Orange Grove (Pasadena, 
Calif.) Monthly Meeting. His wife, Andrea 
Nuneviller, a Souderton, Pa., native and 
Brown University graduate, was a middle 
school teacher at the Polytechnic School in 
Pasadena. They have a daughter, Emma, 2. 

Aaron Rabinowitz '03 Wins Mitchell Scholarship 
Aaron Rabinowitz '03 was selected as 

one of 12 nationwide recipients of the 
2005-2006 George J. Mitchell Scholarship. 
Aaron was chosen from 220 applicants rep-
resenting 166 colleges and universities. He 
will study economics at the National 
University of Ireland in Galway. 

At Haverford, Aaron majored in eco-
nomics and was captain of the baseball 
team. He began aspiring to a career in 
health policy after witnessing the stark 
differences between the patient care his 
younger brother received during a heart  

transplant and his undergraduate expe-
riences traveling to Cuba with the 
College's baseball team. Today, Aaron 
remains active in spreading awareness of 
the need for organ donation among col-
lege students. 

Launched in 1998 with an endowment 
from the Government of Ireland, the 
Mitchell Scholarship recognizes out-
standing young Americans who exhibit 
the highest standards of academic excel-
lence, leadership, and community service. 
The Scholarship, administered by the US- 

Ireland Alliance, is named in honor of the 
pivotal role the former U.S. Senator from 
Maine played in the Northern Ireland 
peace process. 



Two Fords Awarded Watson Fellowships 
Kira Intrator '05, of Ferney-Voltaire, 

France, and Chris Kingsley '05, of Portland, 
Maine, have been awarded Thomas J. Wat-
son Fellowships for 2005-2006. The fel-
lowships provide funding for one year of 
independent study and travel outside the 
United States. Participating institutions, of 
which there are 49, may nominate four can-
didates each year. The most 
recent year in which Haverford 
had two Watsons was 2001. In 
all, 50 college seniors across the 
country were chosen for Watson 
Fellowships this year. 

Kira Intrator will be studying 
indigenous musical forms—
specifically classical Islamic and 
Hindustani vocal techniques—
in Egypt, Turkey, and India. She 
wants to incorporate these tech- 
niques with jazz singing, her main passion. 
"The tones are more delicate and subtle, and 
singers use vocal trills and half-notes 
that aren't heard in Western music," 
she says. "It will be amazing to apply 
this sound to my jazz singing." 

Intrator's father is a jazz violinist, 
so the genre, she says, "permeated 
every crevice of my house" growing 
up: "I was singing Billie Holiday songs 
at age five." 

Her fascination with multicultural 
music was stoked during the summer 
following her sophomore year, when she 
used a Kessinger Family Fund grant to trav-
el to Morocco. "I was always interested in 
Islam and its culture," she says, "not just 
what I read in books, but its everyday life." 
While abroad, she attended music festivals 
and was awed by the blending of Moroccan 
music with that of other countries such as 
Senegal. 

During the second semester of her junior 
year, she took a break from Haverford and 
went to Boston, where she took jazz singing 
lessons at Berklee College of Music and 
audited a course at Harvard focusing on eth-
nomusicology through Islamic music. She 
was shown raw footage of Islamic music fes-
tivals and knew then and there that some-
day she would witness them in person. 

"Music is a way for me to discover myself, 
and also to delve into another culture," she 
says. "It gives me a true taste of that way of 
life." 

Chris Kingsley '05, a Growth and 
Structure of Cities major (at Bryn Mawr) 
will be traveling to South Africa, India, and 
Hong Kong to study the public rationale 
for Internet usage. Aside from Canada, 
Kingsley has never been outside the U.S. 

Internet access is a theme Kingsley 
explored in his senior thesis on "Wireless 

Philadelphia," a project being 
pursued by Mayor John Street's 
administration. Announced in 
August 2004, the initiative 
would provide free wireless 
access for anyone within the 
city limits (135 square miles) 
within two years. "It's a very 
interesting concept because 
everyone needs connectivity," 
Kingsley says, "and it brings up 
issues of e-government and 

how cities are run." 
It also brings up issues of socioeco-

nomic disparity and access 
to public resources. Kings-
ley took off four years 
before attending Haver-
ford and lived in Florida, 
North Carolina, and 
Chicago—and witnessed 
some startlingly hollow 
inner-city neighborhoods. 
In Philadelphia, he has 
been able to draw paral-

lels to that experience. "In Rittenhouse 
Square you will have people taking advan-
tage of wireless access," he explains, "and 
in West Philly you'll be hard pressed in 
some neighborhoods to find a computer." 
Similarly, Kingsley has taken an interest 
in Johannesburg, where some impressive, 
progressive projects are underway, as com-
pared to nearby Soweto, "where you'd be 
lucky to find running water." 

In addition to technological dispari-
ties, Kingsley has witnessed the poverty, 
despair, and racial divisiveness—as well 
as the drugs and violence—that beset 
many inner-city communities. At Haver-
ford, he has found the kind of communi-
ty he'd like to explore and foster elsewhere 
in the world. "I just love the public spirit 
of Haverford," he says. 
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A Remembrance 

Stopped Time 
"The least important things in a 

novel are its made-up parts, for true 
imagination lies not in plot invention 
but in the realization of actuality," wrote 
Peter Shaw, reviewing Frank Conroy's 
1967 memoir, Stop-Time, for Com-
mentary. "Novels that depend on amaz-
ing twists or fantastic characters have 
always been in the second class; the 
great writers specialize in reality. Thus 
James Joyce's Ulysses, which triumphs 
in imagining the actual details of its 
hero's day-to-day existence, is without 
`interesting' characters and may be said 
to have no plot at all. And the recent 
['60s] popularity of autobiography and 
the 'non-fiction novel' seems to be part 
of a new attempt to get back to record-
ing reality. But where Frank Conroy's 
contemporaries have tried to deal with 
important real events— a slave rebel-
lion, a murder, the author's own inter-
esting life—Conroy in his youthful 
autobiography has had the originality 
to deal with a life absolutely lacking in 
public significance: he has not met 
famous or interesting people, witnessed 
important events, or become himself so 
famous that an account of his early life 
would be an event eagerly awaited. And 
yet, because he does perfectly what he 
sets out to do, Conroy's book will be 
lasting and significant." 

And so it is, in a class with the other 
great cultural bookmarks of the late-to-
middle 20th century, from Norman 
Mailer's Advertisements for Myself; to 
Jack Kerouac's On the Road; to J.D. 
Salinger's The Catcher in the Rye, to 
Francois Truffaut's The 400 Blows and 
Jean-Luc Godard's Breathless . . . a por-
trait of youth at bay, written at a time 
when sensitive young people from 
James Dean to Stephen Hawking 
seemed to become more aware of the 
fragility of their own individuality, 
measured against a kind of looming 
Orwellianism. Conroy, a Haverford grad 
and Director of the Iowa Writers' 
Workshop, a literary lab which he 
helped make as famous as Elia Kazan's 
and Lee Strasberg's Actors' Studio in 
New York, died April 6, of colon can-
cer: "He loved young people," said his 
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second wife, Maggie Conroy. "Teaching 
writing the way he did was like an exten- 
sion of his own writing and music-play-
ing [Conroy earned money for years as a 
jazz pianist]. The young people made him 
feel hopeful . . ." 

A key, perhaps, to Conroy's oeuvre. The 
great criticism of him, voiced off-record 
by even some of his ex-colleagues in Iowa, 
was that he never delivered on his youth-
ful promise: "After Stop-Time—which 
everyone agreed was wonderful—he 
became something of a marginal figure in 
American letters, despite his great contri- 
butions at the Workshop," the former 
acquaintance says. "The subsequent work 
— Body and Soul —meant to be his big 
book, showed the straining toward, well, 
bigness [like Mailer's Ancient 
Evenings.] After Stop-Time, 18 
years went by before he produced 
Midair, which was a book of short 
stories. Body and Soul, his one 
novel, didn't appear until 1993!" 
In addition, Dogs Bark, but the 
Caravan Rolls On, a luminous 
book of essays published in 2002, 
and Time and Tide, another non-
fiction book about Nantucket, 
where the author lived and played 
piano for many years, appeared in 2004. 

But Conroy, in an extraordinary con-
versation with Lacy Crawford in 
NarrativeMagazine.com  recently, has said 
that he never planned a career as a writer, 
and indicated that he wrote Stop-Time as a 
way of purging his emotionally-riven 
childhood, and that he thought he might 
do "one more good book", but wasn't on 
a career trajectory—as many more recent 
writers have been. Conroy, like Giuseppe 
di Lampedusa (The Leopard),—or, it could 
be argued more dangerously, J.D. 
Salinger—was an "amateur" in the high-
est sense . . . like James Agee and Celine, 
he seemed compelled to tell a natural 
truth, rather than evolve plots, characters, 
and tend his own professional garden. 
According to one source, he accepted 
advances from editors and publishers for 
books that never materialized, but that 
meant simply that they weren't ready to 
appear: "I was able to write [Stop-Time] 
because I'd read so much. I was years into 
[Haverford] before I was assigned a book 
I hadn't read. In the beginning I read to 
escape my circumstances" [mentally-ill 

father, difficult mother and step-father]. I 
absorbed . . . the conventions, rules and 
rhythms of good prose. When I read 
Orwell, I couldn't believe it, it was so beau-
tiful . . . . To write Stop-Time, I had to go 
well past any imaginative boundaries I'd set 
for myself ... A 16- or 17-year-old can read 
it [now], and it doesn't feel dated, because 
it avoids any chronological events [in the 
culture of the time], which puts a lot of pres-
sure on the reader's perception ....Children 
live in a world without time." 

While at Haverford, Conroy studied 
with Professor John Ashmead, and 
declared him a major influence, but in a 
way that seems divorced from the usual 
"literary" relationship: Kim Benston, cur-
rently professor of English here, singles 

out Conroy's "strong grain of . . voice, 
[his] dead-on honesty and authority, the 
canny means of packing sophistication 
into blunt vernacular expression. That's 
what makes reading his interviews nearly 
as special as his books, which were 
famously . . . praised for their gripping 
trustworthiness. When you listen to Frank 
Conroy's voice in those conversations you 
understand how deeply he understood 
how that aura of integrity came from the 
language itself, which he wielded with 
tough-minded clarity." 

A writer then, who placed communi-
cation over literature. Who wrote as much 
"non-fiction" as "fiction." Who as a jazz 
improvisor, perhaps felt the state of being 
on the brink, forced by life to improvise, 
was necessary in order to create at all, like 
a jazz pianist who mixes Scarlatti with 
Coltrane, Bach and Charlie Watts of the 
Rolling Stones ... matching modes against 
the reality of the moment, and taking what 
he needed: " . . . a novel is made of what's 
discovered in the act of writing it," he told 
Lacy Crawford. "If I get stuck, I just put 
the problem out of my mind, and do other  

things . . . . Often I don't know that it's 
resolved until I go back to work." 

A plangent example, from the some-
times maligned Body and Soul: 

"A very cool guy," concluded the jour-
nalist David Halberstam, an old drinking 
buddy from Elaine's. "A great hipster." 

Connie Brothers, who runs day-to-day 
operations for the Iowa Writers' Workshop, 
said only: "I worked with him for 18 years. 
I loved him. I don't have any other com-
ment." 

— John Lombardi 

The boy walked over and faced him. 
He received a glass ball about the size of a 
peach pit attached to a string. 

"Hold it like this." Fredericks also had 
a glass ball. He held the string between 
thumb and forefinger, the ball dangling 
motionless below The boy did likewise. 
"You will feel there is an attraction between 
these pieces of glass," Fredericks said. 
"Like magnetism, even though they are 
glass." 

Fredericks reached out and pushed 
Claude's glass ball in such a way that it 
swung in a circle. "Do not move your 
hand . . . Remain . . . still and let the ball 
swing. All by itself." 

Claude obeyed . . . 
Then, very gently, Fredericks swung 

his own ball so that its circle came within 
two or three inches of the path of Claude's. 

"Now, keep still and watch." 
When, after a moment, the orbits of 

the two pieces of glass brought them near 
each other, Claude both saw and felt his 
ball move slightly out of its orbit toward 
the other one . . . quite distinct. A little 
jump. 

"You see?" Fredericks said . . . 
"Yes." Claude was amazed. "Magic. Is 

it magic?" 
Fredericks took the glass balls and put 

them back on his desk. "Some people 
would have you believe so, but it isn't. It 
only feels like magic." 

"Well, what is it then? What made it 
do that?" 

"You did . . . Listen to me Claude . . . 
It's because you believed . . . You under-
stand the implications? Anything you can 
imagine, you can play. Concentrate, 
believe, and your fingers will do it." 

"My God," Claude whispered. 
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Reviews 

Robert S. Boynton '85 

The New New Journalism: Conversations with America's Best Nonfiction Writers on Their Craft 
VINTAGE BOOKS, 2005 

Robert S. Boynton, who teaches magazine writing at NYU 
and wrote for The Atlantic Monthly, The New York Times Magazine, 
Rolling Stone, and most significantly, The New Yorker, suggests in 
this book of interviews that we are now in perhaps the fourth 
stage of a new American journalism, an accelerated form of 
telling the stories behind the news, nearly unique in the world. 
The method, Boynton maintains, stems from the "force, magni-
tude and sheer overpowering energy of the American experi-
ence," and may be traced all the way back to 1833, "when The 
New York Sun began the transition from the partisan and mer-
cantile press [four-page dailies stressing editorial opinion and 
financial news], to the practice of conveying events through "sto-
ries." This meant wrapping facts in atmosphere and salting them 
with entertainment—institutionalized in the so-called "penny 
press" and "penny dreadful" (magazines) of the mid-19th century. 

Gradually, pieces about hatchet murders in brothels and 
winged creatures on the moon, presented in the florid prose of 
men like James Gordon Bennett of The New York Herald, gave 
way to the editorial inclinations of more responsible personali-
ties, such as Charles Dana of the 1880s' Sun, who considered 
the newspaper story an art form; Dana combined "a focus on 
the everyday with a concern for vivid [writing] ." One of his 
scribes, Jacob Riis, concentrated on New York City's immigrant 
poor, and lent a muckraking quality to daily journalism that 
eventually produced the kind of reporting Lincoln Steffens did 
in McClur8 Magazine, and Stephen Crane published in The New 
York Tribune and other places — Steffens codified the emerging 
philosophy of the second New Journalism by insisting that the 
basic goals of the artist and journalist were the same: subjectiv-
ity, honesty, empathy. Out of this eventually came Tom Wolfe, 
Michael Herr, John Sack, Gay Talese — the Esquire and New 
York magazine crowds of the '60s and '70s, arguably the third 
incarnation— and now, according to Boynton, Ted Conover, 
Jon Krakauer, Alex Kotlowitz, William Langewiesche, and 15 
others, a more reserved, less "flamboyant" crew of "new" New 
Journalists, a fourth dimension . . . 

Ahem. Categorization is tricky when you get away from hard 
science. Boynton is absolutely correct in identifying a change 
from the Wolfe gang to the Conovers and Krakauers — a seem-
ingly greater modesty, an emphasis on what he calls "immersion 
journalism," in which the writer not only seeks to penetrate the 
subject's head — as Tom Wolfe did so effectively in "Radical 
Chic," his landmark New York cover story on Leonard Bernstein's 
liberal slumming — but his/her life. Thus Ted Conover became 
a prison guard at Sing Sing for a year to report his book Newjack; 
and a cabdriver in Aspen in order to write Whiteout, about the 
excesses of cocaine celebrity culture there in 1991, when Don 
Johnson and Sheena Easton were king and queen of the priciest 
downhill slalom in the U.S. Likewise, Jon Krakauer haunted the 
trail of a young man, Chris McCandless, with whom he identified 
as an against-the-grain individualist and postmodern romantic 
in Into the Wild. McCandless was a Washington, D.C., native  

who buried himself in the Alaskan wilderness for unfathomable 
reasons, and eventually starved to death in 1992. Off the great 
success of that Outside magazine article and its book version, 
Krakauer was offered the chance to climb Mt. Everest with a 
heavily promoted guided expedition, and when the ascent proved 
fatal to eight of the 23 people who tried it in May 1996, he was 
left with another best-seller, Into Thin Air (his editors weren't 
taking chances experimenting with titles). Again, Krakauer 
risked his life in the adventure, though he went as a reporter. 
Others of Boynton's "new" New Journalists—Richard Ben 
Cramer, Jane Kramer, Alex Kotlowitz—are famous for spending 
enormous amounts of time eliciting essences from or about their 
subjects . . . Ben Cramer's famous 13,000-word Ted Williams 
profile in Esquire, for example, or Kotlowitz's finely detailed 
account of the lives of two Chicago brothers living in one of the 
city's poorest housing projects, a 1991 book called There Are No 
Children Here. 

But, having worked as a writer/editor for Rolling Stone, 
Esquire, The New York Times Magazine and New York magazine, 
I've lived through stages III and IV of the New Journalism and 
the New New Journalism, and wonder if the differences in 
"immersion" are as dramatic as the changes in writing style are? 
I happened to be with both Gay Talese and John Sack socially 
while they were working on books, and was humbled by the 
intensity of their reporting: Talese, sitting in a MacDougal Street 
coffee house in the '70s, left the table six times in two hours to 
pin down points in an interview he'd just conducted for his 
book Thy Neighbor's Wife; he described the meticulousness of 
the interlocutory process — which was about "the sexual revo-
lution"— and even began to quiz me on my attitudes toward 
fidelity (I was newly married); he said he'd done close to 300 
interviews so far, and wasn't finished, and that his writing process, 
painfully slow, would sometimes yield only a couple of lines or 
paragraphs a day; he was so concerned about the flow of his 
sentences that he would scan typed pages, pinned to a cork-
board from across the room, with binoculars . . . Sack would lit-
erally exhaust people with the intensity of his questioning: in 
An Eye For an Eye, his enormously controversial account of 
reprisals taken by Jews in Poland against Germans in the after-
math of WWII, some of his subjects turned on him, refused to 
cooperate further, and disconnected their phones! For The 
Confessions of Lt. Calley, about one of the chief perpetrators of the 
My Lai massacre in Vietnam, in which a U.S. Army unit exter-
minated a hamlet of mostly civilian Vietnamese peasants in a 
"free fire" zone as "Viet Cong," he grew so dose to his subject that 
his book— though a best-seller—was excoriated by critics for 
being "soft on fascism." I remember one early morning in 
Esquire's offices when Sack and Calley, after having been out on 
the town all night, horrified the staff by skipping down the hall 
together, holding hands. 

It's hard to imagine any New New Journalists immersing 
themselves any deeper than that. Krakauer got into some argu- 
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ments with Anatoli Boukreev, one of the guides on th( 
Everest climb after the fact, because he felt BoukreeN 
left the mountain before all his clients were off, and 
because Krakauer was feeling guilty about profiting 
from such a tragedy; Alex Kotlowitz set up trust funds 
for the two ghetto brothers, Lafeyette (sic) and Pharoah, 
who were the subjects of his There Are No Children 
Here book, and the subsequent Oprah Winfrey made-
for-TV movie of the same name. In the mid-'80s Ben 
Cramer bugged everyone on Islamorada Key in Florida 
from the mailman to Ted Williams' bar buddies, barbers, gar-
deners, and fishing pals in order to build up a minute portrait 
of the hyper-reclusive baseball legend . . . But is this much dif-
ferent from Talese's feat in perhaps the classic New Journalism 
(III) story "Frank Sinatra Has a Cold," published in Esquire in 
1965, in which the reporter never actually interviewed Sinatra on 
the record (or perhaps at all). The story was built up by impres-
sions of him gathered from fly-on-the-wall sightings at recording 
sessions and nightclub outings, and by accretion, the best por-
trait of the mega-star's personality yet recorded? 

Furthermore, aren't these techniques and methodologies 
classic in the "modern" writing canon? Ben Cramer himself cites 
Joseph Addison (who founded The Tatler in 1709, and with 
Richard Steele The Spectator in 1711, in London), as an inspi-
rational influence: "I think of what we do as going back to the 
kinds of profiles [he] did. Addressing the reader and telling him 
a story Promising . . . that if he spends time with your story then 
certain benefits will ensue, certain truths will be elucidated. I 
want my books and articles to have the same impact a novel has 
on a reader." And in fact, it could be argued that Francois 
Rabelais's 16th-century epic Gargantua and Pantagruel, based on 
true folk tales (in turn based on real events), was an early form 
of . . . dare I say it? Or that Francois Villon's 15th-century poet-
ry and ballads of theft and betrayal ("Ballad for my Girlfriend"), 
because of their spontaneous street slang, dark subject matter, 
and cynically brilliant velocity, were within the same line. Villon's 
vernacular art certainly influenced Rimbaud's Une Saison en Enfer 
(1873). And going to extremes, Gorgias the Sophist's (485-380 
B.C.) arguments with Socrates and Plato, were in a certain pop-
ulist narrative tradition that eventually included Euripides, 
Aristophanes, and skipping way ahead, Thomas Carlyle's A 
History of the French Revolution, Parts I and II (1837), which reads 
amazingly like a noble version of Tom Wolfe. One could also 
claim Charles Dickens' fiction and non-fiction, and the works 
of Lincoln Steffens and Stephen Crane, cited above. Then there 
were Upton Sinclair; Sinclair Lewis; Jack London; Celine, the 
French "novelist" (Death on the Installment Plan; ourney to the End 
of the Night, 1930s); Nelson Algren and James Jones (The Man 
With the Golden Arm; From Here to Eternity, respectively), who 
were two more American Celinian "novelists" in the '40s and 
'50s; Gregory Corso, the America Villon of the '50s and '60s (The 
Vestal Lady on Brattle; The Happy Birthday of Death); Truman 

Capote's In Cold Blood; John Hersey, Lillian 
Ross, right on up to the stylistically radical 
journalists who preceded the "stars" who 
opened this piece. These predecessors includ-
ed Lionel Olay and his protege Hunter S. 
Thompson, Gene Marine, Jimmy Breslin, Pete 
Hamill, Gary Wills, Ron Rosenbaum (curious-
ly included by Boynton as a New New 
Journalist), Lucian K. Truscott IV, J. Anthony 
Lucas, Sally Kempton, Barbara Long, Joan 

Didion, Jill Johnson, etc. An unrecognized line of "New 
Journalism" that is patently ancient . . . . 

Boynton's selections, though uniformly excellent and inform-
ative, are mostly restricted to New Yorker-style writers, a catego-
ry of seemly traditionalists with whom the author is most com-
fortable, and whom one might imagine dressed in old Abercrombie 
& Fitch or Ben Silver catalogue clothing. Henry James and 
Edmund Wilson over Carlyle, Celine, Tom Wolfe, and Hunter 
Thompson's infamous "gonzo" every time. Here's Boynton again: 
"With their muckraking and intensive reporting on social and 
cultural issues, the New Journalists have revived the tradition of 
American literary journalism, raising it to a more popular and 
commercial level that neither its 19th- or late-20th-century pred-
ecessors ever imagined [ ! ] The debates over 'journalism' and lit-
erature'—between 'subjective' and 'objective' reporting—weigh 
less heavily on this generation, freeing them to combine the best 
of both genres. Having done so without manifestos [a slap at 
Wolfe's New Journalism Declaration of the '70s] , the New New 
Journalism has assumed a premier place in American literature." 

Some of his own examples in this book, however, undermine 
his case. I'm thinking of the Wolfean explosiveness of Ben Cramer 
on Ted Williams or Joe DiMaggio, for example; or the extraor-
dinary emotional empathy of Jane Kramer for Henry Blanton, 
whom she memorialized in her book The Last Cowboy; or 
William Langeweische's precise humanity in The Atlantic Monthly's 
"American Ground," the story of the political fallout of the clean-
up battles following 9/11 at the World Trade Center site. These 
writers bring a mature emotion to their reporting lacking in the 
neat, privileged formulations of Conover, Kotlowitz, Krakauer, 
and especially Michael Lewis, who all concentrate their laser 
focus on getting the facts and not overdoing it. 

The result has been a growing Brooks Brothers writing gray-
ness over the last 20 years, that may be a function of the devo-
lution of U.S. culture as a whole. My late friend Mark Kram, 
uncollected and unremarked by The New Yorker but a damned 
fine stylist for Sports Illustrated and Esquire when those maga-
zines were still breaking ground, used to call it "stenography": a 
certain insistence on calm and good cheer as the hurricane threat-
ened to blow you off the front porch: "Beware the flattening of the 
culture, buddy" he warned, only half-kidding. "The cutting edge 
of the middle of the road will kill you." 

—John Lombardi 
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Nicholson Baker '79 

Checkpoint 
KNOPF, 2004 

Self-styled literary tough Leon "Hit 'em 
Where they Think" Wieseltier took the con-
tract on Haverford's own Nicholson Baker's 
latest novel with obvious relish: "This scum-
my little book," he began in his Sunday New 
York Times review of Checkpoint, Baker's 10th 
effort, and then proceeded to furl and unfurl 
the stars and stripes over his subsequent mug-
ging, to obscure the bloodshed a little . . . 

What had Baker done to deserve this? 
Published the first fictional cri de coeur from 
a serious man of letters against the war in 
Iraq: "[The] book treats the question of 
whether the problems that now beset our 
cherished and anxious country may be solved 
by the shooting of its president," Wieseltier 
avers, getting max shock leverage before cor-
recting his own neocon propaganda in the 
very next line: "Nicholson Baker's novel does 
not advocate the assassination of George W. 
Bush," he sneers, " . . . [Checkpoint] . . . is 
more cunning. [It] comes armored in ambiguity about 
its own character"—by making Jay, the protagonist, an obvi-
ous loser; and by providing a rational foil, a friend named 
Ben, who acts as a conscience, and in the end talks his man 
off the point. 

Morally, though, these are just hypocritical devices that 
barely mask the unexamined hysteria that motivates most 
liberals today, according to Wiesel. As the literary editor of 
The New Republic, a pro-Israel hawk, and guardian against 
American "soft" thinking wherever it pokes up its fluffy 
head, he regularly operates as a kind of rightist Madame 
Defarge. A few years ago, in a piece I did for New York mag-
azine on the late John Sack's controversial non-fiction book 
An Eye for an Eye, about a group of Polish Jews who'd turned 
the tables on their Nazi tormentors and presided over the 
deaths of 60,000 of them in their own (German) concen-
tration camps, he told me: "I'm not embarrassed to say that 
as part of my job of policing the culture [sic], I felt that the 
sooner we stopped this book the better." (The strategy 
worked; the book was largely ignored, despite a supportive 
report on "60 Minutes".) Wieseltier was justifying his posi-
tion because he was afraid Sack's book would prove useful to 
traditional anti-Semites. So he commissioned a hit to a 
Harvard Holocaust expert. This man ignored much of the 
subtlety of Sack's reporting, and Wieseltier allowed it on the 
grounds that Eye was "one of the stupidest books I've ever 
read, and I frankly resolved to do as much damage as I 
could." 

Smarter than Thou, then. Against Nicholson Baker, this 
tactic manifests as a reductionist critique: "Most of the novel  

is taken up with Jay's denunci-
ations of the war in Iraq," and 
like his other "creepy herme-
neutical toys" (The Mezzanine, 
1986; Room Temperature, 1990; 
Vox, 1992; The Fermata, 1994, 
etc.), "is much too close to its 
subject . . ." For which read 
"emotional," and as tightly 
focused as a Michael Mann 
film—no-nos, except for when 
Wieseltier himself is filleting 
someone he disagrees with. 

Baker's working method, to 
take deceptively limited situa-
tions and then exhaust them in 
the micro/macro traditions of 
our recent cultural past, such as 
Don DeLillo's death of rock 'n roll 
novel Great Jones Street; or Robert 
Persig's wondrous Zen & the Art 
of Motorcycle Maintenance; or Bob 

Dylan's truly hermeneutical It's Alright, Ma (I'm Only Bleeding)—
but on his own post-postmodernistic force-field—bugs 
Wieseltier. It's self-indulgent and sub-intellectual, he sniffs. 
Mezzanine, for example, happened on a lunch break, for God's 
sake, and saw Him through the cataloguing of footnotes on 
ice-cube-making and the dynamics of straws (!); Room 
Temperature was ostensibly about feeding a bottle to a baby 
(the whole novel), but really plumbs the psychodynamics 
of nurturing; Vox was phone sex as technological highway 
back to the primitive . . . Checkpoint is a wonderfully nutty 
Sid Caesar/Carl Reiner TV skit that polevaults over protest 
to reconnect with bellylaugh exegesis: "Actually, Cheney's 
first job in Washington was working for Rumsfeld at the 
Office of Economic Opportunity—Johnson set that up to 
help poor people," Ben tells Jay. "Then Nixon took over, and 
he went, 'We'll show those poor people, heh, heh, heh' . . . ; 
"Soon they're going to discover some hormonal thing that 
leads to right-wing behavior," Jay guffaws back, "some very 
specific deficiency combined with an overdose. You end up 
mean-spirited, with a high, whiny voice . . . "; "I swear the 
CIA was a magnet for every drunk and . . . paranoid wack 
flake . . . who'd gotten a college degree," he continues, " . . . 
the people who are drawn like moths to covert action, the 
guys who want to lie and spoof their way through life ... 
depressives who keep trying to lift their mood with higher 
and higher stakes" [one thinks immediately of the current 
threats to bomb Iran's nuclear reactor.] . . . So then you have 
a whole government agency filled to the gills with sneaks 
and wackos, and the money is flowing like wine. Obviously 
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they're going to screw it up every single time . . . . Every 
covert action we've ever engaged in has made the world 
worse. Every one." 

The most valuable things about Nicholson Baker today are 
his willingness to irrigate current politically correct truisms 
with humor; to make a holy fool of himself if need be; and to 
try to crack through the graduated layers of numb that have 
been encircling us like a forest of Disney trees since, oh, TV 
and computers began to flatten our notions of how to com-
municate. It's as if he wanted to preserve messy shards of tac-
tile reality as an endangered species, like mountain goril-
las, or the duck-billed platypus . . . 
to belch and break wind against an 
Iraqi "war" he sees as "ushering a 
new kind of terribleness into the 
world" (civilian contract soldiers as 
mercenaries and torturers) . . . the U.S. 
military's death toll hovering near 
2,300, the Iraqis' at close to 32,000, 
while William Kristol rationalizes with 
his "sad, sickly smile," and Morton 
Kondracke and Fred Barnes (of The New 
Republic!) "cheerfully chat" on TV . . . . 

So neo-cons like Wieseltier mistrust 
such emotion so severely they feel the 
need to brand it "dumb," the ultimate 
sin in a Web-site world. Thus: "There 
are those who believe the Democrats 
cannot succeed without the politics of 
the sewer"; and " . . . there are no good 
reasons to be rid of intelligence in our 
public life,"political lines worthy of Mary 
Matalin, masquerading as literary criti-
cism. 

Since he's an alumnus, though, let's give Nick Baker the 
last word: 

" . . . people really have a desperate need to keep the lid 
clamped on for as long as possible, because when that ket-
tle blows, and that foulness spews up toward the sky, then 
we're going to see how rotten it's been . . . . A great and shin-
ing nation . . . tripe . . . a bunch of greedy meddlers who 
don't know the first thing about the countries we're dealing 
with," Jay howls. 

And Ben, more reasonable, replies: "Generally we know 
the first thing, but not the second and third." 

J.L. 

Edmund Faltermayer '49 

Clouds Go Wild 
AUTHORHOUSE, 2004 

The late Edmund Faltermayer, who graduated with honors 
in English and went on to gain a master of arts from Harvard 
in Russian Studies in 1953, and who worked as a journalist for 
The Wall Street Journal and Fortune magazine for most of his 
career, produced a children's book as one of his last acts. (He 
passed away of Amyotrophic Lateral Sclerosis, "Lou Gehrig's 
disease," in 2003.) The book, Clouds Go Wild, is an environ-
mentally sensitive story about the wonders of nature and the 
dangers of over-development, told in a style reminiscent of 

Dickens combined with Borges' "magical 
realism"; it combines brilliant description 
with moral impetus as narrative drive. 

ased on some real-life situations, it tells 
ow sixth-grader Roderick Ringley is able 
o use his love of snow to block a project 
hat would have replaced a beautiful 
cross-country ski area with an ugly strip 
mall: 

"Snow was war and peace: giggling 
snowball battles by day and incredible 
quiet at sunset . . . icicles dripping, tires 
spinning, shovels clinking . . . . Tall, 
bare oak trees . . . etched against a cold 
pink-orange sky . . . and the small of 
log fires. . . . where dinner was steam-
ing away . . . . Right after a new snow, 
life is as close to perfect as it gets." 

Faltermayer began Clouds Go Wild 
after the blizzard of February 1978, 
when 18 inches of snow hit the 
Westfield, New Jersey, area where he 
lived. As his disease progressed, he 

let his wife Frances and daughter 
Charlotte Faltermayer Dolling, a Time magazine contributor, 
know that since he'd labored so long and lovingly on his work 
of fiction, he'd prefer that it not be heavily revised, as is the case 
with most journalism during the normal editing process. (It's 
a sentiment dear to non-fiction writers everywhere.) 

So after a period of negotiating with New York publishers, 
Frances Faltermayer and Charlotte Faltermayer Dolling decid-
ed to self-publish, and that process is in the works. At present, 
both Amazon.com  and Barnes & Noble are involved; copies 
also may be ordered by visiting wwwcloudsgowild.com  or 
by calling AuthorHouse at (888) 280-7715. 

Charlotte Faltermayer Dolling gave birth to her son Max on 
January 4, 2005, exactly two years after her father died. She 
says she believes "There is some kind of completion there." 

—J. L. 
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Honor Goats in 
the Granite State 
We pulled into pitch-dark White 
Lake State Park in Tamworth, New 
Hampshire, around 9 p.m. and began des-
perately searching for Paul Hyman '98. He 
was here somewhere—we'd spoken to him 
on the phone less than an hour earlier. But 
the skies had opened up just minutes 
before, and the people scurrying around 
the parking lot all had jackets pulled over 
their heads. 

"Paul! Paul? Paul!" 
Nobody so much as looked up. Finally 

I wandered down to the exchange zone, 
where our 11th runner, Garth Terry '01, 
would be arriving shortly, expecting to 
hand off the baton to Paul. Tucked in a 
dark corner of the parking lot, the zone 
was barely visible from a distance. Once 
my eyes adjusted to the dark, though, I 
could just make out the figure of a man 
standing a couple of paces into the forest, 
huddled under a tree. He'd made it. 

Minutes later the flicker of a bobbing 
headlamp came into view as Garth came 
sprinting into the exchange zone. Greeting 
the rest of the team would have to wait, as 
Paul grabbed the baton and went charging 
down the road and into the woods. 

10 a.m., Friday, September 16 

This being my first RTB I didn't know 
what to expect. Quite frankly, I was 
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expecting the worst—I had heard how 
one year it was raining with tempera-
tures in the lower 40s—but stepping 
outside the Manchester (N.H.) Airport, 
I was pleasantly surprised. Climbing 
into the van felt like climbing into a 
time machine. It was just like the mid-
'90s again when I was running for 
Haverford and we would take the team 
van to races. There were familiar faces 
and some new faces, but the conver-
sation was still the same. 

—Mark Gyandoh '96 

Back in 2000, when 12 of us decided on 
a whim to run Reach the Beach (RTB), we 
had no idea what to expect. Heck, we were 
barely able to pull together a dozen people 
to fill the roster. Six years, and six RTBs, 
later, we've added a coed team to the mix, 
and still have to turn some people away. 
Why all this fuss over a 200-mile race from 
the mountains of New Hampshire down to 
the Atlantic coast, run primarily in the mid-
dle of the night? That's a fair question. 

The faces on the team change every 
year, but the common bond of having run 
track and cross country at Haverford 
remains. Even though we span several gen-
erations, that experience affected us in 
much the same way—we'd run on the 
same courses and tracks, shared friends  

by Marc Chalu four '99 

The author running leg #34 of the 2005 Reach 
the Beach race in New Hampshire. 

who spanned the generations, and passed 
along the same pieces of lore, probably 
adding our own bits of flavor and color in 
the process. Most importantly, though, we 
had all learned from our coach, Tom 
Donnelly, and from each other, to respect 
hard work, to compete, and to have fun. 
To one degree or another, most of us con-
tinued running after graduation, but the 
camaraderie of the team was hard to 
replace. RTB gave us a chance to go back in 
time and reclaim those days, if just for a 
weekend. 

Months of planning go into the race, 
which takes just short of a full day to com-
plete. The team is registered and recruit-
ed in the spring and early summer. Flights 
are booked and vans are rented. By early 
September it's time to stock up on supplies: 
10 gallons of water, dozens of PowerBars, 
cookies, crackers, bagels, and, finally, 15 
pounds of bananas. Early on race morn-
ing, we stuffed everything into our van 
and headed to the start. As we pulled onto 
Route 93 and drove out of Boston, the first 
teams were beginning their race over 200 
miles to the north. With nearly 300 teams 
now in the RTB field, race organizers start 
them in small groups throughout the day. 

By noon we were at the start, watching 
the last few waves of runners begin their 
race. Then, finally, at 3 p.m. it was our turn, 
with Adam Chase '88 leading off. The 
opening leg of Reach the Beach is the cru-
elest. Five kilometers, running straight up 
one of Bretton Woods's ski slopes, then 
charging back down. By the time Adam 
handed the baton to Anthony Belber '95, 

Back in 2000, when 12 of us decided on a whim to run Reach 

the Beach (RTB), we had no idea what to expect. Heck, we 

were barely able to pull together a dozen people to fill the 

roster. Six years, and six RTBs, later, we've added a coed 

team to the mix, and still have to turn some people away. 



Stephon Petro '00 runs the 30th leg. 

Hampton Beach at Last: Paul Hyman '98 
runs the final leg of the race. 
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all of the nervousness and excitement of 
the preceding days had burned off. As we 
pulled the van onto Route 302 and swung 
south, those of us who had run RTB in the 
past knew that the next 20 hours would 
fly by, and it was time to focus on the task 
at hand. Once out on the road, we settled 
into our carefully choreographed rhythm of 
sending one van ahead to the next 
exchange so our runner could get loose, 
leaving the other van to pull off the road 
wherever possible and offer encourage-
ment to our runner. 

3:22 p.m., Friday, September 16 

My first reason for running RTB is the 

sensation of running silently through 

the New Hampshire countryside with 

only cows and a sense of purpose. My 

second reason is the chatter of the van 

and the chance to run again with the 

Haverford track team. 

—Anthony Belber '95 

While we've always taken the racing 
part of RTB seriously, that's not to say the 
event is all business. Even into the night, 
the van is lively as old jokes are revisited, 
stories recalled, and past races relived. This 
year, there were also national events on 
some peoples' minds. 

In the weeks leading up to this year's 
race, we had all been shocked by events in 
the Gulf Coast region. Many of us had 
friends in the region, or had enjoyed vis-
iting the area in the past, and felt helpless 
as we watched the destruction on televi-
sion. When Sam McFerran '98 suggested 
that we try to raise some money for the 
relief fund, we began sending e-mails out 
to friends and family, and that effort car-
ried on through the race. 

As the overcast sky began darkening  

Friday evening, and Ian Fraser '98 was cruis-
ing through the first mile of his 6.5-mile leg, 
Adam fielded a call from a family member, 
eager to make a donation. Thanks to the 
generosity of dozens of people, we were able 
to contribute over $5,800 to the American 
Friends Service Committee's hurricane relief 
fund—nearly $30 per mile covered in the 
race. With cell phone reception currently 
available, we also checked in with Paul, who 
assured us he'd be at the transition area 
before Garth. 

By the time Ian had handed off to Kirk 
Mangels '05, we'd caught up to our coed 
team's van in the transition area. Their run-
ner was just minutes ahead on the road, 
and Kirk would catch him in the middle 
of their long 8.8-mile leg. Last year the 
coed squad finished 26th out of over 
200 teams—and they were running even 
better this year, ultimately finishing 15th 
overall, and fourth out of 120 coed teams. 

8:35 p.m., Friday, September 16 

As I reported to my starting post, I heard 

someone in the background say, "You 

mean they're going up Eagle Hill? Man, 

I'm glad it's not me." As [Ian] Fraser 

approached up the road, I prepared to 

take off. I grabbed the baton and took 

off down the road—I knew my adrena-

line would be more than enough to 

keep me going at a good clip for the 

first couple of miles. I made a switch-

back turn and went up the hill. And kept 

going up the hill. Didn't this hill have a 

name? That's not a good sign. Any hill 

that has a name also has a reputation, 

and it's never a good one. Then it 

rained. As I approached the end of my 

leg, I hoped that Paul was prepared and 

ready to go. I was blinded by my own 

headlamp reflecting off the heavy rain. 

As long as I felt pavement underfoot, I 

figured I was still on the road. In the dis-

tance I saw a small light and a runner 

jogging in place. I yelled out to him, 

handed him the baton, and he was off. 

—Garth Terry '01 

Paul was a last-second replacement, 
joining the team after our previous anchor 
had suffered an injury days before the race. 
Unable to miss a day at Harvard Med 
School, though, Paul was forced to drive 
up from Boston while we were already rac- 

ing in the other direction from Bretton 
Woods. Hardly ideal, but not without 
precedent: One quarter of our team in 2000 
was speeding up from New Jersey after 
work on race day. The three of them were 
pulling onto the Garden State Parkway 
around the time that our first runner was 
beginning the race 380 miles away. 

Chris Hood '97 was the first man out 
of the New Jersey car that year and, like 
Paul, he was almost immediately racing 
down the road. Four miles later, having 
just handed off to the next runner, Chris 
was still gasping for breath when he saw 
Nate Brown '96, and his face lit up. Nate 
had just returned from Ecuador where he'd 
been in the Peace Corps, so the two hadn't 
seen each other in years. There have been 
a number of moments like this over the 
last six years, as old friends have reunited. 
Just as common has been the pleasure of 
meeting new people, guys who shared the 
same Haverford experience but during a 
different generation. The 2005 squad had 
the largest generational gap thus far, with 
Adam and Kirk having graduated 17 years 
apart. One is now a partner in a law firm, 
the other just beginning law school. 

9:40 p.m., Friday, September 16 

Arriving at the end of my leg, it was 

good to see Anthony Belber. He'd been 

the first person to greet me on our first 

day of practice freshman year, and he 

convinced me to give the team a shot, 

so it was amazing to see him 11 years 

later. 

—Paul Hyman '98 

Despite the team nature of the event, 
actually running each leg is largely a soli- 
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tary effort—the teams are strung out for 
miles on the road. You might finish a leg 
without having seen another soul, or you 
might luck out and take the baton with a 
string of teams lined up within striking 
distance. Running hard, even in the dead of 
night, is never an issue though. The team 
van stops every couple miles to wait by the 
side of the road to cheer you on. Even 
when you're left alone with the sounds of 
your breathing and feat slapping the pave-
ment, there's no way you're going to let 
those guys down by easing up; not when 
the last guy ran his heart out and the next 
one is ready to do the same. 

11:09 p.m., Friday, September 16 

There's something great about running 
in the pitch dark at night along the 
rural roads of New Hampshire, with 
your headlamp, reflective vest, flash-
ing lights, and sufficient adrenaline to 
put your body through a lot of pain just 
so you can help your team by getting 
to the next transition area as quickly 
as possible. When I finally finished, 
exhausted and hungry, I wondered 
how and if my legs would have any-
thing left for my final leg of 8.8 miles. 

—Sam McFerran '98 

In 2000 we rode a wave of adrenaline 
through the night, barely sleeping at all. 
We had no clue how we'd feel after the race, 
and didn't care: We were in first place, on 
course-record pace, and didn't want to miss 
a minute of the experience. One of my 
favorite images from that race is of our 
anchor, Aaron Cooper '98, breaking the 
tape at Hampton Beach, arms raised in vic-
tory, a huge grin spread across his face. 
Other members of the team are in the back-
ground, hobbling toward the finish from 
the parking lot, trying to jump up and 
down. The picture is a stark contrast to the 
scene of a couple hours later, when all of 
us were passed out on the chairs, couches, 
and floors of Aaron's family's nearby home. 

We had hoped to recapture some of 
that glory this year. On paper, we had a 
stronger team than ever, and Bucknell, the 
three-time champs, had appeared vulner-
able in 2004. Yet in the early going, we 
found ourselves in third place. Even 
through the night, we were resigned to 
again finishing in that spot. Everyone con-
tinued to run hard, but the sense of  

urgency that had fueled these late-night 
legs in the past wasn't there. 

4:25 a.m., Saturday, September 17 

When I came upon a stretch of about a 
mile or so with nobody around me, I 
started to tire. But I thought about all my 
teammates relying on me, the fundrais-
ing we did, and the classmates and 
friends who had donated on my behalf. 
I used those thoughts to drive me along. 
Before I knew it, I was coming up on 
someone else who was moving pretty 
quick. "Who do you run for?" he asked. 
"Haverford." 
"Beat Bucknell," he replied. 
Awesome. 

—Garth Terry '01 

Bucknell and the University of New 
Hampshire had pulled ahead on Friday 
evening, so beating them wasn't in the cards 
this year. But by Saturday morning we had 
learned that we had another team to worry 
about—a squad of Providence College and 
Brown University alums who had been 
matching our pace through the night. They 
had started the race half an hour before us, 
and as near as we could tell that was still 
the gap between our runners Learning that 
we could be bumped back to fourth place 
gave us a new sense of purpose. 

Spurred on by the specter of the 
Providence/Brown squad, we raced toward 
the finish, knowing that there was little, 
if any, margin for error. At this stage in the 
race, everyone's legs are shot, calves and 
quads cramping from the cycle of running 
hard/resting/repeating. At every transition 
area, we piled out of the van and gingerly 
walked around, hoping to get a little blood 
flowing to our failing muscles. Much of 
the joking and banter of the previous night 
had now been replaced by fatigue and a 
business-like approach to getting to the 
finish line as quickly as possible. 

Unlike the giddy early legs of the race, 
there's no fear of starting out too fast at this 
point. Instead, once you take the handoff, 
you quickly realize that there are only a 
couple of speeds that you'll be able to run 
at, so you doggedly try to maintain the 
faster of the two options. 

Once Paul took the fmal handoff, the rest 
of us drove ahead to the finish where we saw 
Providence/Brown cross the finish line. Their 
initial 30-minute head start still seemed to 

The Honor Goats on Hampton Beach, 
approximately 15 minutes after finishing the 
race. From left to right: Sam McFerran '98, 
Stephon Petro '00, Willie Stroever '02, Paul 
Hyman '98, Ian Fraser '98, Aaron Wolpert 
'95, Marc Chalufour '99, Kirk Mangels '05, 
Anthony Belber '95, Mark Gyandoh '96, 
Garth Terry '01, and Adam Chase '88. 

be the difference—it would be very close. 
So for the first time in six years, we found 
ourselves desperately urging our anchor into 
an all-out sprint as he turned into the 
Hampton Beach parking lot, about 200 
meters from the line. We screamed ourselves 
hoarse as Paul crossed the line. After 22 
hours of racing, we had 32 seconds to spare; 
we'd finished third again . . . and it felt great. 

Post-race, Saturday, September 17 

I told my girlfriend the experience 
sucked and I would never do it again, 
but about 24 hours later, I was won-
dering if I could delay residency and 
train for next year. 

—Paul Hyman '98 

While it felt like just moments earlier 
we had been watching Adam scamper up 
the mountain, then searching for Paul in 
White Lake State Park, suddenly it was 
over. There were flights to catch, families to 
return to, and jobs to resume. We slowly 
limped back to the vans to begin the trip 
home, to Washington, Colorado, Michigan, 
Indiana, Washington, D.C., Pennsylvania, 
and Massachusetts. Seeing everyone scat-
ter like that is always sad, a reminder that 
we can only recapture those college days 
for the briefest moments. We hadn't even 
had a chance to relive the race we'd just 
run. But I guess that's what next year is 
for—I know that's why I'll be back to do 
it all over again. 

Marc Chalufour '99 is communications 
manager at the Boston Athletic Association. 
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Faculty Profile by Brenna McBride 

Cognitive 
Harmony 
Marilyn Boltz's research in social cognition reveals the 

influences of conversation rhythms, face/voice disagreement, 

and film soundtracks on our powers of perception. 

 

Marilyn Boltz 

n Marilyn Boltz's original vision of her 
future, she saw herself presiding before 
audiences in a concert hall, not students 
in a classroom. 

The professor of psychology, whose 
research on time estimation behavior, psy-
chomusicology, and social cognition has 
been widely published, had played piano 
since the age of five and harbored hopes 
of becoming a concert pianist. As an under-
graduate, she enrolled as a music major, 
but soon faced a harsh revelation: "I real-
ized that although I was competent, I was 
not outstanding or stellar and would never 
make it in that profession." (Of course, she 
had no way of knowing that music would 
one day play a key role in her academic 
research.) 

Boltz switched her major to French for 
a while, but a junior-year psycholinguis-
tics course finally pointed her towards the 
right path. "I thought, This is it, this is my 
niche,'" she says. "It encompassed all of 
my interests, especially language and 
music; the structure of music and speech 
are remarkably similar; which is not that 
surprising when you think about the way 
sound and speech are produced. The voice 
is an instrument and in a sense, speech can 
be conceptualized as a type of music." She 
was also attracted to the sciences in gen-
eral, not just the mode of analytical 
thought but also the empirical method that 
allows her to test the validity of her ideas. 

Boltz's interest in the psychology of time 
was sparked in a rather unorthodox man-
ner. During her senior year of college, she 
was studying for final exams in the uni- 

versity library and took a break for a short 
walk; when she returned, she found that 
someone had left a volume of T.S. Eliot's 
poetry in her carrel. She opened the book 
to the first poem of the volume, "Burnt 
Norton," which concerns time: "I thought 
it was the most incredible thing I had ever 
read. Its still my favorite poem." She devel-
oped an independent study on the nature 
of time and read everything she could on 

After she joined 

Haverford's faculty in 1987, 

Boltz continued to explore 

facets of time estimation 

behavior and those factors 

that determine one's ability 

to correctly judge the 

duration of an event. 

the subject, including a paper called "Time: 
Our Lost Dimension" by a professor at 
Ohio State University. Boltz admired the 
woman's ideas on how individuals experi-
ence time and arranged a meeting with the 
professor to discuss her research further. 
Subsequently, Boltz applied and was accept-
ed to a Ph.D. program in psychology at 
Ohio State and gained a mentor in the pro-
fessor, who, it turned out, was also inter-
ested in the psychology of music. Boltz was 
formally trained in the latter but wrote her 
dissertation on time, seeking to discover 
how accurately people judge the duration 

of a specific event and what circumstances 
might distort that judgment. 

After she joined Haverford's faculty in 
1987, Boltz continued to explore facets of 
time estimation behavior and those factors 
that determine one's ability to correctly 
judge the duration of an event. Some of 
these factors have involved the notion of 
an "internal tempo"—the characteristic 
rate at which an individual walks, talks, 
drives, etc.—and how this can be altered 
by environmental stressors to distort one's 
sense of time. In other research, she has 
investigated the influence of expectancies 
as well as the degree of predictability inher-
ent to an event's structure. 

Boltz applied her research to the court-
room in 1995, when lawyers from the U.S. 
Department of Labor sought her expertise 
in a case regarding the amount of back pay 
due to workers at a Midwestern meat-pack-
ing plant. On the stand, Boltz explained 
how a person's familiarity with a specific 
task increases his or her ability to accu-
rately judge the duration of that task, and 
government lawyers successfully argued 
that the workers had correctly estimated 
the amount of hours owed to them in back 
pay. 

Currently, Boltz still pursues her stud-
ies in the psychology of time, but has 
extended her interests to the area of social 
cognition and the role that the timing char-
acteristics of speech may play in social attri-
bution and impression formation process-
es. In a recent set of studies, she has 
focused on response latency behavior (the 
time interval between a speaker's question 
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and a listener's response) to determine 
whether the timing of responses can be 
used to make certain assumptions about 
people. What Boltz wants to know is: Is 
there an optimal response time that con-
veys maximum credibility? How long—or 
short—a latency implies dishonesty in the 
responder? Does a similar process apply 
to other attributes such as the perceived 
confidence of an individual? 

To test her theories, Boltz composed 
dialogues to reflect four different types of 
speaker characteristics: certainty or com-
mitment, honesty, compliance with a 
request, and confidence. The dialogues 
consisted of questions and one-word 
responses, usually "yes" or "no." Test sub-
jects listened to the pre-recorded exchanges 
and formed impressions of the answering 
parties based on the timing of their 
responses. 

In most of the dialogues, Boltz found 
that there were a wide range of acceptable 
response latencies that could create a favor-
able impression of the speaker, but in the 
case of the dialogues representing honesty, 
the range was much narrower. "With hon-
esty, both short and long latencies created 
unfavorable impressions," she says. "An 
intermediate value was considered most 
honest, and anything longer or shorter 
than that was thought to be a lie." 

In a subsequent study, Boltz tried to 
understand the determining factors behind 
optimum response latency—is it based on 
linguistic context, speech rate, a shorter 
latency for faster-speaking people? She 
manipulated these characteristics and 
found that listeners adopted the speaker's 
pause duration as the referent for response 
timing. For honesty, the most credible 
responses were ones equal to the pause 
duration itself, and any latency shorter or 
longer than this value was perceived as 
deceptive. In the remaining speech acts of 
confidence, certainty, and compliance, the 
most positive impressions were associat-
ed with latencies shorter than the speak-
er's pause duration—any value greater than 
this led to more negative evaluations. 

The idea that listeners adopt the timing 
characteristics of their conversational part-
ner illustrates a phenomenon known as 
"speaker accommodation" in which peo-
ple adopt similar speaking styles over the 
course of a conversation. The presence of 
accommodation has been found to con- 
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tribute a sense of rapport between indi-
viduals and Boltz's research suggests that 
it can also play a role in the types of infer-
ences we make about a person. 

As she continues her social cognition 
research, Boltz is examining the roles of 
voices and faces and their degree of con-
gruency with one another: "Does a person 
look the way you'd expect him or her to 
appear based on qualities of their voice?" In 
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one set of studies she has contrasted "baby" 
faces" with more mature ones. "Baby-faced 
adults are thought to be more dependent, 
less responsible, less confident, but warmer 
and more approachable," she says, "while 
mature-faced people are considered respon-
sible, independent, and confident, but cold-
er. When a conflicting voice and face are 
paired, do they cancel each other out? 
Would one modality have a bigger effect 
than the other?" In tests, subjects are pre-
sented with face/voice stimuli and asked 

to make trait judgments based on appear-
ance and vocal characteristics. When the 
two did not match—for example, a young, 
high-pitched voice paired with an older 
face—participants in the test weighed the 
voice more heavily in making a personal-
ity assessment. Voice also distorted the 
memory of a face: if someone tried to recall 
a mature-faced man with a childlike voice, 
the man's face is misremembered as 
younger than it actually is. 

"This is one of the few cases where the 
auditory modality dominates," says Boltz. 

She has also found a way to blend her 
musical background and her academic pur-
suits by studying the influence of back-
ground music on film viewers. "It's well-
known that music can influence the 
emotional impact of a scene, but does it 
also allow viewers to make inferences 
about a character's personality, motivations 
and intentions, or inter-relationships with 
others?" she says. To address this question, 
she showed groups of college students 
ambiguous scenes from various films such 
as Alfred Hitchcock's Vertigo, in which 
Jimmy Stewart's character follows Grace 
Kelly around San Francisco with a myste-
rious purpose. For one group, the scenes 
were presented with positive music; the 
second group heard a negative score; and 
the third group watched the scenes with 
no musical accompaniment. The first 
group, swayed by the uplifting soundtrack, 
interpreted Stewart as a long-lost lover 
seeking a reunion, while the group exposed 
to dark, ominous music saw him as a hit 
man or murderer. Members of the third 
group, with no music to influence their 
judgment, expressed both of these opin-
ions. 

"It's helpful for directors, because they 
don't have to spell everything out through 
the actors' dialogue," says Boltz. "They can 
use music to help the audiences make 
inferences." 

Marilyn Boltz has taught 
the following courses in 
psychology: 



The Grove of Academe was to become a  Dream Garden, but it was only after six years of incessant 
effort, with obstacles and interventions almost insurmountable, that the dream became true. 

—Edward W Bok 

In the months before its final installation at the Curtis Publishing Company Building in Philadelphia, The 
Dream Garden caused a sensation. Seven thousand people, attracted by reports that they would see "the 
most wonderful favrile mosaic picture in America," visited the Tiffany Studios in Corona, New York, in 
1915 to preview the 15-by-49-foot fantasy. Weighing nearly four tons, The Dream Garden required the 
efforts of 30 artisans to execute over the course of a year, in thousands of hand-cut pieces of favrile glass, 
a new type of material invented by Louis Comfort Tiffany (1848-1933). A derivation of the Old Saxon 
word for "handmade," favrile dazzles with iridescent colors and a jewel-like patina. As one leading critic of 
the day breathlessly wrote: "Mere words are only aggravating in describing this amazing picture." 

The making of The Dream Garden, however, was not without incident. From 1908 until 1914, no fewer 
than 10 artists were approached for the commission for the foyer of the new headquarters of the Curtis 
Publishing Company. The project was fraught with so many setbacks that company directors had to 
unveil their new building in 1910 without its central masterpiece. Instead of seeing a "pivotal note," 
visitors to the empty foyer were greeted by strategically placed topiary trees. 

Over the span of six years, the original plans for the foyer commission changed substantially. In place 
of a central panel painted by a single artist, The Dream Garden became a collaborative undertaking 

that took its inspiration from a painting by Maxfield Parrish (1870-1966). Created to champion 
the aspirations of a commercial publishing company that relied on advertis-

ing, sales, and subscriptions for its livelihood, The Dream Garden also can be 
seen as representing a pivotal moment at the turn of the 19th century, 
when aesthetic divisions between illustration, fine arts, and the crafts 

Winter 2006 19 



The Dream Garden 

were breaking down. The art-historical hier-
archy that had placed painters and sculptors 
above commercial illustrators and design-
ers and had relegated craftsmen to the realm 
of skilled laborers was tested during the com-
mission and manufacture of The Dream 
Garden. 

The story of The Dream Garden began 
in 1908, when Edwin Austin Abbey was 
first approached to paint a large panel for 
the foyer of the Curtis Publishing 
Company's new building. Abbey, a native 
Philadelphian and an alumnus of the 
Pennsylvania Academy of the Fine Arts, 
also held the distinction of being a mem-
ber of the Royal Academy of London—a 
singular achievement for an American-born 
painter. Abbey, who was not represented 
by a major work in the City of Philadelphia, 
was occupied with a series of murals for 
the Pennsylvania Capitol Building in 
Harrisburg when he signed on to submit a 
design for a 13-by-50-foot canvas for the 
Curtis foyer. Abbey had been able to con-
vince the Curtis Publishing Company direc-
tors that stretching a canvas of such enor-
mous size was possible and agreed to begin 
it upon completion of the Harrisburg work. 
His substantial fee of 50,000 pounds includ-
ed expenses for a trip to Athens in January 
1909, in order to research classical costumes 
and settings for the composition—one of 
his own choosing—The Grove of Academe. 

Surviving sketches and writings show that 
Abbey's Grove of Academe pictured scholars 
and maidens, dressed in classical robes, 
assembled in a Garden of Knowledge. Abbey 
acknowledged thinking of an image of Plato 
surrounded by his disciples, in the spirit of 
Raphael's famous frescoes in the Vatican. Such 
instructional subjects, framed within the ele- 

vated spaces of classical architecture, were 
hallmarks of Abbey's monumental style 
and can be seen in The Apotheosis of 
Pennsylvania on the south wall of the 
Chamber of the House of Representatives in 
Harrisburg. His murals in other civic build-
ings, such as the Boston Public Library, were 
renowned; Abbey's work was well suited to 
grand public spaces and government com-
missions. The placement of The Grove of 
Academe in a commercial publishing house, 
therefore, signaled the aspirations of the 
Curtis Publishing Company, which sought 
to give Philadelphia a work that would "put 
good art within the comprehension of a large 
public." 

Heir through marriage to the Curtis pub-
lishing empire, Edward W Bok (1863-1930) 
was responsible for commissioning all the 
decorations inside the company's new build-
ing, the exterior of which was fashioned 
from red brick with marble trimmings to 
enter into the spirit of its 18th-century sur-
roundings. Both professionally and socially 
ambitious, Bok had risen through the ranks 
of American publishing houses to become 
vice-president of the Curtis Publishing 
Company and managing editor of The 
Ladies' Home Journal. Under his manage-
ment, the Journal had become the foremost 
women's magazine in the country, reaching 
a staggering one million subscriptions in 



L 
.•*--= 	". 

diff 
. 	 :44 

• ,f 	 ■"1",k7'44,1  / 	 ' 	• 

A 	• 

HAVERFORD 

1902. The Journal's advice on clothes, food, 
home decoration, manners, and morals 
influenced an entire generation of middle-
class women who, in Bok's opinion, had 
achieved "domestic statesmanship." 

In 1912, with the innovation of four-
color presses, Bok began to focus on a "sys-
tematic plan for improving pictures on the 
walls of the American home" by producing 
in his magazine reproductions of paintings 
by Rembrandt, Velazquez, Turner, Van Dyck, 
Raphael, Frans Hals, Gainsborough, 
Whistler, Corot, Vermeer, Botticelli, Titian, 
and other old masters. The notion proved 
so successful that circulation rose to 1.75 
million copies, and more than 70 million 

reproductions of art were distributed nation-
ally. In addition to fostering art apprecia-
tion, Bok was a proponent of the Arts and 
Crafts Movement, which, in the mid-1860s, 
had crossed the Atlantic from Britain. He 
had read John Ruskin and William Morris 
and supported the development of a dis-
tinctively American design aesthetic that 
avoided unnecessary embellishments and 
communicated democratic ideals through 
the use of local materials. Whether he was 
championing the redesign of Pullman rail-
way cars, calling for the elimination of bill-
board advertising, or criticizing the hap- 

hazard planning of America's cities, Bok 
enthusiastically supported the idea that 
superior design was linked to social reform. 
If the quality of the design was improved, 
the character of the individual producing 
the design would be improved, and hence 
society would be improved. Interestingly, 
in terms of The Dream Garden, Bok did not 
differentiate between the skills of the crafts-
man and the artist. To his way of thinking, 
"making decorations" was a communal con-
cern, and no one member of the commu-
nity was more important than another. 
Following John Ruskin's dictum: "Wherever 
you can rest, there decorate," The Grove of 
Academe fulfilled Bok's sense of responsi- 

bility to create serene places for reflection 
on the part of workers of the Machine Age. 
The Curtis Publishing Company Building 
was, after all, a commercial enterprise, with 
printing presses housed in the basement 
and the upper floors filled with stenogra-
phers, typesetters, designers, and writers. 
Although the building was surrounded by 
history, inside, it was a model of American 
industrialization. Echoing William Morris, 
Bok envisioned Curtis Publishing as a place 
where art and labor would be reunited to 
mutual benefit. 

The dimensions of the Curtis foyer—a  

thousand square feet, unobstructed by a sin-
gle column—were established in 1908 by 
the building's architect, Edgar V Seeler, in 
consultation with Edwin Austin Abbey. But 
Abbey suddenly died in early 1911, before 
work was begun. Throughout the search for 
another artist, Bok sought to transform the 
foyer into a space of social- and self-improve-
ment. He wanted the commission to attract 
national attention, either by its construction, 
or by the stature of the artist (such as Edwin 
Austin Abbey, R.A.), or by its inspirational 
subject matter. The end result had to be con-
ceptually and visually stupendous. The Grove 
of Academe had not only determined simply 
the size and shape of the foyer decoration, 
it had also set the standard against which all 
other artists approached for the commission 
would be measured. 

The first artist to be approached after 
Abbey's death was John Singer Sargent (who 
had shared a studio with Abbey), then the 
most successful American painter living in 
Britain, but he declined the commission. 
Next in line came Howard Pyle, a well-
known illustrator, who produced a study of 
Plato not unlike Abbey's. In November 1911, 
shortly before Curtis offered him the com-
mission, Pyle died. George de Forest Brush, 
who like Pyle had produced illustrations for 
popular magazines such as Harper's maga-
zine and Century magazine, worked for a 
number of months on designs with a Native 
American theme before he, too, declined the 
commission. Next was Barry Faulkner, who 
submitted three sketches, which were all 
rejected. Subsequently, and in quick suc-
cession, came Andre Castaigne, Albert 
Herter, Richard Dana Marsh, and Boutet de 
Monvel. The work of the last was accepted 
by the judging panel for the Curtis foyer, 
despite some concerns expressed by Parrish, 
who sat on the panel, who said that the 
work was "a bit frenchy.' " It must have been 
with significant dismay that Bok learned of 
de Monvel's untimely death in March 1913. 
An equally unsuccessful attempt was made 
by Frank du Mond, whose work Bok 
deemed "too inappropriate for the lobby" 

At this point, Bok was beginning to 
believe that "some fatal star" hung over his 
commission. When the building was com-
plete, but there were still no concrete plans 
for the foyer, he wrote to Parrish: "The 
hoodoo that is following me in regard to 
that panel is simply amazing! Just think of 
the record: Abbey, Howard Pyle and de 
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Monvel! You had better get a little anxious 
about your dealings with me, because the 
moment I have mural relations with a man 
he seems to run off the earth!" 

Parrish was indeed reluctant to become 
involved with Bok's project, since he was 
already working on 18 murals for the Ladies' 
Dining Room on the top floor of the Curtis 
Publishing Company Building. The theme 
there centered on a "Florentine Fete"—a 
gathering of young boys and girls set with-
in a classical loggia framed by lush gardens. 
It was Parrish's largest commission to date. 
Although Bok pressed to unify all the inte-
rior decorations for the Curtis Building with 
a single artistic vision, Parrish declined the 
commission at this time. Bok, who felt no 
nearer to a solution for the foyer, was forced 
to think about alternatives, such as bas-
reliefs, fountains, or even an indoor garden. 

Casting about for ideas, Bok recalled hav-
ing seen, a few years earlier, a paneled glass 
tile theatrical curtain, which had been made 
for the National Theater in Mexico City by 
the Tiffany Studios in New York. Hailed as 
a marvel of modern engineering and design, 
the curtain was both visually striking and 
unerringly new With great enthusiasm, Bok 
described favrile glass as "a new method in 
wall decoration, but one that was entirely 
practicable. Glass would not craze like tiles 
or mosaic; it would not crinkle as will can-
vas; it needed no varnish. It would retain 
its color, freshness, and beauty, and water 
would readily cleanse it from dust." 

At the Tiffany Studios glass blowing was 
treated as an art, and workers were encour-
aged to become artisans, developing the 
skills to hand make objects. At a time when 
the glass industry was undergoing mecha-
nization, Tiffany employed more than a 
hundred workers, including a Venetian 
glassblower named Andrea Boldini and sev-
eral English craftsmen such as Arthur J. 
Nash, who was in charge of furnace opera-
tions. Tiffany apprenticed young men to 
carry out the various stages of furnace oper-
ations and women to prepare working draw-
ings, to match colors, and to enamel pre-
cious metals and jewelry. Aiming at the 
luxury interior-design market, Tiffany stat-
ed: "We are going after the money there is in 
art, but art is there all the same." 

Louis Comfort Tiffany had trained at the 
National Academy of Design and personally 
authored many of Tiffany's early designs. By 
the turn of the century, he had assembled a  

group of experienced designers who were 
adept at designing windows with religious 
figures, to meet the enormous ecclesiasti-
cal market. This left Tiffany himself free to 
concentrate on domestic commissions for 
private clients, setting a new trend for non-
figurative allegorical windows that was con-
sidered quite modern. In 1913, for exam-
ple, the Pittsburgh industrialist Andrew 
Carnegie commissioned a Tiffany window of 
a landscape with no figures in memory of 
his parents. This was deemed inappropri-
ate by the Abbey of Dunfermline Church 
Council in Scotland, where the window was 
to be installed. Carnegie defended his deci-
sion, stating: "I want something new, some-
thing American. I don't want these old style 
windows with the figures of bible prophets 
and crosses and that sort of thing. I want an 
outdoor scene. God is in that sunset. God 
is in all the great outdoors. I want a win-
dow just like that." 

Bok wanted a mosaic also, "just like 
that," but he did not want Tiffany to design 
it. While acknowledging the exciting pos-
sibilities of favrile glass, Bok agreed with 
contemporary critics that Tiffany's strength 
was in the realm of color, while he thought 
that his designs were either too traditional, 
too stilted, or overwhelmingly sentimental. 
Tiffany submitted three designs to the Curtis 
Publishing Company, but they were all 
rejected. Later, in a telling letter of 1913, 
Bok wrote to Parrish: "I am delighted that 
the sketch goes so well, for it all depends 
on you—Tiffany's sketch is in, and is NIX: 
sad I think—still, it is about what I 
thought." Despite the rejection of his 
designs, Tiffany nevertheless agreed to man-
ufacture the mosaic by Christmas of 1915, 
for the princely sum of $40,000. Parrish, in 
turn, was paid $2,000 for his design. 

On Bok's urging, Parrish visited the 
Tiffany Studios at Corona, New York, and 
was beguiled by the brilliant, shimmering 
colors of the glass. Parrish's biographer noted 
that: "He saw the depth of the cobalt blues 
emerging from the firing kilns, the oranges 
and the golden tones so essential to his sig-
nature pieces catching the light and burst-
ing in cascades of color before him." Upon 
his return to his studio, Parrish painted a 
three-by-nine-foot panel for The Dream 
Garden. This "garden sketch" became the 
template that the Tiffany craftsmen used to 
create the final mosaic. 

At the unveiling of the mosaic in the foyer  

of the Curtis Publishing Company Building 
in 1915, the responses of the main protag-
onists, Edward W Bok, Maxfield Parrish, 
and Louis Comfort Tiffany, could not have 
been more revealing. Bok approached the 
end of the project with his customary mar-
keting zeal; he reproduced Parrish's original 
painting in a double-page color lift-out in 
The Ladies' Home Journal and printed a glow-
ing editorial as well as a brochure. In press 
releases, Tiffany spoke of having created a 
"practically new art" for the benefit of 
mankind and, moreover, of having 
"improved" upon Parrish's original design 
to reveal the "real significance of [the] pic-
ture." But from the moment of acceptance 
of his "garden sketch" in February 1914, 
until his death, Parrish always refused to dis-
cuss his design for the mosaic in all but the 
most perfunctory manner, stating that: "It's 
a dream garden, a genuine dream, not a real 
thing in it, [and] nothing will induce me to 
talk about it." 

Parrish's reluctance and, indeed, his 
absence at the unveiling and the dedication 
receptions in Philadelphia were not unchar-
acteristic. Parrish was a notoriously private 
man, and he often declined to be inter-
viewed or photographed. And yet the dis-
tance he placed between himself and The 
Dream Garden commission seems to have 
gone beyond a wish to be out of the lime-
light. Only a few months earlier Parrish had 
produced a short explanation of the 
Florentine Fete and the 17 other murals he 
completed for the Ladies' Dining Room, 
which Bok subsequently used for an edito-
rial in The Ladies' Home Journal. The artist 
was not, however, willing to do the same 
for The Dream Garden, stating: "I could no 
more write about the garden sketch than I 
could be present at that reception in the fall. 
Absolutely beyond me. And really, even if I 
had any command over that medium, to 
write about my work in any way would give 
me exactly the same modest sensation as 
walking down Chestnut Street at noon stark 
naked." 

Parrish visited the Tiffany Studios only 
twice while The Dream Garden was being 
made. He visited once, for a few moments, in 
December 1914, at the start of the manu-
facturing process, and later in August of 
1915, shortly before it was put on public dis-
play. At the second visit, Parrish wrote to his 
wife that Tiffany had set up stage lighting 
that changed the surface colors of the mosa- 
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is creating a "truly unusual" effect. According 
to his son, Maxfield Parrish, Jr., this was the 
only time his father saw the completed pic-
ture. Between the lines of Parrish's corre-
spondence however, can be detected a sense 
of supreme disappointment in the mosaic's 
color. Despite Tiffany having used 260 dif-
ferent shades of colored tesserae, carefully 
transcribed from Parrish's original painting, 
The Dream Garden mosaic did not achieve 
the visual illusion that the painter had want-
ed to convey. 

The composition of The Dream Garden 
was, in fact, inspired by a real garden that 
Parrish had recreated at his summer home, 
The Oaks, in the artists' colony of Cornish, 
New Hampshire. There, Parrish envisioned 
the creation of fantastical spaces where a 
visitor would chance upon places of tremen-
dous beauty and solitude, improved by care-
ful placement of foliage and flowers, large 
classical urns and vases, reflecting pools and 
fountains, walkways and steps. During a 
visit to The Oaks, Parrish told Bok that what 
he had in his "mind's eye" was a dream gar-
den—a passionate disclosure that Bok 
orchestrated into an artificial reality. 

Rendering landscape had always held 
special significance for Parrish, who con-
sidered it the highest form of subject matter. 
He sought to make his paintings visually 
accurate by meticulously studying photo-
graphs, carefully establishing points of per-
spective, and using precise painting and 
glazing techniques. What Parrish sought 
for The Dream Garden was what he sought 
for all his paintings—an effect of illusion, 
where the viewer would be transported 
beyond the picture plane into a lifelike fan-
tasy. The Dream Garden was extremely per-
sonal for Parrish. He considered it his gar-
den. It was an extension of his heart's desire 
for The Oaks. It was, in fact, so personal 
that it has even been suggested that the com-
media dell'arte masks the artist placed in 
the foreground are a form of self-portrai-
ture. Did Parrish paint himself into his own 
fantastical world? 

The very nature of mosaic is, of course, 
fragmentation. Parrish's preparatory paint-
ing was reduced to 260 color tones, which 
could not compare to his original rendering. 
Tellingly, a number of years later, when asked 
for advice on furniture for the lobby, Parrish 
recommended that, in addition to the already 
extant reflecting pool, perhaps small foun-
tains and carved balustrades placed in front  

of the mosaic and low pots filled with box 
plants on either side would suffice. Anything 
more delicate or flowery would "contrast 
unpleasantly with the formal artificial flow-
ers of the glass." 

Since the moment of its unveiling there 
have been many who have disagreed with 
Parrish's personal assessment. In 1998, pub-
lic affection for the mosaic rose to a peak 
when a spirited public campaign was mount-
ed to halt the private sale and removal of The 
Dream Garden by the estate of the develop-
er John W. Merriam. Ownership of the mosa-
ic had transferred to Merriam with the pur-
chase of the Curtis Building and most of the 
furnishings and contents of the Curtis 
Publishing Company in 1968. By then, pop-
ular magazines, which depended on low cost 
and high circulation, were faced with the 
competition of newer media such as photo-
journalism and television: The Saturday 
Evening Post ended publication in 1963, and 
The Ladies' Home Journal was acquired in 
1986 by the Meredith Corporation. 

Merriam owned the Curtis Building from 
1968 to 1984. However, the resale of the 
building to the Kevin E Donohoe Company 
in August of 1984 did not include title to 
the mosaic itself. This complicated the own-
ership of The Dream Garden upon the death 
of Merriam in 1994, whose estate was divid-
ed among several beneficiaries: his widow 
and sole executor, Elizabeth C.L. Merriam, 
the University of Pennsylvania, the 
University of the Arts, Bryn Mawr College, 
and the Pennsylvania Academy of the Fine 
Arts. Collectively, the four institutions 
owned 59 percent. A public outcry ensued 
when Mrs. Merriam and her heirs began 
negotiating the mosaic's sale and removal 
to an unknown buyer in 1998. 
In 1999, the Philadelphia Historical 
Commission, attempting to prevent its 
removal, designated The Dream Garden a 
"historic object." Media attention about the 
subsequent legal appeals highlighted the 
importance of the mosaic to Philadelphians. 
The Philadelphia Inquirer went as far as to 
state: "To remove the Dream Garden would 
be an act of sacrilege, equivalent to selling off 
one of the Calder fountains on Benjamin 
Franklin Parkway, or perhaps tearing out 
the ceiling of the Sistine Chapel for sale to 
the highest bidder." 

Upon the death of Mrs. Merriam in May 
2001, the four institutions that were bene-
ficiaries became co-executors of the Merriam  

estate. Publicly in agreement that the mosa-
ic should not leave Philadelphia, their com-
bined majority ownership and legal status 
prevented the mosaic's removal. The mat-
ter of ownership was finally settled on 
November 6, 2001, when the Pew Chari-
table Trusts provided funding to the 
Pennsylvania Academy of the Fine Arts to 
purchase the remaining financial interest 
held privately by John W. Merriam's fam-
ily. The remaining three organizations that 
had also inherited interest in the mosaic 
unanimously donated their share to the 
Pennsylvania Academy. This generous and 
elegant solution resulted in full ownership 
of The Dream Garden by the Academy in 
trust for the people of the City of Phila-
delphia. "The Dream Garden is a celebration 
of artistic achievement that has been a 
renowned part of Philadelphia's history for 
85 years," said Rebecca W. Rimel, president 
of the Pew Charitable Trusts. "We are 
pleased to be able to work with area cul-
tural and academic institutions and the 
Merriam estate to assure such a great mas-
terpiece will remain on public display in 
Philadelphia for the benefit of all genera-
tions to come." 

Before the unveiling of The Dream Garden 
in the foyer of the Curtis Publishing 
Company Building, Parrish made the fol-
lowing statement, with some rancor, to Bok, 
whom he accused of orchestrating the entire 
process: "Tiffany and I are only instruments 
who helped carry out the dreams of a mas-
termind." And yet, as the subsequent pub-
lic support for the mosaic demonstrates, we 
can be grateful that Bok persevered to make 
Abbey's Grove into Parrish and Tiffany's 
Garden. From its inception, and many years 
after its completion, the fate of The Dream 
Garden was fraught with setbacks, artistic 
conflicts, and legal disputes. In the end, 
however, Tiffany's final words, which were 
printed in the brochure at the work's unveil-
ing, ring true: "I trust it may stand in years 
to come . . . as something worthy [that] has 
been produced for the benefit of mankind, 
and may serve as an incentive to others to 
carry even farther the true mission of the 
mosaic." 

Kim Sajet is Senior Vice President of Museum 
and Public Programs at the Pennsylvania 
Academy of the Fine Arts. 
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ON JUNE 7, 2004, WILL RENO AND DAVID SCHUMAN, BOTH CLASS OF 1984, REACHED TH 

SUMMIT OF MT. MCKINLEY IN ALASKA, WHICH, AT 20,320 FEET, IS THE HIGHEST POINT IN NORTH 

AMERICA. WHILE A LONG WAY FROM HAVERFORD, THEIR EXPERIENCES BROUGHT THEM IN TOUCH 

WITH THE COLLEGE IN MORE WAYS THAN ONE. HERE IS AN ACCOUNT OF THEIR ADVENTURES. 

Its 20 degrees below zero at 17,200 feet 
at high camp on Mount McKinley—
without windchill that is. I'm inside a 
-40° rated sleeping bag alongside my col-
lege roommate and climbing partner, Will 
Reno, in a winter storm-rated tent at 12 
a.m., unable to sleep due to the brightness 
of the sky in the Alaskan summer, the lack 
of oxygen at high altitude, and apprehen-
sion about the planned 12-hour climb 
tomorrow to the summit of Mt. McKinley, 
known as Denali ("the high one" in native 
Athabascan) to the climbing community. 
I'm wondering what in the world caused 
us both to miss our 20th reunion at 
Haverford to spend four weeks on an expe-
dition with the very real possibility of frost-
bite, crevasse falls, serious injury, and 
death. It was a very interesting route to get 
here, one which we couldn't have taken 
were it not for Haverford. 

They say chance favors the prepared 
mind. After Haverford, and law school, I 
came to work for NASA, the National 
Aeronautics & Space Administration, at 
a field Center just outside Washington, 
D.C. Minus a year on Capitol Hill on a 
fellowship, I'd spent the better part of a 
career doing government contracts, litiga-
tion, and all manner of work for a very 
interesting set of clients — world-class 
scientists and engineers. Through the 
Hubble Space Telescope Project, man-
aged at the Center, I came to appreciate 
some of the extremely talented people 
who work on this activity, both on the 
ground and in space, in particular the 
astronauts who performed servicing mis-
sions to upgrade the telescope. For a lib-
eral arts graduate interested in science, 
it doesn't get much better and I'm 
extremely grateful for the small liberal- 
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arts college that helped me get to this 
position. 

Along the way, my roommate, Will 
Reno, now an associate professor of polit-
ical science at Northwestern University in 
Chicago, where he studies non-State armed 
groups, had asked me on many occasions 
to join him on various expeditions such 
as arctic treks, winter camping, and climb-
ing. While Will was now very experienced, 
I'd managed to avoid all but one of these 
adventures. A few years ago, we climbed 
Aconcagua in Argentina, which is the high- 

est mountain outside the Himalaya. A 
three-day storm near the summit prevent-
ed our reaching the top, but all the plan-
ning, use of equipment, and adversity pro-
vided me with much-needed experience. 

In October 2003, I was very lucky to be 
selected to serve a detail assignment as 
Executive Officer to the Chief of Staff, in 
the Office of the Administrator, at NASA 
Headquarters. It was the thrill of a lifetime 
to see how the Agency functioned at the 
highest level, especially during a very crit-
ical time following the Space Shuttle 

Columbia accident. The President came to 
NASA Headquarters in January 2004 to 
announce a major new initiative to return 
to the moon and ultimately explore Mars. 
Official activities aside, I was lucky to meet 
some amazing individuals, including 
NASA's Chief Scientist and astronaut, John 
Grunsfeld. John had flown in space four 
times, performed many of the spacewalks 
servicing Hubble, and was the last human 
being to touch the telescope in orbit, per-
forming one of the most difficult tasks—
changing out the power control unit. 
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Surviving Denali 

I mentioned to him that I had seen a short 
profile about him in the magazine NASA 
Vision, and that the article had mentioned 
that one of his hobbies was mountaineer-
ing. 

John mentioned that he was planning 
to climb Mt. McKinley next summer, hav-
ing tried twice before unsuccessfully. I told 
him that while I was a beginner, I had 
climbed Aconcagua with a college room-
mate, and that Denali was definitely on the 
to-do list. I expressed my reservations, 
knowing that Denali, while non-technical 
for the most part, can be a very dangerous 
mountain, due to extreme weather condi-
tions and high altitude. Several people die 
each season on Denali. Approximately 
20,000 people have tried to climb it and 
just over half have been successful. On his 
last attempt, John spent the better part of 
a week at 17,200 feet, pinned down by 
extremely cold temperatures and very high  

winds. He was highly experienced and 
highly motivated to try again. I figured if 
ever there was a time to climb Mt. 
McKinley, this was it. 

We spent the next few months trying 
to round up a group of experienced, phys-
ically fit, motivated climbers, who could 
take four weeks off from their day jobs to 
climb a mountain. Its not easy. One of our 
prospects hit a squirrel while training on 
his bicycle. The squirrel lodged in the front 
wheel, jammed against the fork, and threw 
him over the handlebars. While nothing 
was broken, he feared the risk of not being 
in perfect condition would prejudice our 
chances and dropped out. Small injuries 
or equipment failure can be deadly serious 
on Denali, where the high altitude and 
extreme weather can prevent outside res-
cue. When John eventually met Will in my 
office, knowing the risks of high-altitude 
mountaineering, his first words were, "So 

I have to ask you, do you have all your fin-
gers and toes?" 

Both Will and I signed on, and John 
brought along Eric Darcy, Lead Battery 
Engineer for the Space Shuttle at the 
Johnson Space Center in Houston. Eric 
had actually worked on the glove heaters 
which John used as part of his spacesuit 
in orbit. (The fifth member of our group, 
an experienced climbing friend of John's, 
began the expedition but developed pul-
monary edema at approximately 10,000 
feet, a condition which can be fatal, and 
had to descend. He helped escort an 
injured Eastern European climber off the 
mountain and eventually received an award 
from the National Park Service.) Our team 
spent the better part of the next few 
months planning logistics, obtaining sup-
plies and equipment, and training. 

Equipment for high-altitude moun-
taineering is out of the ordinary, to say the 

Plastic 611E1[0[1'S sleds (tIM 011111 piece Of E[Iiiipirgiit I purchased fro 

the scene at base camp on Mt. McKinle, 
	

I hree light, single-engine planes with skids, on 
June 2004, with the airplane runway an 

	
runway at base camp'on Mt. McKinley, 7,200 fe,  

Mt Foraker, 17,400 feet, the hackgro' 	 with Mt. Hunter, approximately 14 790 feet, it 
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least, and not cheap. Considerations which 
have no place in ordinary life take on new 
meaning when planning this kind of expe-
dition. No cotton of any kind is allowed, 
since it soaks up perspiration, which can 
freeze and kill. Skis require special 
adjustable bindings and "skins" for trav-
eling uphill. Plastic children's sleds (the 
only piece of equipment I purchased from 
the local grocery store) need modifications 
to accept metal runners. The head of a 
lightweight aluminum ice-axe gets 
wrapped in foam to prevent fingers freez-
ing to the metal. Redundant pairs of polar-
ized glacier glasses protect against snow 
blindness. Water bottles get wrapped in 
insulating blankets. In order to avoid 
embarrassing mistakes in the middle of the 
night, pee bottles are carefully selected to 
distinguish them from water bottles by 
color and shape. (Both water bottles and 
pee bottles are kept inside sleeping bags at 

night to avoid frozen disasters by morn-
ing.) Weight considerations govern every-
thing. We spent many hours before depar-
ture from Anchorage examining and 
discarding non-essential items. Our trip 
leader lectured me for taking along two 
paperback books. 

In late May, we arrived at Talkeetna, 
Alaska, approximately two hours north of 
Anchorage, a fabled mountaineering town 
about four blocks long, filled with climb-
ing memorabilia and tourist shops. One 
restaurant we stopped in had a signed 
poster, "The Second Search Party for 
Naomi Uemura," referencing a highly 
accomplished Japanese explorer who dis-
appeared on Denali and whose body was 
never found. Summit photos were every-
where we looked. My intimidation level 
increased. 

We stopped at the National Park Service 
Ranger Station for the mandatory safety  

briefing and took in some of the more 
daunting statistics. On arrival, we saw that 
1,197 climbers had pre-registered that sea-
son, 379 were currently climbing, 75 had 
concluded their expeditions, and only 15 
had summitted—a 20-percent success rate. 
We returned to the airport, checked our 
supplies and equipment, and waited for 
the call from Talkeetna Air Taxi. "Dress for 
the glacier!" our trip leader yelled out. 

Climbers attempting the West Buttress 
route, the most common on Denali, fly 
light aircraft 45 minutes from Talkeetna 
to base camp at 7,200 feet. We took a 
Cessna 185 that seemed to emphasize 
every bump. While the view on the way 
in was breathtaking, I'd be lying if I didn't 
say this was one of the scariest parts of the 
trip. Pilots fly visual flight rules only, just 
above the mountain tops and below the 
cloud cover. Due to the configuration of 
the glacier landing strip between adjoin- 

][oconi store) Hod modifications to accept metal 111111101S. 

From Denalibase camp, a view of Mt. Hunter, 
approximately 14,750 feet, 

 

Descending from an intermediate camp on the way up 
Denali, Eric, John, Will, and Dave, after caching sup-
plies (burying in the snow for later). Sleds and haul 
bags are attached to backpacks on the way down. 
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Haverford College Class of 1984, celebrating a 20th 
reunion at 14,500 feet on Mt. McKinley. 

< With clouds visible below, Eric and Will roped 
together high on the West Buttress route on Mt. 

Surviving Denali 

ing peaks, there is no room for aborted 
landings. I felt I was nearly on top of the 
pilot as I watched him lower the land-
ing skids using a hand crank. After land-
ing, climbers help turn the plane around 
and watch it depart, feeling for the first 
time the sense of isolation and appre-
hension about what they're about to 
attempt. 

Because the climbing season on Denali 
is not much longer than 45 days due to 
the weather, the isolation at base camp is 
not complete. In fact, we met other 
climbers from all over the world who were 
waiting for a flight out, or who had just 
flown in. The international aspect of high-
altitude mountaineering is fascinating, 
and we saw flags from many other coun-
tries. Eric and Will were able to talk to 
other climbers in French and Russian. 
While acclimatizing to the new altitude 
for several days, we practiced safety skills  

such as roping together, checking each 
other's harnesses, and crevasse rescue 
techniques. 

The climb from base camp to summit 
on Denali is the longest continuous stretch 
of any mountain in the world, greater even 
than Mt. Everest. The idea is to climb slow, 
making multiple ascents to cache supplies 
and equipment while descending to sleep 
low. This allows time for the body to adjust 
to the altitude by making subtle changes 
in blood chemistry. Even so, it is very tough 
going. 

On the lower portions of the mountain, 
we carried 70-pound packs while pulling 
sleds full of equipment, all this while roped 
together on skis. The ratio of pack weight 
to sled weight changed as we reached steep-
er elevations until eventually, at 11,000 feet, 
we took off our skis, unloaded the sleds, 
and buried equipment and supplies for the 
return trip. We stopped every hour for  

short food, water, and bathroom breaks, 
with strict instructions from John not to 
share water bottles. An intestinal illness 
can stop an expedition just as easily as 
equipment failure. At lower altitudes on 
Denali, climbers heave solid waste in plas-
tic bags into nearby crevasses. At higher 
altitudes, other than temporary latrines at 
the main camps, the Park Service requires 
all climbers to use a portable waste con-
tainer and carry all waste back down to 
base camp. This keeps the mountain rela-
tively clean since low temperatures can 
preserve anything indefinitely. Rule was 
last person to use the container had to 
carry it on his sled. 

Our daily routine consisted of waking 
up, brushing the frost particles off nearly 
everything inside the tent (due to the tem-
perature differential), applying sunscreen, 
dressing in multiple layers of polypropy-
lene and Gore-Tex, drinking hot cocoa and 

the Chrh IMF base carp to summit Oil Denali is the longest CORII1HOUS Stl-etc 
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View from approximately 15,500 feet on Mt. McKinley, looking down 
toward the cluster of expedition tents and ranger station at 14,200 feet. 
The path from the right leads in to camp, the one toward the viewer goes 
up the Headwall, one of the steepest sections on Denali, and the one to the 
left approaches the sharp edge of the plateau, followed by one of the 
largest drops in all of mountaineering, called the Edge of the World. 

Looking down on the clouds 
at approximately 16,000 feet 
on Mt. McKinley. Flags mark-
ing the team's cache site with 
supplies for the return trip are 
visible in the foreground. 

HAVERFORD 

eating breakfast, striking camp, packing 
sleds, checking harnesses and ropes, and 
pushing off. Even with careful prepara-
tion, due to the high altitude and constant 
sun, we all got sunburned — including in 
places I didn't think could get sunburned, 
such as inside our nostrils and through 
thin undergarments. At each campsite, 
when we weren't lucky enough to find 
existing conditions from previous climbers, 
with shovels and snow saws we excavat-
ed shallow pits and constructed snow walls 
around our two tents to protect against 
high winds. Many an unsecured tent on 
Denali has sailed off into the sunset, end-
ing an expedition. 

We passed famous landmarks along the 
route — "Ski Hill," "the Kahiltna Hilton," 
and "Motorcycle Hill," before arriving at 
the main high camp at 14,500 feet, com-
plete with ranger station, medical tent, and 
weather board. On the latter was written: 

of Eli [run t 
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Surviving Denali 

We took a rest day at 14,500 feet to visit 
"The Edge of the World," an abrupt drop-
off from camp with stunning views. At 
more than 7,000 feet, it's one of the great-
est single drops in all of mountaineering. 
We saw clouds below us and crevasse fields 
on the glacier, more than a mile below I 
was struck by the contrast between such 
incredible beauty and such inhospitable 
conditions. There is a saying in moun-
taineering that certain places one can "only 
visit." How true that is. Other than the 
other expeditions camped nearby, tem-
porarily safe in their tents with limited food 
and equipment, there was absolutely no 
life whatsoever on that high-altitude gla-
cier. It was essentially a permanent frozen 
desert—no birds, no bugs, no plant life, 
no animal life of any kind. 

After the ranger station, we tackled 
one of the hardest parts of the climb, the 
infamous "Headwall," a stretch of the  

mountain so steep that the rangers had 
affixed semi-permanent guide ropes for 
the season. We used special equipment 
called ascenders, which slid up the rope 
but locked to prevent sliding back down. 
Our crampons, specialized steel spikes 
attached to our boots, gripped the 
45-to-60-degree slope. Eventually, we 
reached the next cache site at 16,000 
feet, where Eric and I met two highly 
experienced female climbers who were 
descending from the summit, having 
climbed the more difficult Cassin Ridge 
route from the opposite direction, the 
first time a team of two women has 
climbed that famous route. 

Finally, we reached high camp at 17,200 
feet, just below "Denali Pass," another 
steep section on the route to the summit. I 
was absolutely exhausted at this point and 
spent a rest day in camp while John, Eric, 
and Will went to retrieve supplies below. 

While in camp, I was visited by a solo 
Japanese climber on his way up. With lim-
ited communication, I offered congratula-
tions and best wishes, thinking to myself 
this guy is absolutely crazy. Four is usual-
ly the recognized minimum number of 
climbers on Denali. With any small equip-
ment failure or accident, a solo climber on 
Denali is often a dead climber. 

There are actually quite a few crazy peo-
ple on the mountain. Because it's relative-
ly accessible, following payment of the 
$150 permit fee and a safety briefing, any-
one can climb McKinley. On the way up 
Denali Pass, we were passed by a group of 
lightly dressed, unroped European climbers 
who said, somewhat shockingly, "Sorry, we 
have to go fast because we're cold." We 
later heard stories back at base camp of a 
Taiwanese climber left lying on his pack 
overnight by his friends following a fall. 
Rumor had it he survived—but barely. 

The ITO lifipitdilt thing In Toutmong is not Ong to the top. 
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17,200 feet on Mt. McKinley. The path up Denali Pass is 	below, at approximately 11:30 p.m. A life-changin,, 
visible on the right. 	 experience. 

View from high on Mt. McKinley looking down r 
At. Foraker, itself 17,400 feet. Crevasse fields ar' 
risible 7000 feet below on the Kahiltna Glacie 

»On top of North America, Will displaying the flan 

along with some interesting icicles. 
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At last it came time for the summit 
attempt. I had prepared myself for disap-
pointment. The most important thing in 
mountaineering is not getting to the top. 
It's getting back down with everything in 
working order. The idea is to climb as high 
as possible while keeping everybody as 
safe as possible. Everything else is gravy. 
There are countless stories of moun-
taineers catching "summit fever" close to 
the top, and continuing on when they 
should have turned back. We had good 
luck. The day was bright and sunny. We 
were rested and ready to go. We left at 
around 11:30 a.m., anticipating a 12-hour 
round trip. I had five layers on my feet 
including liner socks, wool socks, special 
Intuition boot liners, plastic mountaineer-
ing boots, and neoprene overboots, all 
wrapped in crampons. 

On the way up, a storm developed and 
followed just behind us. Our trip leader  

said, "It's all new to me from here," and we 
kept going. We reached the famous 
"Football Field," a several-hundred-yard 
plateau 300 feet from the summit. Clouds 
were all around us. I was coughing nearly 
constantly and could barely talk. I thought 
I was going to pass out. 

At last, I heard a call from John, who 
was first on the rope ahead of me, "Hey 
guys, I have some bad news! There's 
nowhere else to go but down!" We had 
reached the top. It was June 7, 2004, 
which, oddly enough, was 91 years to the 
day of the first successful summit by 
Hudson Stuck. I was incredibly relieved 
and apprehensive at the same time. I knew 
we had several hours to make the descent 
back to our tent. Most accidents in moun-
taineering happen on the descent. "Let's 
take the pictures and get going," I said. I 
brushed off the summit marker, a small 
aluminum disk on the ground, which was  

partially covered by snow. Some people say 
you can see all the way to the Pacific Ocean 
from the top of Denali. We looked around. 
It was cloudy in every direction and we 
couldn't see a thing. I joked that we'd have 
to come back again for the view. 

After a stop at the medical tent on the 
way down to examine my constant cough, 
we encountered the coldest, windiest part 
of the trip at aptly named "Windy Corner." 
Our sled runners refused to grab and our 
loads twisted ahead of us on the rope going 
downhill. We retreated back down, count-
ing the time to base camp. The trek back 
along the glacier seemed almost endless. 
After multiple false plateaus, actually head-
ing uphill to base camp along "Heartbreak 
Hill," we pulled in to base camp for the 
ride back to Talkeetna in a 1950s vintage 
De Havilland Beaver. After nearly four 
weeks without a shower, we looked for-
ward to civilization. 
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The author on the summit of Mt. McKinley, 20,320 feet, Jun, 

91 years to the day of the first successful ascent. Note the ft 
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32 Haverford Magazine 



he happy 
amp, with Mt. McKinley in 
he background. Displaying 
he NASA flag are David 
;chuman, Will Reno (both 
laverford Class of 1984), 
long with Eric Darcy and 
rip leader John Grunsfeld 

3,,;:u. 4.14 UR': 

ley from the Talkeetna 
Air Taxi De Havilland 
Beaver on the flight out 
from base camp. The 
entire area was much 
greener four weeks after 
we had flown in 

team back at the National 
Park Service Ranger Station in Talkeetna, 
Alaska—Dave, Will, John, and Eric. A photo 
of the Hubble Space Telescope is visible just 
over Eric's left shoulder. John presented a 
flown-in-space patch from one of his 
missions to the rangers. 
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Back in town we visited Colby Coombs, 
a friend of John's who runs a mountaineer-
ing school and has written several books. 
We had a nice salmon dinner and talked 
to many adventurers with significant 
exploits, including one who was attempt-
ing Denali as the final peak of the Seven 
Summits (the highest mountains on each 
continent), and one who had walked to 
the South Pole. John gave a slide show on 
space exploration and was later interviewed 
by the local TV station for the evening 
news as the first astronaut atop Denali. 

All in all, we were extremely fortunate. 
I had planned for two or three severe 
storms and truly extreme sub-zero tem-
peratures. We didn't have either. I thought 
we'd have only a small chance at the sum-
mit, but four out of five made it and all of 
us returned safely. As if to emphasize our 
good luck, three Americans were killed in  

a rock slide at Windy Corner in late June, 
the same route we traveled. 

There's another saying in mountaineer-
ing, "The mind remembers, the body for-
gets." Climbing Mt. McKinley was the 
hardest thing I've ever done, almost like 
running a marathon for three weeks 
straight. It was a life-changing experience. 
Back at work behind the desk, I couldn't 
help but think of all the things one could 
do in life if only the day job didn't get in 
the way. I was surprised at the large num-
ber of co-workers who followed our expe-
dition and wanted to hear stories, experi-
encing vicariously the adventure we 
enjoyed. 

The stark but unforgiving beauty of 
Denali made me forget about all the day-
to-day pressures of normal life. It's a good 
lesson to learn, especially in a pre-profes-
sional environment like Haverford, as well  

as in the post-professional world. The right 
balance between work and life, or between 
steady ascent and falling off a frozen ridge, 
is one thing you don't learn in college. On 
the other hand, I'm very grateful for the 
start I got at a small liberal-arts college on 
the Main Line that allowed me to climb up 
and down Denali with some extraordinary 
people. Thank you, Haverford. 

Eric Darcy and Will Reno have returned to 
their positions at the Johnson Space Center 
and Northwestern University, respectively. 
David Schuman is now a lawyer at NASA 
Headquarters. John Grunsfeld is presently in 
Star City, Moscow, where he is training for 
an upcoming flight to the International Space 
Station. They're not sure about their next 
adventure. 
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A new political science course 

An Insider's Guide to Urban Politics 

$ 

- 

L
ast fall, McGovern fulfilled his prom-
ise by introducing Political Science 
325, Grassroots Politics in Phila-

delphia, to the Haverford curriculum. The 
course gives students at both Haverford and 
Bryn Mawr the opportunity to turn their 
education into action by serving intern-
ships with government and non-profit 
agencies in Philadelphia and sharing their 
experiences in the classroom. 

The seeds of Grassroots Politics were 
planted in the fall of 2003, when McGovern 
collaborated with fellows at Haverford 
House, a program in which recent gradu- 

ates live together in Philadelphia and vol-
unteer at various agencies around the city. 
"Some of them reached out to faculty mem-
bers interested in developing stronger ties 
between the College and city," says 
McGovern, who discussed with the fellows 
ideas for a course that would connect stu-
dents with Philadelphia non-profits. He 
fashioned a class proposal that was 
approved by the faculty, and last summer 
he intensified his search for appropriate 
organizations to host students as interns. 
"I wanted a variety of organizations: gov-
ernment agencies to give an insider's per- 
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sends students into the field as interns for government and community organizations in Philadelphia. 
by Brenna McBride 

"I've always believed in experien-
tial learning and social service oppor-
tunities," says Assistant Professor of 
Political Science Steve McGovern. A 
longtime student of urban politics and 
co-author of the book Urban Policy 
Reconsidered: Dialogues on the Problems 
and Prospects of American Cities, 
McGovern believes that the best way 
to understand the dynamics of city 
government and citizen activism is to 
view them from the inside out. When 
he came to Haverford five years ago, 
he made a commitment to develop 
course work that combined academics 
with service learning. 

spective on urban politics and policy, pub-
lic interest groups and community-based 
organizations involved with grassroots 
organizing so students will have opportu-
nities to get out into the field and interact 
with ordinary citizens mobilizing around 
issues critically important to them and their 
neighborhoods," he says. He was especially 
interested in finding groups that covered 
issues related to housing and development, 
education, poverty and welfare policy, and 
economic development: "In my view these 
issues are absolutely central to the condi-
tion of American cities today" 

He had an enthusiastic response from 
the organizations he contacted. "The gen-
eral consensus was, 'Sure, I'd love to have 
a smart student work here one day a 
week," he laughs. From the start, it was 
important for him to make clear to the 
internship supervisors the responsibilities 
involved: "In many cases this is the first 
real work experience students will have. I 
wanted supervisors who were dependable, 
reliable, who could mentor students, 
answer questions, and provide guidance." 

McGovern ended up selecting 15 organ-
izations, one for each student who pre-reg- 

istered with the course. They include the 
Philadelphia Empowerment Zone, a federally 
funded initiative that encourages econom-
ic development in distressed neighborhoods; 
Public School Notebook, a newspaper pub-
lished several times a year dealing with con-
tentious public education issues; Empower-
ment Group, which cultivates local 
entrepreneurship in city communities; and 
the Pennsylvania Economy League, a non-
profit public policy research and develop-
ment organization. He wanted students to 
have as broad a range of experiences as pos-
sible and bring back to the classroom dif- 
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ferent kinds of perspectives—even diamet-
rically opposed views of one issue. 

For example, he assigned students to 
several organizations associated with the 
Neighborhood Transformation Initiative 
(NTI), an ambitious proposal by Phila-
delphia mayor John Street to revitalize 
inner-city neighborhoods. "In some ways 
it's controversial," says McGovern, who has 
been conducting an academic study of NTI. 
"The city devotes substantial resources to 
demolishing decaying structures, clearing 
land, and getting private developers to build 

market-rate housing then sold to middle-
class residents. The program bolsters the 
city's tax space, and succeeds in fighting 
blight, but there are also question marks: 
How many people have to be relocated, and 
what impact does this have on the neigh-
borhoods?" To examine NTI from all sides, 
he placed a student with the city govern-
ment agency responsible for implementing 
the project, and sent others to organiza-
tions decidedly less supportive of the ini-
tiative. "One is opposed to NTI because of 
the threat of displacement, believing that 

not enough affordable housing would be 
constructed for low-income residents," he 
explains. "Other groups hold more mod-
erate views, and see both the benefits and 
the drawbacks of the plan. The idea is that 
students work with these organizations, 
learn a lot about NTI from different per-
spectives, and come back to the class and 
report about their experiences." 

Grassroots Politics in Philadelphia is one 
of Haverford's more demanding courses. 
The seminar meets once a week on Monday 
evenings for two and a half hours, and stu- 

"I heard a lot of good things 
about the class, and about Steve," 
testifies  Jesse O'Dunne '06, 
a political science major from 
Saratoga Springs, N.Y. "That he's 
a lot of work, but that you get so 
much out of it." The idea 
of going into the com- 
munity and experiencing 
"what really goes on," 
and of applying academ- 
ic analysis to the experi-
ence, seems really inno-
vative, O'Dunne averred. "It's 
sort of what I came to Haverford 
for." He didn't want the more 
formulaic "lecturing" education 
many schools — even ostensibly 
liberal arts institutions — still 
offer. 

"So far the course work and 
field experience remind me of the 
one practical job I've done so far in 
politics and 'grass roots' activity—
this was back home; I got involved 
with the campaign of incumbent 

Mayor Ken Klotz of Saratoga 
Springs." He was a Democrat who 
lost "by a small margin" to a super-
powered Republican candidate: 
"They're just better at advertising," 
Jesse chortles. "It doesn't have 
much to do with discussing real 
issues at all . ." 

O'Dunne interned with the 
Afterschool Activities Partner-
ships, which tries to coordi-
nate programs available to area 
high school and middle school 
kids to amuse, teach and chan-

nel their energy: "Chess 
is big right now. Yeah, 
it's all over. I mean, it 
seems you'd expect it in 
some places more than 
others, but I was sur-
prised. It seems to be a 

game everyone wants a piece 
of at the moment. For one 
thing, it pays off. Research 
shows us that chess players' 
math skills improve dramati-
cally." 

—John Lombardi 

The idea of going into the com-
munity and experiencing "what 
really goes on," and of applying 
academic analysis to the experi-
ence, seems really innovative. 
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dents are asked to commit eight hours a 
week to their internships. "It's a longer time 
commitment than a typical course at 
Haverford or Bryn Mawr, and I went out of 
my way to alert students to this fact," says 
McGovern. "As a result, I ended up with 
15 students who said this was exactly what 
they wanted. They knew it would be tough 
but also an unusual, innovative opportu-
nity. They're a terrific bunch of students, 
smart, highly motivated. It's one of the best 
classes I have ever had." 

In the first six weeks, students are given 

an introduction to urban politics both in 
Philadelphia and across the country. 
Through assigned readings they learn more 
about Philadelphia's past and present hard 
times and the ways in which American cities 
responded to the urban crisis of the late 20th 
century They also read Robert Fisher's Let 
the People Decide, a historical overview of 
organizing in American cities over the last 
century, and Mark Warren's Dry Bones 
Rattling: Community Building to Revitalize 
American Democracy, which deals with con-
temporary grassroots activism in Texas and 

the southeastern United States. "The read-
ings get students thinking about various 
strategies for mobilizing ordinary folks, and 
what might and might not work in 
Philadelphia," says McGovern. 

The second segment of the class focus-
es on policy issues, and the structure of 
the course itself alters. "The first six weeks 
are traditional in that the professor takes 
primary responsibility for assigning read-
ings," says McGovern. "In the second seg-
ment students take more responsibility for 
assigning articles and leading discussions." 

- 
' 

Ben Koski '06,  a Growth and 
Structure of Cities major at Bryn 
Mawr, may have spent 12 years 
in well-populated Thousand 
Oaks, Calif., but now lives in the 
quintessential small town—Old 
Lyme, Conn., where summer 
residents outnumber the 
year-rounders. Never-
theless, he has always 
been intrigued by cities, 
by urban culture and soci-
ety and the interaction between 
people in urban neighborhoods. 
"Out of this grew my interest in 
policy issues," he says. "That's 
really the way to affect cities." 
He was drawn to Grassroots 
Politics in Philadelphia because 
he felt it would offer him a fresh 

perspective on city issues: "I had 
been looking at them from the 
view of an urban administrator, 
from the top down. I wanted to 
see them from the bottom up." 

Koski interned at the Pen-
nsylvania Economy League 

(PEL), where he concentrated 
on two assignments. The first, 
called the "Neighborhood 
Definitions Project," determined 
new ways to analyze Phila-
delphia census data by evaluat-
ing three of the city's definition 
systems and deciding which one 

would provide the best repre-
sentation of city neighborhoods' 
boundaries. The second project 
involved educational attain-
ment, part of the larger Know-
ledge Industry Partnership 
Project, which plans to make 

Philadelphia more attrac-
tive to knowledge indus-
try firms looking for 
urban/suburban areas of 
high educational attain-

ment. "The ultimate goal is fur-
thering Philadelphia's econom-
ic development," says Koski. 

Koski wants to pursue jour-
nalism as a career, but first 
would like to work for a city 
government agency and put his 
academic work in context. He  

feels it's vital for students at 
Haverford and Bryn Mawr to 
connect with Philadelphia, not 
just through internships and vol-
unteer opportunities. "The pol-
icy issues we study in the social 
sciences are abstract and not 
often applied to the things hap-
pening in Philadelphia," he says. 
"This is one of the more inter-
esting American cities because 
there are problems, but also 
innovative solutions. It's a 
tremendous resource for stu-
dents in the social sciences." 

— B. M. 

Out of this grew my interest 
in policy issues. That's really the 
way to affect cities. 
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During the last six weeks the students take 
further control of the class content, offer-
ing presentations on semester-long research 
projects growing out of their internship 
experiences. 

"This class builds upon students' pre-
vious course work in political science and 
urban studies," says McGovern. "When 
they get out into the field and experience 
the issues firsthand, those issues come alive 
and take on greater meaning. They see the 
issues in a different way, and have addi-
tional ideas about how to resolve them in 

ways that even academics haven't fully con-
sidered. They're on the cutting edge of 
strategies to revitalize American cities." 

Although the country's urban land-
scapes still face some overwhelming prob-
lems, the good news, according to 
McGovern, is that many cities have stabi-
lized over the last decade. Crime rates have 
fallen dramatically, and "center city" dis-
tricts are experiencing a revival (though 
inner city neighborhoods are slower to 
improve). Citizens have taken a greater 
interest in politics and become increasingly 

active in local government through com-
munity-based organizing. 

Among those active in Philadelphia's 
revitalization—and whose organizations 
are hosting McGovern's students as 
interns—are several Haverford alumni. 
David Thornburgh '81 is executive direc-
tor of the Pennsylvania Economy League. 
Jenny Hamilton '88 is executive director 
of Afterschool Activities Partnerships. 
Andy Frishkoff '88 is economic develop-
ment director of the Philadelphia 
Empowerment Zone, and became inter- 

You have no idea how the sight of 
rusting hulks with weeds growing 
out of them blights people's feel-
ings and visions of themselves. 

Nat Vogel '06  is another poli 
sci major. His affiliation was with 
the Neighborhood Transforma-
tion Initiative, which oversees 
the city's neighborhood revital-
ization program: "One thing the 
NTI did was help Mayor 
Street with his first cam-
paign promise—to get 
the junk cars off the 
streets. You have no idea 
how the sight of rusting 
hulks with weeds growing out 
of them blights people's feelings 
and visions of themselves—not 
to mention affects property val-
ues . . NTI helped the mayor 
get rid of 40,000 cars! If you 
lined them up, you'd go from 
Philadelphia to Ohio. 

"So far, with Steve, we've 
learned about the history of 
Philadelphia economic devel-
opment, its rise and then its 
decline. How economic trends 
were created . . . the end of the 

industrial age after WWII, fac-
tories closing, jobs pulling out, 
federal subsidies for highway 
construction, suburbanization, 
and the decline of the inner city. 
Next, of course, are strategies of 
reversal — the comeback of 
Center City, the rise of a vibrant 

arts and cultural life, which we 
already have here, and grassroots 
organizing around neighborhood 
redevelopment . ." 

Vogel, who minors in theater 
and French, liked the everyday 

drama of confronting 
urban problems as the 
best possible theater: 
"There is the drama of 
organizing city develop-
ment, and how different 

organizations design their pri-
orities; the drama of politics—
which is more and more polar-
ized at present. 

"325' just helps me get all of 
that. Its right up my alley" 

—J. L. 
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ested in issues of homelessness and pover-
ty as a Haverford student, when he was a 
weekly volunteer at a city shelter. "This 
class gives students a greater under-
standing of community politics and com-
munity-government interaction, removed 
from an 'ivory tower' approach," he says. 
"It's important for anyone interested in 
cities to see what's happening in commu-
nities; you have to look at individuals and 
groups, not just books." 

Laura Gumpert '02 is director of the 
Youth Entrepreneurship Program at the 

Empowerment Group, and runs after-
school business programs throughout 
Philadelphia. "If there had been a class like 
this when I was a student, I would have 
been very interested," she says. "You can 
read about case studies, about the chal-
lenges faced by city residents, but you need 
to be exposed to the realities of what's 
going on." She feels that it's a good expe-
rience for interns to come into Philadelphia 
every week, to work in a low-income 
neighborhood, and become more com-
fortable with the city in general. "Hopefully, 

this will encourage some students to stay 
here after graduation." 

McGovern has similar hopes for his 
Grassroots Politics in Philadelphia stu-
dents, believing that this early exposure to 
the inner sanctum of city government and 
community organizing will encourage cur-
rent Fords to become future leaders in the 
quest to transform American cities. "I 
wouldn't be surprised if, in five or 10 years, 
a number of the students taking this class 
will be directors of public-interest groups 
themselves." C) 

Melissa Osorio BMC '05 
grew up struck by the juxtapo-
sition of her relatively affluent 
suburban town of Cherry Hill, 
NJ., next to Camden, one of the 
poorest cities in the state. Her 
mother, who works for commu-
nity development in the Camden 
County Prosecutor's Office, gave 
her an insider's view of Camden's 
revitalization efforts, stoking her 
interest in urban policy: "It's one 
of the most intriguing aspects of 
American politics," she says. 

The double major in political 
science and English interned at 
the People's Emergency Center 
(PEC), a comprehensive social 
service agency and shelter for 
Philadelphia's homeless women, 
teenagers, and children that pro- 

vides food, child care, parenting 
classes, and job training, among 
other services. It was Osorio's task 
to research welfare policy issues 
pertinent to the mission of PEC; 
she particularly studied two 
possible initiatives to be 
introduced to the TANF 
(Temporary Assistance for 
Needy Families) program. 
The first was the Superwaiver 
Policy, which gives states the abil-
ity to take funds from food 
stamps or child care to pay for 
other programs, and the second 
was the Bush administration's 
Healthy Marriage Initiative, 
which emphasizes marriage as a 
solution for welfare recipien 
"Both are potentially danger 
to these recipients," says Osor 

"because if the Executive Branch 
has so much power over where 
these funds are going, they may 
neglect child care or job training. 
PEC is especially concerned that 
money will be taken away from 

housing initiatives." Osorio cre-
ated policy briefings and "hot 
topics" sheets on these and other 
issues for the director of PEC. 

"If it weren't for this intern-
ship, I might never have gotten 
such an in-depth look at welfare 
policy," she says. "Being at PEC 
and having access to research 
and legislation, you learn what 
the real issues are." She also val- 

ues her interactions with the 
women and children at the 
Center and is inspired by watch-
ing them advocate for them-
selves: "They know these issues 
better than anyone else ever 

could." 
Osorio plans to apply 

to law school in the 
future, and her experience 

at the PEC—as well as her 
friendship with the Center's pol-
icy director, herself an attorney 
for the homeless—has encour-
aged thoughts of infusing her 
legal career with public service. 
"You may not make a lot of 
money or have status, but it's 
one of the most important jobs 
you can hold," she says. 

—B. M. 
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I might never have gotten such an 
in-depth look at welfare policy. 
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Frank Conroy '58 died April 6, 2005, at his home in Iowa City, Iowa; 
he'd been Director of the Iowa Writers' Workshop for the 
last 18 years, a kind of Lee Strasberg of the craft, with 
many well-known students, among them John Irving T.C. 
Boyle, Elizabeth McCracken, Nathan Englander, and 
Jayne Anne Phillips—all of whom appeared on the 
University of Iowa campus last April to celebrate his life, 
humor; music, and work. They did it by reading selections 
from their own writing—"something Frank would have 
dug." A consummate hipster as well as an inspired crafts-
man of aurally acute prose, Conroy had a special feeling 
for the young: "Teaching writing the way he did was like 
an extension of his own writing and music playing," his 

SPRING FOR 
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second wife, Maggie Conroy, said—he earned money for 
years as a self-taught jazz piano player who jammed with 
Charlie Mingus (and was told: 'You swing.') "The young 
people made him feel hopeful." 

Following is a reprint of what is believed to be Conroy's 
first published short story ("Frank didnt squirrel stuff away," 
Mrs. Conroy said). Appearing in the 1958 issue of the 
Haverford Revue, when the author was 22, it foreshadows 
definitive Conrovia—his tactile feeling for the minutiae of 
mood; a sense of the fragility of the moment; the way 
moments show "patterns," but only retrospectively, so that 
Conroy "time" is quintessentially bluely — always finely  

comprehended but too late to do much about . . . Which 
didn't preclude bolts of joy and whole notes of wonder in 
his later works —Stop-Time (1967), a memoir; Midair 
(1985), a book of short stories; Body and Soul (1993), a 
novel; Dogs Bark but the Caravan Rolls On (2002), essays; 
and Time and Tide (2004), another non-fiction book about 
Nantucket, his favorite place in middle age. 

In addition to his work at the IWW, Frank Conroy 
taught at George Mason University, Brandeis, and M.I.T., 
and from 1982 to 1987, was director of the literature pro-
gram at the National Endowment for the Arts. 

—John Lombardi 

ALLSONby  Frank Conroy 

She thought she was awake. Yes she must be . . . that white triangle was the 
corner of the pillow, she could see it for an instant, pointing up into the darkness. 
And those black lines, they were her hair against the linen . . . yes, of course, now 
she could see, underneath the white triangle again that darkness was her hair, 
streaming off the pillow. This was not a dream. She had just been dreaming and this 
was not the same. There was her body, lying still and warm in a long hollow 
pressed in the bed. And all around her, just where the hollow began to dip, the 
tight sheet was wrinkled like the corner of an old man's eye. The perfect stillness 
seemed to be some spell. She recognized the pillow and her hair, she felt her body 
. . . and yet it was as if she were floating limply in the dim bottom of some warm 
sea, with no control of her body, no connection between her mind and her body, 
no will. She would have to move, and the spell would be broken. There was her 
finger, that would be easy. It didn't move. If she could make it move a fraction of 
an inch, just a jerk, just a tensing of the muscle, the connection would be made. 
She tried again but the finger lay motionless, still and senseless. She collected all 
her power for one burst of will, and failed. A disorganized frantic fear came over 
her swiftly . . she must not give in. There was a strange sort of comfortableness 
to the inertia, but she knew she couldn't give in to it. She must move! Her finger, 
her hand, something. Move, move, 0 God move . . . she saw her navel swelling . . . 
no . . . move, now quickly . . . singing is 

Her eyes opened. Through the open window the sunlight poured over her bed 
and into the room in flecked beams. She hunched herself up on her elbows and 
stared for a moment at the familiar surroundings. The faint sweetness of the gar-
den downstairs hung in the air. Judy, her little sister, was singing to herself in the 
bathroom across the hall. It had been a dream . . . slowly the tenseness left her 
body. She kicked off the covers and exposed herself to the direct rays of the sun that 
poured in over the white sill, warming her blue silk pajamas and enveloping her 
in a bright haze. After a moment she sat up and turned to the window. She felt 
the mattress give under her knees as she leaned out. In the distance over the trees 
she could see the slim outline of the college tower. Below, the garden spread infor-
mally. In the slight morning mist the sun was bright enough to make her squint. 
She heard the creak of the back door opening unseen beneath her, and as it 
slammed shut Romeo, the dog, trotted out in a perfectly straight line across the 
grass. The black and white of his coat stood out sharply against the background 
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of green. Alison whistled softly and then 
ducked away as the dog turned. When she 
looked again Romeo had his head up star-
ing at her window. His pink tongue dan-
gled from the side of his mouth. She could 
just make out his eyes blinking slowly. 
Quietly, she spoke. 

"Gonna catch Ro . . . catcha catcha." 
Down on the lawn his short tail began 

to wag. 
Alison got up from the bed and walked 

across the room to the closet. She unbut-
toned the top of her pajamas and had it half 
off when she heard Judy leaving the bath-
room. Quickly she covered herself again as 
her sister opened the door. She stopped, 
holding the doorknob. Alison could see her 
in the closet mirror. She didn't turn as Judy 
spoke. 

"Breakfast's ready. Mother and Father 
are already down." 

In the mirror her thin child's body 
seemed too small for the heavy pigtails. 
Their eyes met in the glass and Alison avert-
ed her glance. 

"I'm coming." 
She heard Romeo bark once from the 

garden. Judy stood at the door and Alison 
felt her watching. 

"You'd better hurry or you'll be late for 
school," she said. 

"No," Judy answered, " there isn't any 
school today, its my spring vacation." 

Alison picked up a brush from the top 
of the bureau and pulled at her hair with 
long strokes. In the mirror she saw herself 
leaning first one way and then the other 
as she shifted sides. Judy watched silently. 
The bristles cracked in her thick black 
hair as Alison lifted her head and did the 
back, up and out from the nape of her 
neck. 

"My hair's longer than yours," Judy said. 
There was no answer. After a moment 

she left, the door open behind her. Alison 
made the last stroke and replaced the brush 
on the bureau. She took off the pajama top 
and twisted sideways in front of the mir-
ror, cocking her chin over her shoulder. 
Judy was wrong . . . her hair reached all the 
way down to the small of her back, just 
above the waist. It was longer than hers. 
She lifted her arms to reach back and 
smooth it, and her breasts rose slightly from 
the tension. She decided not to wear a 
brassiere, it was too warm. 

She picked a light spring dress from the 

closet and slipped it over her head, arms 
extended. Zipping it up slowly, she was 
careful not to catch her skin in the metal 
teeth. The floor of the hall was cool and 
smooth under her bare feet. In the bath-
room she cupped her hands under the cold 
water tap and splashed her face quickly. 
The towel felt rough and good against her 
skin. As she came out into the hall she 
could hear them talking underneath her. 
Judy's sporadic high-pitched laughter cut 
shrill through the house. Alison turned at 
the top of the stairs and started down. As 
she descended her mother and father and 
Judy came into view, sitting at the table 
against the French windows across the 
room. Her father looked up over the edge of 
the cup of coffee he was drinking. Her 
mother was buttering toast. As she 
approached her father swallowed quickly 
and lowered the cup. His voice grew loud-
er as he smiled. 

"Well here she is at last . . ." She bent 
over and kissed his cheek, rough against 
her lips. His voice seemed to explode in her 
ear. ". . . I thought I might miss you this 
morning, sweetheart." 

She straightened up and then took her 
seat opposite Judy. Her mother, thin and 
gray in her dressing gown, shook a little 
silver bell for the maid. 

"Good morning, Alison," she said. 
"Morning." 
Judy was talking to her father about 

dinosaurs as Alison drank her orange juice. 
Alison wondered vaguely what they were 
. . . she had heard her mother several times 
telling people that Judy knew all about 
them. She would laugh as she said it, but 
Alison could feel that somehow they must 
be important. She told herself that she must 
remember this time and ask someone what 
they were. Her mother handed her a cup 
of coffee, which she accepted silently. Her 
eyes were drawn almost automatically to 
the front of her mother's dressing gown. 
She could never remember which one had 
been taken off . . . which one was real and 
which one was false. Madge's thick black 
arm cut across her field of vision and set a 
plate of eggs before her. 

"Daddy, how come you have school 
today and I don't?" Judy asked. 

Her father looked up from the paper by 
his plate. 

"The college is different from your kind 
of school, Judy. It's privately operated while 

yours is public, the city runs it." 
"Oh, so you mean they can each have 

different rules . . ." 
"That's right." 
Alison wondered what they had done 

with it after they cut it off. Did they bury 
it? Perhaps they had just thrown it away. 
They would have to bury all of her soon . . . 
three years, she had heard from the top of 
the stairs, three years and they would have 
to bury her. The coffee was hot against her 
lips. Her father spoke across the table. 

"Edith, one of my students is coming 
over this morning to pick up some exams 
to mark . . . they're on top of the piano if 
I've left." 

Her mother nodded. His voice went on 
and with a start Alison realized from the 
change of tone that he was now talking to 
her. 

"Well sweetheart, it's a lovely day . . . 
how about getting out some of that chick-
weed in the back?" 

Judy took advantage of the moment's 
silence. 

"Mother and I are going into town to do 
the shopping . . ." she paused ". . . in the 
car." 

"Hush up, Judy . . ." her mother said 
quietly. Her father was still looking at her. 

"It'll be nice out there in the sun . . ." he 
said. Alison thought a moment. 

"Yes, alright." She could play with 
Romeo. Her father leaned back with a smile. 

"Good . . . that's fine. We'll all be doing 
something." He avoided his wife's glance. 

. . a productive day" 
After breakfast her father walked out 

into the garden to show her where she 
should work. The grass was still wet and 
tickled her bare feet. The rough tweed of 
his jacket brushed against her arm as they 
walked. She was conscious of his height 
beside her, and the way his steps were 
longer. He had his pipe between his teeth. 
She disliked the smell of the burning tobacco 
and was just about to move away a bit 
when his arm came up behind her and lay 
gently across her shoulders, pulling her 
closer to him. They stopped in front of the 
bed of flowers. His arm lifted from her back 
and he took the pipe from his mouth to 
point at the ground with its stem. 

"I stopped here when it got dark last 
night . . . there isn't very much left." She 
nodded, bent over to brush a fly off the 
back of her ear. 

Spring for Alison 

42 Haverford Magazine 



"The tools are in that . ." he pointed at 
a wheelbarrow behind the flowers ". . . 
underneath the canvas." 

They stood silent for a moment. She 
watched a fat bee circling around the bright 
colors of the thick row of plants. The cir-
cles became smaller as it chose one of the 
buds and landed. 

"Alison . ." 
The bee's body jerked convulsively and 

with a sudden darting motion it disap-
peared into the soft folds of the flower. The 
breeze bent the branches of the tree just 
over their heads, and the moving leaves fil-
tered the sun into a shifting pattern of 
blurred lights that played over the flowers 
and sparkled in the grass. Her father 
touched her arm and she saw the back of 
his hand caught for an instant in the sun. 
The brown hair looked almost blond until 
the shadow returned. 

"Alison . . your mother is going to try 
to get you to go into town to see about that 
job in the bookstore . . ." 

She found the flower again. It was trem-
bling slightly above the slender green stalk. 
The bee was still inside. 

" . . . I don't want you to go." 
With a sudden burst the bee struggled 

through the heavy petals and was gone. 
She turned to her father. 
"Alright," she said. 
"It isn't that I don't want you to have the 

job . . ." His big head bent over as he stared 
abstractly at her feet. " . . . But you know 
that mother's operation was very hard . . ." 

Alison nodded. "I don't care, it's alright." 
" . . . very hard . ." he paused, "and we 

don't know how easily she'll get over it. I'd 
rather you stay home where you can help 
your mother . . ." he looked up " . . .and 
me." She felt his hands grip her shoulders 
as he faced her. Looking in his eyes made 
her uncomfortable. "These are bad times, 
sweetheart, and you have to help . . . If you 
left me I I. . ." 

He stopped as they heard her mother's 
voice calling, thin and far away under the 
sound of the leaves. His hands tightened 
slightly and he spoke more quickly. 

"I must go, I have a class at nine," he 
smiled. "I hope some of them stay awake 
this time, its a good lecture . . . how about 
a kiss?" 

He bent over and kissed her cheek. He 
didn't take his head right away, and she 
could feel the heels of his hands on her 

arms and his fingers pressing gently on her 
shoulder blades. He turned away and start-
ed across the grass. She saw him wave to 
her mother whom she couldn't see behind 
the hedge, and then stop and turn to her. 

"Get my briefcase on the table, will you 
dear? . . . I'll meet you at the garage." She 
ran up the slight rise and as she passed he 
lifted his hand with a smile as if to swing 
at her. She saw her mother re-enter the 
house, slamming the door behind her. 
Alison slowed to a walk. The skin on her 
shoulders was warm as the sun came 
through her dress. She opened the door, 
and then suddenly, before she went in, 
turned her head to look back. Her father 
was standing in the same place. They stood 
watching each other for a moment . . . then 
he started for the garage and she entered 
the house. 

Her mother was sitting alone at the 
breakfast table with the light brown brief-
case in her hands. She looked up as Alison 
stopped before her. 

"This is what he wants, isn't it . . ." she 
held the briefcase ". . . his notes." 

"Yes, he went to get the bike." 
Alison took the case and ran out to give 

it to her father. He was waiting on his bike 
in the driveway with one foot resting on 
the ground for balance. She walked gin-
gerly over the rough gravel and he let go 
of the handle bars to receive the case. The 
front tire fell at an angle, the rubber tire 
bumping her leg. 

She stepped away as he straightened the 
wheel and pushed off, shakily at first, but 
then stronger as he gained momentum. 

"Bye-bye" he cried, glancing back. 
She waved and watched him turn the 

corner and roll down the street out of sight. 
Going back to the house she saw her moth-
er through the French windows. Romeo 
ran over the grass from the other side of 
the house and went in with Alison as she 
opened the door. He crossed the room and 
went into the kitchen where she could hear 
that Judy and Madge were doing the dish-
es. She started up the stairs but her moth-
er called to her. She stopped and turned, 
standing on the bottom steps. Her mother 
watched from across the room. 

"We're going into town . . . do you want 
to come?" 

"Oh, I don't know, I don't think so . . ." 
"You could see about that job, it might 

be fun." 

"Yes, I know, but I think I'd rather go 
some other time." 

Her mother paused for a moment, and 
then got up from the table and crossed the 
room to Alison. Her dressing gown fell open 
and her negligee flashed white as she rest-
ed her hand on the knob of the bannister 
and looked up. 

"I've talked to your father about it . . . 
but sometimes I think because he . . . 
because he's so fond of you that he doesn't 
really face things . . ." she paused. "You'd 
like the job, you'd have your own money 
and meet lots of people .....Alison stood 
silently. In the kitchen Judy and Madge 
were laughing at something and Romeo 
came out into the room and sat on the rug. 
As her mother's voice started again Alison 
saw his head turn to watch them. 

"You know all that time when you were 
a child and didn't talk, your father wouldn't 
let me take you to a doctor or try to see 
what was wrong . . . he just kept saying 
you'd get over it." She gathered the dressing 
gown around herself and tied the belt. "It's 
just because he's so fond of you he doesn't 
realize." 

Alison looked at her mother. 
"Well, I did get over it . . ." 
"Oh yes, I know . . . but it was three 

years." She turned away and started up the 
stairs. " . . . he doesn't even remember, he 
thinks it was a few months." 

"I'll get a job," Alison said, but her mother 
didn't answer and turned out of sight at the 
head of the stairs. 

Alison sat down on the steps and 
opened her arms to receive Romeo as he 
came trotting over. His coat was thick and 
her fingers went deep while she hugged 
him tightly. The front doorbell rang and he 
barked suddenly, startling her. She felt his 
body tensed and trembling under her 
hands. He barked again. 

Judy came running out of the kitchen 
and went to the door. As she opened it, 
Alison peered through the bannister posts 
and saw a short figure in white trousers and 
a green shirt leaning against the wall. The 
door swung open all the way and the boy 
smiled down at Judy. He looked about 
twenty, Alison's age. 

"Hi . ." he said. "Is your fa . . ." 
"No," Judy interrupted. "Daddy isn't 

here, but he told us, so it's all right . . . you 
want those exams." 

"That's right." 
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"Well, they're right over there on the 
piano," she said, pointing. 

He came in and she closed the door 
behind him. Romeo growled and Alison 
gave him a little shake. The boy looked up 
as he crossed the room and saw them sit-
ting there. 

"Hello," he said, stopping. 
"Hello." 
Judy ran over to the piano and returned 

with the papers. She stood in front of him, 
her back to Alison. 

"Here they are. I went over and got 
them." 

He looked down. 
"Oh, thanks." 
"That white paper on the top is the 

answer sheet," Judy said. 
He looked over at Alison. 
"You must be Dr. Wolfe's daughter." 
Alison nodded as she got up. Romeo fol-

lowed close at her heels as she walked 
across the room towards the hall and the 
back door. 

"Don't go," the boy called after her. 
"Please don't go, I didn't mean to disturb 
you . . . I'm just going." 

Alison turned as she left the room. 
"I have to do the weeding." 
"Oh, let her go," Judy said, "she's just 

an old sourpuss anyway" 
Alison pushed open the screen door and 

stepped out onto the grass. Romeo ran ahead 
and disappeared behind the hedge. By the 
time she reached the flower bed he was 
scratching at the soft dirt with his front paws. 
She got the trowel, covered with paint scars, 
from the wheelbarrow and knelt down next 
to the dog. The weeds came out easily and 
the earth turned silently, warm and thick 
under the blade of the trowel. She worked 
slowly up the row, pulling the short green 
plants and taking care not to cut the flowers 
or bend their smooth stalks. Looking back, 
she saw the lighter brown of the soil she had 
just turned, with satisfaction. Here and there 
a petal, pink and white, had fallen and lay 
curled on the rough dirt. Alison picked one 
up carefully and pressed it to her lips. It held 
a drop of water, cool and fragrant. The earth 
fell away from her fingers and she took the 
petal into her mouth against her tongue. 

She heard a noise behind her and 
turned. Ro was gone, and through the space 
in the hedge the boy appeared. He stood 
for a moment. In his hand a white cigarette 
unraveled a thin ribbon of smoke that van- 

ished as it rose above his fist into the air. 
"This is a lovely place," he said. " . . . 

your mother was right." 
She wound her hand around a weed and 

pulled . . . too fast, the stem broke. Slipping 
the trowel into the dirt she searched for the 
hidden roots with its point. She felt in the 
ground the reverberations of his footsteps 
as he approached. Then suddenly he was 
beside her, kneeling with her and she could 
smell the tobacco over the flowers. 

"Can I help?" he asked. 
He smelled like her father. She didn't 

answer and kept on working . . . going away 
from him. 

"Is something wrong?" 
Out of the corner of her eye she could 

see him . . . white, moving. 
"Go away" 
"Wh . . . What?" 
"Go away" 
He stood up quickly and backed off a 

step. She plunged the trowel into the 
ground and didn't look up. After a moment 
he was gone. 

When she finished the row she moved 
to the sunlit part of the garden and lay 
down, her cheek against the grass. She 
spread her arms and held the earth in her 
palms, fingers entwined with the grass. She 
realized that now she was alone, just Ro 
and her, the others would have left by now 
and wouldn't be back for a long time. 

She rolled over onto her back and 
stretched herself luxuriously. There were 
more clouds in the sky now than before, 
thick white mountains, but the sun was still 
uncovered, high up, bright in the deep blue. 
She smiled. Ro, where was Ro ... She sat up 
and looked at the trees toward the end of 
the garden. He was somewhere in there, in 
the dark and the cool, hunting something. 
She whistled a few times and waited. After a 
moment he broke from the underbrush onto 
the sunlit lawn and came running toward 
her. She fell back and received him. Holding 
her head away from his wet tongue, she 
glanced sidelong at him and tugged and 
pushed with her fingers in his coat. He 
barked once or twice and she growled men-
acingly in response. He crouched down on 
his front paws and panted in her ear. 

She found a stick and threw it out across 
the lawn. Ro scrambled after it and returned 
holding it lightly in his teeth. She raised it 
up again and he jumped in the air, bark-
ing, trying to reach it. She cocked her arm 

and he immediately prepared to run. As she 
threw he was off, tearing up the grass with 
his back legs. Each time he brought it back 
he jumped higher, and each time she threw 
it further. She had decided to stop and took 
the wet stick from his mouth when his 
body suddenly convulsed in a series of short 
dry coughs. As they subsided he again 
jumped after the stick, but she sat down 
and reached out to pat him.. 

"Alright Ro . . . lie down, that's enough 
. . . lie down." 

He snatched the stick from her hand and 
ran out a little way onto the lawn. As he 
turned to look back the stick dropped from 
his mouth and his body arched in a sud-
den fit of trembling. He coughed and fell 
on his side. Alison ran over quickly and 
knelt beside him. He was breathing very 
quickly, and as she circled him in her arms 
he whined softly. He threw back his head 
and was still. 

She didn't really know he was dead until 
she saw his eyes, which were open and 
motionless. Then she realized he had stopped 
breathing. She sat for a long time, holding 
him. The wet stick lay in the grass where he 
had dropped it. After a while she placed him 
carefully on the ground and got up. 

There was a very tall tree at the edge of 
the garden and she leaned against it for a 
moment. She reached up for the lowest 
branch and slowly started climbing. When 
she got to the top she arranged herself in a 
cradle of crooked branches with her back 
against the trunk. The breeze rustled 
through the leaves and she could feel the 
thick branches bending smoothly to the 
pull of the wind. Every now and then the 
heavy branch by her side would sway 
downward and she could see through to 
the lawn, far below. Romeo's body lay still, 
a black and white spot against the green. 

The sun was setting and she could hear 
them calling her from the house, but she 
didn't answer. They came looking for her, 
and found Romeo, and took him away. 
They called again and then it was quiet. She 
pressed her back against the trunk and saw 
the green leaves turning orange in the hor-
izontal rays of the sun. 

The bell in the college tower sounded 
the hour. CJ 
Reprinted from the 1958 Haverford Revue, 
originally published during Frank Conroy's 
senior year, with the kind permission of 
Margaret Conroy, his widow. 
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Notes from the Alumni Association 

Dear Haverfordians and Friends: 
As this issue of your Haverford Magazine 

was prepared for press, more than 3,000 
high school seniors across the country and 
around the world await with some anxi-
ety the review of their applications to 
Haverford. And the President of Harvard 
University has just provoked nationwide 
criticism by hypothesizing that innate gen-
der differences may explain why relatively 
few women pursue degrees and careers in 
math and science, remarks that drew many 
to conclude that he, and perhaps even the 
institution he represents, are behind the 
times with respect to the equality of 
women in the academy. 

Within that context I found myself 
reflecting upon a holiday get-together at 
my office during which a colleague proud-
ly gave me the good news that her daugh-
ter—who is interested in a hard-sciences 
career —had just been admitted to 
Haverford under the College's early deci-
sion program. After visiting some two 
dozen prestigious schools, this highly 
accomplished young woman found 
Haverford best suited to prepare her. She 
found fine faculty, facilities, and instru-
mentation, as well as superb students 
doing exciting work in close collabora-
tion with their scientific mentors, includ-
ing women. 

There is much here for all of us to be 
proud of. 

More than 13,000 alumni and friends 
gave generously through the stirring and 
highly successful "Educating to Lead, 
Educating to Serve" campaign. You have 
ensured the continued financial health of 
the College and its ability to offer the dis-
tinctive, excellent education recognized by 
prospective students, parents, and, yes, 
even US News & World Report. 

Some 400 alumni serving as admission 
volunteers have the genuine pleasure of 
interviewing those prospective Haverford 
students and can vouch for the impressive 
aptitudes, credentials, and interest these 
young men and women bring to the table. 

At Haverford, admission is an extremely 
competitive process, increasingly more so 
than in any of our good old days. Last year, 
Haverford was ranked again in the top 10 
most selective liberal arts colleges. After 
discounting those not qualified, up to a 
thousand applicants who are clearly capa-
ble, willing, and deserving of a Haverford 
education will not be accepted as mem-
bers of the incoming class. This hard fact 
is obviously painful for those denied 
admission and also for those making such 
difficult decisions. But it's also painful for 
we who know first-hand the transforma- 

tive value of a Haverford education to see 
its benefits withheld from so many indi-
vidual deserving students and the world 
they'll soon enter. 

For those admitted, we have re-affirmed 
through this campaign Haverford's com-
mitment to meet fully their demonstrated 
financial need. Those who can benefit from 
a Haverford education will not be turned 
away due to financial circumstances. 

For those not admitted, we can hope 
they find and attend a college that nurtures 
their promise — there are lots of good 
schools out there. But as my colleague's 
daughter learned, there's only one 
Haverford. And that's a pity. 

Respectfully, 

Jonathan LeBreton '79 
lebreton@temple.edu  
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If you would like to nominate an alumnus/a for the Alumni Association 
Executive Committee, please contact the Alumni Office at (610) 896-1004. 
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laverfordiedu 
;onnecting Fords 
around the world. 

Register Now for 
my.Haverford.edu  

Join the Haverford College online community today 
to register for events, network with other alumni, sub-
mit class news, and more! 

The site is password-protected; only Haverford 
alumni have access to the searchable online alumni 
directory 

Here's how to register: 
I. Go to the regsitration page at: 

http://www.my.haverford.edu/authenticate.htm  

2. Enter your last name and ID# (see magazine 
mailing label for your six-digit number or con-
tact Jennifer Patton, jjpatton@haverford.edu) in 
the boxes provided to be taken to your registra-
tion form. 

3. Create your own username and password. 

4. Review your profile information and make any 
changes you wish. 

5. Choose any contact information you don't want 
others to see using the "hide" check boxes next 
to each item. 

More than 4,300 Haverford alumni have already 
registered for my.haverford.edu! 

LAMBDA List-serve 
LAMBDA, the Alumni Association's network of gay, 

lesbian, bisexual, transgender, and interested alumni, 
has been maintaining an e-mail list-serve. To sub-
scribe, send the following message to listproc@haver-
ford.edu:  subscribe lambda-alumni, your name, and 
class year. For more information about this and other 
LAMBDA activities, please contact the Alumni Office 
or Theo Posselt '94 at tposselt@dc.com. 

46 Haverford Magazi 

Notes from the Alumni Association continued from page 45 HAVERFORD 

Alumni Award Nominations 
In a few months Haverford College will present its prestigious Alumni 

Awards. As a Haverford graduate, you are in a unique position to identify 
friends, colleagues, or classmates who, due to accomplishment, service, 
or volunteerism, deserve to be recognized. These awards will be present-
ed during Alumni Weekend at the Alumni Awards Ceremony on May 
27, 2006. 

Below is a description of each award: 

For Service to Humanity 
Haverford Award:  The Haverford Award supports and demonstrates the 
College's expressed concern for the application of knowledge to socially 
useful ends. It seeks to identify, reward and focus public attention on those 
alumni/ae who best reflect Haverford's concern with the uses to which 
they put their knowledge, humanity, initiative, and individuality. Neither 
age nor service to the College is a consideration in granting the award. 
Forman Award:  The Lawrence Forman Award goes to a superior 
Haverford athlete who, through his or her career or volunteer time, has 
devoted a significant portion of their energy to the betterment of society. 
The award honors Lawrence Forman '60, one of the outstanding athletes 
in the history of Haverford College. After graduation, Larry committed 
his life both to the betterment of humankind and to international under-
standing. 

For Sustained Service to the College 
Alumni/ae Award:  The Alumni/ae Award, the most distinguished award 
given by the Association for alumni/ae activities, honors an individual 
who, in a variety of ways, provides or has provided sustained service to 
Haverford. It recognizes especially loyal and active support of the work 
of the College. 

If this brings to mind any Haverford alumnus, nominate 
him/her now via the College's Web site: 
http://www.haverford.edu/alumni/awards/nominationform.htm  

THE AWARDS COMMITTEE URGES YOU TO PROVIDE AS MUCH 
BACKGROUND INFORMATION AS POSSIBLE (INCLUDING PER-
SONAL STORIES, NEWSPAPER ARTICLES, CONCURRENCE FROM 
OTHER ALUMS, OR OTHER INFORMATION) IN SUPPORT OF YOUR 
NOMINATION. 

Not sure whether your nominee qualifies for nomination? 

CALL the ALUMNI OFFICE at (610) 896-1004 (or e-mail 
alumni@haverford.edu) 

Talk with Violet Brown or Adrienne Selinger. Ask questions. 
They'll be glad to discuss a potential nominee. 

DEADLINE for Alumni Award nominations: Friday, March 31, 2006 



Disabilities in the 
Classroom 

■ t was the next-to-last class of the semes-
ter after a whirlwind tour of today's major 
health issues and the systems meant to 
address them. Firmly rooted in the tenets 
of public health, the course focuses on 
problems disproportionately impacting 
inner-city populations made vulnerable by 
poor health status and woefully inadequate 
access to care. It's called "Issues in Urban 
Public Health" and if it were graced with 
a subtitle it might read as "Social Justice 
and Social Disparities in Health." In any 
case, by the course's end, students are keen-
ly aware of the message. 

With limited enrollment, the class is rel-
atively small. A lottery determined the 24 
Haverford and Bryn Mawr students who 
filed slowly into class with more than their 
usual tardiness. Had the recent 
Thanksgiving holiday lulled their energy? 
Had the assigned readings provoked their 
thoughts? Had they noticed the guest 
speaker, who preceded them and was sit-
ting quietly toward the front of the class-
room? They seemed happy to reconnect 
with each other, but would they reconnect 
with the content of the class? 

The topic for the two-and-one-half hour 
session was "People with Disabilities" and 
I had asked the students to come prepared 
to discuss their reactions to the readings. 
Per usual, I had chosen a mix of articles 
that encompassed a basic description of 
the topic — facts and figures to give it def-
inition, current research and/or contro-
versies to give it depth and complexity, and 
personal narratives to give it a human face. 
For "People with Disabilities," the context 
included a long piece on the history of dis-
ability rights and its culmination into the 
Americans with Disabilities Act (ADA). 
Controversies focused on challenges to the 
intent and scope of the Act such as increas- 

ing rates of disability fueled by the obesity 
epidemic and greater life expectancies due 
to improved chronic disease management. 
And the human face featured an American 
Civil Liberties Union (ACLU) Award 
address given by a nationally recognized 
disabilities rights lawyer Stephen Gold, 
(who happens to be the father of Haverford 
'92 alum Rachel Gold) and a New York 
Times Magazine article titled "Unspeakable 
Conversations or How I Spent One Day as 
a Token Cripple at Princeton University," 
by Harriet McBryde Johnson. 

I opened the discussion with a reminder 
about our first class (oh, so long ago) in 
which I laid out a broad definition of health: 
total well-being . . . physical, mental and 
social— and noted that health should be 
viewed as an optimal state of being, whether 
one is "well," worried well (not yet sick), 
temporarily sick, or chronically ill. We 
moved quickly from a medical model of 
health to a more encompassing one, inclu-
sive of factors that act as barriers to opti-
mizing health. Is not access to care a right 
for all? What about blatant disparities, pri-
marily income and race related, although 
gender, geographic, and system disparities 
abound as well in the health care landscape? 
And what about the barriers imposed by 
prevailing attitudes and stigmatization 
against certain health conditions? While the 
course studies AIDS, mental illness, and 
substance abuse, all conditions that can war-
rant disability benefits, these questions 
seemed to have particular poignancy when 
applied to those with physical disabilities. 
The controversies around these disabilities 
are accentuated at the very beginning of life 
and the very end of life. Infanticide and 
physician-assisted suicide are too often the 
unfriendly bookends framing the debates 
around people with severe impairments. 

It was not difficult to get a conversation 
going in class that day. "I never realized . . ."; 
"I avoid looking at someone handicapped . ."; 
"I thought they'd rather be dead . . .". The 
remarks reflected characteristic discom-
fort, fears, and biases. They also were 
indicative of how little the progressive com-
munity pays attention to discrimination 
against the disabled. In his talk to the 
ACLU, Gold challenges us: "Why is it so 
difficult for most people to consider dis-
ability as a civil-rights issue on par with 
race, gender, and sexual orientation?" He 
argues that while progress has been made 
in other areas, the disability movement has 
been virtually ignored. Prevalent attitudes 
of pity and paternalism, he asserts, do not 
form the basis for social change. 

A minority student expressed her 
resentment that racial and disability dis-
crimination were being lumped together: 
"They have different roots and the solu-
tions require different interventions." 
Another student, a turbaned Sikh, sup-
ported her noting that it costs money to 
make vans handicapped-accessible, while 
integrating lunch counters did not. 
Someone slightly overweight remarked that 
she felt the ADA was stretching its inter-
pretation by covering people with obesity. 
After all, eating was primarily a behavior 
and could be controlled as such. Should 
limited disability benefits be expended on 
someone obese rather than on a techno-
logically improved wheelchair for a quad-
riplegic? The topic was both current and 
compelling. The class was clearly engaged 
. . . and it was time to introduce my guest 
speaker. 

Fran Fulton joined me in front of the 
class and at my suggestion stood with me 
before a long desk where she hesitatingly 
placed her juice bottle. A consumer advo- 
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Moved to Speak 

sate, Fran works at Liberty Resources, Inc., 
a nonprofit that promotes disability rights 
and independent living for persons with 
disabilities. After a brief introduction, Fran 
asked the class to identify her disability. 
After a couple of wrong guesses and some 
awkward silences, someone said, ". . . visu-
ally impaired." Fran confirmed her blind-
ness and asked how the student had 
known. The student had observed Fran's 
difficulty in placing her drink on the table, 
although no one had seen the earlier give-
away when Fran walked into the room 
with a cane. Nor did Fran have a clue 
about the identities of the prior commen-
tators. She could not see the African 
American, the Sikh or the plump woman, 
each of whom may have experienced dis-
crimination themselves because of racial, 
religious, and societal prejudices. 

Prior to the class, Fran and I had agreed 
we would ask someone to sit in a chair 
fully visible to the class as though it were 
a wheelchair and he/she was quadriplegic. 
A student volunteered, was quickly 
assigned an "Attendant" and instructed not 
to move either arms or legs for the dura-
tion of the class. Fran then launched into 
her discussion—first defining disability, 
then describing its magnitude and dimen-
sions. Nearly 50 million Americans have 
physical or mental impairments that inter-
fere with their activities of daily living. The 
term disability refers to one or more health-
related conditions that limit carrying out 
socially defined tasks and roles. The dis-
ability rights campaign, initially spurred 
by paraplegics, dates back to 1947 but the 
country's awareness of existing architec-
tural barriers was heightened when in 1957 
Hugh Deffner, honored by President 
Dwight Eisenhower as "Handicapped 
American of the Year," arrived at the 
Capitol to receive his award. The facility 
was inaccessible to him and two marines 
carried him up the steps, an irony not lost 
to advocates. Enactment of legislation 
slowly followed, highlighted by the 
Architectural Barriers Act of 1968, Section 
504 of the Rehabilitation Act in 1973 (with 
504 regulations gradually implemented 
through the '80s), the Education for All 
Handicapped Children Act in 1975 and 
the Fair Housing Amendments Act of 
1988. The passage in 1990 of the 
Americans with Disabilities Act, arguably 
the most important piece of civil rights leg- 
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islation since the Civil Rights Act of 1964, 
represented a culmination of these efforts 
and a milestone for people with disabili-
ties in enforcing the Constitution's guar-
antee of equal protection. 

Fran's presentation was punctuated by 
questions that she fielded skillfully, whether 
about raising her children, searching for 
insurance coverage and quality health serv-
ices, fighting for community and home-
based care (instead of institutional), or 
mobilizing to bring disabled voters to the 
polls in the November national election. 
She asked the students to jot down some-
thing they did not like about themselves 
and when a few shared their "warts," Fran 
underscored how we all live with limita-
tions. Cannot disability be regarded as an 
aspect of life common to us all in different 
ways? There was a noticeable pause in the 
lively class interaction, as this question was 
pondered. Meanwhile the designated para-
plegic was motionless in her "wheelchair." 
Fran and I had conspired that I would 
ignore all obvious courtesies and in the 
course of Fran's teaching, I managed to 
push the wheelchair without its occupant's 
permission, lean on it and prop my feet 
against it, and ask the Attendant if the 
occupant needed a drink or needed to go to 
the bathroom. It was a quiet demonstra-
tion of "incorrectness" — invading an indi-
vidual's personal space, not speaking direct-
ly to her and talking about her as though 
she was not there. 

Several students had picked up the 
gaffes. It gave the class an opportunity to 
test its own sensitivities and segued into 
our discussion about the New York Times 
article by Harriet Johnson, a lawyer whose 
body has been impacted by more than four 
decades of a muscle-wasting disease. With 
virtually no use of her limbs, the 70-pound 
Johnson describes the sight of herself in 
her power wheelchair as "routinely dis-
combobulating." The story revolves around 
Johnson flying to Princeton to give a talk at 
the invitation of Peter Singer. Singer, an 
internationally famous philosopher, sup-
ports legalization of killing severely 
impaired babies based on his beliefs of giv-
ing parents that choice and alleviating 
human suffering. In the words of Johnson, 

Singer assumes that " . . . I am one of the 
people who might rightly have been killed 
at birth . . . . He is the man who wants me 
dead." In my years of teaching, I cannot 
think of another article that has triggered 
such heated responses. It touches every-
one . . . how does one define personhood? 
How does one measure quality of life? 
What, in fact, is life? 

As I tell my students, my goal by the 
end of the semester is that they have more 
questions than answers. I think it fair to 
say that our class on people with disabili-
ties underscored that. That day in class, I 
believe everyone spoke. Not everyone had 
answers, although having Fran there and 
grappling with the issues in Johnson's piece 
made the students think hard . . . and per-
haps differently. Fran had answered a cen-
tral question: How do you treat a person 
with a disability? "Like a person!" she 
retorts. Harriet Johnson also has an answer: 

. . the presence or absence of a disabili-
ty doesn't predict quality of life . . . I used 
to try to explain that I enjoy my life . . . 
that I have no more reason to kill myself 
than most people. But it gets tedious. "A 
final remark by one of the students made 
me feel this class made an impact. He said, 
"We forget it's highly likely that each of us 
will need to be cared for at some time in 
our lives. We can't just make it a "them" 
issue." He is right. According to the 2000 
Census, one out of every five people over 
the age of 5 in the United States has a phys-
ical or mental impairment and for every 
disabled person it is estimated there is a 
family of four to five other people who are 
profoundly affected, socially and econom-
ically. The numbers of persons with dis-
abilities are expected to grow. Hopefully 
they will live in a more welcoming milieu, 
bolstered by the kind of awareness reached 
in my Haverford class that day. 

Bettina Yaffe Hoerlin, Ph.D., has been a vis-
iting professor in General Programs at 
Haverford over the past four years. She teach-
es at the University of Pennsylvania in the 
Department of Urban Studies. Formerly, Dr. 
Hoerlin was Deputy and then Acting Health 
Commissioner of the City of Philadelphia. 
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"One of the important things about Haverford that stayed with me throughout my life was the Honor 

System and how people really cared about others. The professors were there for you, you were never alone. 

If you needed help you could approach the professors and they would help you. What I hear from my 

children and grandchild is that this is still true of the professors today. At big colleges, its awfully tough 

to do that. [Haverford's] a great campus, always was. 

"I have several charitable gift annuities with 

Haverford College and I get more income [from 

them] than stock would give me. I made a gift to 

the College that pays me income for life and at 

the time of my death, that's the end of it. It goes 

to Haverford. It was important for me to give to 

Haverford because it's a small school that pro-

duces tomorrow's leaders." 

For more information about charitable gift annu-

ities please visit our Web site at www.haver-

ford.edu/plannedgiving. Or you can contact Steve 

Kavanaugh at (610) 896-1141 or Margaret 

Gindhart at (610) 896-1329. 

Nancy and E. Hambleton "Ham" Welbourn, Jr '38 
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