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FROM THE EDITOR 

This is a special issue of HAVERFORD 
magazine. The Inauguration of Tom 
Kessinger '65 on December 3 was as 
much a family affair as an official 
ceremony. We have tried to share as 
much of the excitement of the event as 
possible. 

Another very special feature is the 
insert paying tribute to Jack Lester '37. 
Tom Underwood '82 and Rusty Reno 
'83 conceived the idea, solicited contri
butions, edited the manuscript, and 

managed to put their own feelings 
about Jack Lester into eloquent prose 
and poetry. Many thanks to Wendy 
Lester who supplied most of the 
photographs. 

Our circus story moves about as far 
from academic life as we can go. James 
Judkins '78 really did run away and join 
the circus-and now he's vice president 
and general manager of Carson and 
Barnes Circus, the "world's largest 
traveling circus." Drew Lindsay '86 and 

Pulitzer Prize-winning photographer 
John White teamed up to produce a 
look behind the scenes and in front of 
the crowds. 

We are delighted that editor and 
writer John Dusseau '34 has joined the 
magazine as Books Editor. His reviews 
are thoughtful and thought-provoking. 
Our alumni and faculty authors are 
impressive and John Dusseau gives 
their works the attention they deserve. 
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Academic Update 
Professor of English Kimberly Ben· 
ston was awarded a 1988 teaching 
fellowship from the Christian R. and 
Mary Lindback Foundation. The Lind· 
back Foundation awards recognize 
excellence in teaching .... William 
Davidon, Professor of Mathematics, 
presented a paper entitled "Axioms for 
the Guests of Infinite Sets" at a confer
ence on nonstandard analysis .... Pro
fessor of Music John Davison was at 
Potsdam College of SUNY, ihe Crane 
School of Music, for the premiere of his 
Trio-Sonata for Trumpet, Trombone, 
and Piano .... Professor of Classics 
Daniel Gillis edited a translation of 
Scotland's greatest modern Gaelic poet 
Sorley McLean, Poems 1932-82, includ
ing five essays by bilingual critics. This 
is the first North American edition of 
the poet's work . .. . Harvey Glickman, 
Professor of Political Science, presented 
a paper entitled "New Frontiers of Lib
eral and Non-Liberal Democracy in 
African States" at the 14th World Con
gress of the International Political Sci
ence Association. Glickman also edited 
The Crisis and Challenge of African 
Development. (Editors note: See 
BOOKS, page 41.) ... Provost and 
Kenan Professor of Physics Jerry Gol· 
lub recently lectured at the IBM 
research laboratory on the topic of 
"Pattern Formation during Crystal 
Growth." . . . Dean of the College and 
Assistant Professor of General Pro
grams Matt Hamabata recently served 
on a review panel for NEH Fellowships 
for College Teachers and Independent 
Scholars ... . Woon-Ping Chin Hola· 
day, Visiting Assistant Professor of 
English, was invited to give a poetry 
reading at a celebration of Human 
Relations Month at the Philadelphia 
Free Library at Logan Circle . ... 
Steven Lindell, Assistant Professor of 
Computer Science, chaired a session at 
the Eastern Small College Computing 
Conference. This conference was 
designed to promote a free exchange of 
information among college personnel 
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concerned with the use of computers in 
the academic environment. ... Associ
ate Dean Donna Mancini accepted an 
invitation from the president of the 
American Association of University 
Administrators to serve for a second 
year on the organization's Task Force 
on Women .... Anne McGuire, Assis
tant Professor of Religion, attended the 
Mid-Atlantic regional meeting of the 
National Women's Studies Association 
at Drew University, where she delivered 
a paper entitled "Gender and Paradox 
in Gnostic Discourse: Toward a Feminist 
Reading of Thunder, Perfect Mind." She 
also attended the annual meeting of the 
Society of Biblical Literature and Ameri
can Academy of Religion in Chicago, 
where she chaired a panel discussion 
on the topic of "Gnostic Hermeneutics." 
At the annual business meeting, 
McGuire was elected to a three-year 
term as an at-large representative to 
the Council of the Society of Biblical 
Literature. Her essay, "Virginity and 
Subversion: Norea against the Powers", 
published in Hypostasis of the Achrons, 
has now appeared in Images of the 
Feminine in Gnosticism, ed. Karen 
King .. . . Randy Milden, Assistant 
Professor of Psychology and General 
Programs and Assistant Dean, recently 
co-authored (with P. Ludolph and H. 
Lerner) two chapters in the book, Primi
tive Mental States and the Rorschach. 
She also attended the annual meeting 
of the American Psychological Associa
tion, where she chaired a symposium 
entitled "Instinct and Object Relations 
in Affective Disorders." Two papers 
that she co-authored were presented at 
the symposium. One, in cooperation 
with Laura Epstein and Elizabeth 
McCredie, both Haverford Class of 
1988, was entitled "Object Relational 
Themes in the Rorschachs of Depres
sives." The second, "An Integrative 
Approach to Instinct and Object Rela
tions in Affective Disorders," was co
authored with Pamela Ludolph of the 
University of Michigan. In addition, 
Milden's paper, "Infertility and the New 
Reproductive Technologies: Psycho
dynamic Speculations," is to be pub-
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lished in 21st Century: Gender in 
Transition by Plenum Press . ... 
Robert Mortimer, Professor of Political 
Science, co-authored a book entitled 
Politics and Society in Contemporary 
Africa . ... Associate Professor of Clas
sics Deborah Roberts recently pub
lished an article, "Sophoclean Endings: 
Another Story," in Arethusa . . .. 
Kathleen Wright, Associate Professor 
of Philosophy, recently participated in a 
symposium on Heidegger's poetics and 
their connection with his politics. She 
also chaired a session on language and 
writing at the 13th-annual International 
Conference of the Merleau-Ponty 
Circle. 



Deborah Gallagher David Hooks 

Changing Faces 
John Culshaw has joined the Magill 
Library staff as Administrative Aide. 
Culshaw's responsibilities include main
taining equipment, managing the grow
ing microtext collection, and coordinat
ing special projects. A graduate of the 
University of Wisconsin-Parkside, he is 
currently finishing his M.A. in history 
from Marquette University, where he 
served as a teaching assistant in Euro
pean history before coming to Haver
ford. He is currently enrolled in Drexel's 
College of Information Studies. 

Laura Kleiman, the new Catalog 
Librarian, comes to Haverford after 
eight years at University Microfilms 
International in Ann Arbor, MI. While 
there, she managed the cataloging of 
several major microform sets and 
worked in Research and Development, 
surveying library needs and interests, 
training staff, and launching new prod
ucts in such areas as CD-ROM and docu
ment delivery. 

She received her B.A., double major
ing in Russian and history, and her 
M.L.S. from the University of Michigan. 
Her duties as Catalog Librarian at Magill 
Library will include overseeing the 
card catalog and processing new 
acquisitions. 

Deborah Gallagher has become a 
full-time staff member of the Athletic 
Department. She earned both her B.A. 
and M.A. in health and physical educa
tion at West Chester State University. 
For the past three years, Gallagher has 
coached the women's lacrosse team to 

Lisa Peoples 

two MAC East Division titles, one MAC 
Championship, and three bids to the 
NCAA Division III Championship. She 
has produced two All-American players 
and six others who have achieved 
national recognition. Gallagher also 
manages the College's weight room. 

David Hooks has been named Head 
Coach of men's basketball and men's 
lacrosse. A 1979 graduate of Guilford 
College, Hooks most recently served as 
Assistant Coach for men's lacrosse at 
Guilford, and coached high school 
basketball for four seasons at High 
Point Central High School in North 
Carolina. For the past five summers, 
Hooks has worked under the guidance 
of the University of North Carolina's 
legendary Coach Dean Smith at Smith's 
Carolina Basketball School. He also has 
served as an administrator and Head 
Coach at one of the branches of the 
Carolina Basketball School. 

Lisa Peoples was appointed Head 
Athletic Trainer in June. Peoples 
received her B.A. from Miami Univer
sity of Ohio, majoring in physical 
education and health education while 
minoring in sports medicine. She 
received her M.S. in physical education 
and sports medicine from West Virginia 
University. Before coming to Haverford, 
she was the primary trainer for varsity 
football and men's basketball at West 
Virginia University, and Trainer of 
men's ice hockey, women's lacrosse, 
basketball and volleyball at Cornell 
University. She also has been Head 
Athletic Trainer at Sportsmedicine, Inc. 
and Head Trainer at Friends Central 
School. 
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Anita Jsaacs-Kitroeff 

Anita Isaacs-Kitroeff has been 
named Assistant Professor of Political 
Science. While a program officer with 
the Ford Foundation, she was responsi
ble for Latin American and Caribbean 
affairs. She also has been an instructor 
in Latin American politics at the Univer
sity of Oxford and a consultant for the 
International Development Research 
Center in Ottawa, Canada. Isaacs
Kitroeff was awarded a doctoral fellow
ship by the Social Science and Humani
ties Research Council of Canada. A 
graduate of McGill University, she 
received her Ph. D. from the University 
of Oxford in 1985. 

Regina Gordon has been appointed 
Director of Choral Studies and Lecturer 
of Music. A graduate of Temple Univer
sity, she received her Master's of Music 
degree from Westminster Choir College. 
Before coming to Haverford, Gordon 
was Director of Choral Activities/Music 
Instructor, Director of Drama Activities, 
and Chairperson of the District Fine 
Arts Department of the Lower Moreland 
Township School. She also has served 
as Chairperson for the Pennsylvania 
All-State Chorus, Chairperson for the 
Pennsylvania Music Educators Associa
tion (PMEA) Choral Standards Commis
sion, and Public Relations Chairperson 
for PMEA. At Haverford, Gordon will be 
responsible for overseeing the Music 
Department's laboratory sections for 
tonal harmony classes, providing pri
vate vocal instruction, and directing the 
College's Chorale and Chamber 
Singers. 
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Regina Gordon Robert C. Scarrow Diane Wilder 

Robert C. Scarrow has been 
appointed Assistant Professor of Chem
istry. An American Cancer Society 
Postdoctoral Fellow at the University of 
Minnesota for the past three years, 
Scarrow has taught at the University of 
California, Berkeley, from which he 
received his Ph.D. in 1985. He gradu
ated from Oberlin College with highest 
honors in chemistry in 1980. 

Scarrow, who also held a National 
Institutes of Health Postdoctoral Fellow 
and a National Science Foundation 
Graduate Fellow, will continue his 
research on the chemical role of natu
rally occurring metal ions in enzymes 
and other biological molecules. 

Tom G. Kessinger announced the 
appointment of Diane Wilder as Direc
tor of Alumni Relations, effective April 
17, 1989. She will plan and coordinate 
activities for the College's more than 
8,000 alumni, including Alumni Week
end. She also will be responsible for 
developing and expanding regional 
alumni activities. Wilder received her 
bachelor's degree in psychology and 
linguistics from Swarthmore College in 
1983. She was Assistant Promotion 
Manager for KYW Newsradio in Phila
delphia for two years and Associate 
Director of Alumni Relations for 
Swarthmore College for three and a 
half years. Recently she owned and 
operated Creative Events, a business 
which designs and implements special 
events for businesses and individuals. 
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Pamela Turner 

Joel Lowenthal '59, President of the 
Alumni Association, and a member of 
the search committee said, "The Execu
tive Committee and I look forward to 
working with Diane as we develop a 
more national focus for the Alumni 
Association, increase the number of 
alumni volunteers actively involved 
with the College, and build a dynamic 
young alumni program. We were fortu
nate to find someone with her energy, 
enthusiasm, and professional experi
ence to provide the leadership and 
organizational skills to meet these 
challenges. It also seems fitting that 
Swarthmore should provide us with 
an Alumni Director in return for our 
having furnished that college with its 
President.'' 

Glenn Normile 

Glenn Normile is the new Director 
of Safety and Security. A graduate of 
Brown University, Normile comes to 
Haverford from Wheaton College in 
Massachusetts, where he was Director 
of the Security Department from 1984 
to 1988. From 1973 to 1984, he worked 
for Brown University's Police and Secu
rity Department, beginning as a Secu
rity Officer and rising to the rank of 
captain before leaving for Wheaton. In 
addition to his B.A. in European history, 
Normile has extensive additional train
ing in the security field. 

The Admissions Office has named 
Pamela Turner as Assistant Director 
of Admissions. A history major at 
Franklin and Marshall College, Turner 
was a member of the swimming team, 
Black Students' Union, and served as a 
Resident Advisor. She will be responsi
ble for the College's minority recruit
ment program and for recruiting in 
New York, Washington, DC, Delaware, 
Maryland, New Jersey, and Puerto Rico. 



Student Firefighter 
by John Loughnane '87 

For most Haverford students, extracur
ricular activities are a major part of the 
educational process at the College. 
Balancing academics and other interests 
takes organization and discipline, but 
time spent away from the classroom 
has many rewards. For junior Dan 
Gabbay, "extracurricular" means more 
than just playing baseball for Haverford. 
Since November of 1987, Gabbay has 
been a volunteer firefighter for Lower 
Merion Township. Dan became inter
ested in fire fighting when looking for a 
way to become involved in the commu
nity surrounding Haverford. As he 
recalls, "I wanted to perform some type 
of community service. I looked into a 
lot of different alternatives, and becom
ing a firefighter seemed to me the best 
way to serve and give something back 
to the people around the area. The job 
is exciting, rewarding, and at times a bit 
hectic, but so far I've loved it." 

Dan's company, the Lower Merion 
Fire Department, is primarily volunteer. 
There are three paid men who oversee 
the fire house around the clock, but the 
remaining forty firefighters are volun
teers who receive no compensation 
except life and accident insurance. 
Although the only requirement for 
being a volunteer is participating in half 
of the calls, there is a great deal of 
training. Dan joins the other Lower 
Merion volunteers in weekly Monday 
night meetings, where they go over 
fire-fighting procedures and receive a 
critical evaluation of their past perform
ance. Once a month, the department 
receives strenuous drilling and training 
on the fire-fighting skills they will need 
in case of an emergency. As Dan is 
quick to point out, "These drills are 
extremely important. Unlike the fire 
departments of large cities, we don't 
get enough runs or see enough situa
tions to develop and sharpen skills 
which may be needed in life and death 
situations. We have to react on the basis 
of our training only." As a new fire 
fighter, Gabbay also attended foam 

Dan Gabbay '90 

school, where he was instructed in the 
proper use of fire-fighting foam, the 
current state~of-the-art technique in fire 
fighting. 

Thus far Dan's career has been filled 
primarily with grass and brush fires, 
and the frequent false alarms which 
account for about 50 percent of the 
Lower Merion Fire Department's runs. 
But he knows that his first "real" fire is 
only a whistle away. As he remarks, 
"Every time I get a call, I think maybe 
this will be the one." Dan's only com
plaint, besides the usual fireman's stories 
of interrupted meals and sleep, is the 
timing of some of the calls. It seems 
that the department's whistle often 
goes off right in the middle of his base
ball games, leaving him to make a 
tough choice. However, he says laugh-

DANCING LESSONS, 1905 BY EVERETT SHINN COURTESY 
OF THE GREY ART GALLERY 

ing, "I always stay. The Fire Department 
can live without me for one response, 
but I'm not sure what the baseball team 
would do without their slick fielding 
catcher /first baseman and all important 
ninth hitter. But if a large fire ever came 
along, the temptation might just be too 
much." 

Although he enjoys fire fighting, it is 
not necessarily in his future. "My life's 
goal has always been to fly Navy fighter 
jets off aircraft carriers. I've wanted, for 
as long as I can remember, to be a Top 
Gun,' even though I don't look like Tom 
Cruise. I know I can be a good pilot. It's 
an outstanding life." For now, however, 
he'll be satisfied to spend the rest of his 
days at Haverford flying down the 
streets of Ardmore on the side 
of Engine 25. 

"Behind the line: An 
Inquiry into Drawing," an 
exhibit organized by the 
Grey Art Gallery and 
Study Center at New York 
University, highlighted 
Comfort Gallery's fall 
season. The collection of 
fifty-odd drawings, featur
ing the work of Giacomo 
Balla, Andre Breton, Max 
Ernst, and Henry Moore, 
offered a unique opportu
nity to view and study 
drawing as both a compo
nent of art and as a finished 
artwork. 
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Douglas C. Bennett '68 David M. Kies '65 Martin F. Heller '54 

From left to right, J. Morris Evans '43, J. Howard Marshall '26, and Jonathan Rhoads '28. 

Changes in the Board of 
Managers 
Four members of the Haverford Board 
of Managers retired this past fall. 

J. Howard Marshall, II '26, an 
executive and major stockholder in a 
variety of oil and gas interests, was 
first elected to the Board in 1965. He 
became a member of the Corporation 
in 1951 and has served as its Vice Presi
dent since 1978. 

Active in various fundraising cam
paigns, he co-chaired the Resources 
Committee and Development Campaign 
in 1967 and chaired the Development 
Committee from 1969 to 1972. He also 
has served as a member of the Athletics 
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Development Advisory Committee, and 
he and his wife, Bettye, were active 
advocates of the Board's decision to 
approve coeducation at Haverford. 

J. Morris "Morrie" Evans '43, a 
former Chairman of the Board of P.Q. 
Corporation, a worldwide manufacturer 
of chemicals and glass beads, was first 
elected to the Board in 1967. He served 
as a Corporation nominee to the Board 
until,1972. He also served as Vice Presi
dent of the Corporation from 1972 to 
1977 and as President of the Corpora
tion from 1978 to 1987. 

During his tenure he guided the 
Corporation through significant 
changes. The last ten years have seen 
the Corporation's increased involvement 
in the life of the College and the restruc-

Edwin E. Tuttle '49 

turing of the Board into a more national 
and diverse body. 

Jonathan Rhoads '28, M.D. and 
Professor of Surgery and Provost Emeri
tus at the University of Pennsylvania, 
was first elected to the Board in 1948. 
A past President of the American Can
cer Society and American Surgical 
Society, he served as Chairman of the 
Board from 1963 to 1972 and President 
of the Corporation from 1963 to 1978. 
He was also co-chair of the Biology 
Development Committee. 

Robert P. Roche '4 7, Chairman and 
Chief Executive Officer of Barnes & 
Roche, was first elected to the Board in 
1963. A former Director of Develop
ment at the University of Pennsylvania, 
he served as Vice Chairman of the 
Board from 1975 to 1978 and as Secre
tary of the Corporation from 1981 to 
1988. He has served as chair of the 
Nominating, Standing, and Finance 
Committees. 

Four new members were elected to 
the Board at the annual October meet
ing of the Corporation. 

Douglas C. Bennett '68 was elected 
Secretary of the Corporation, an ex
officio position on the Board. He is 
Professor of Political Science and Asso
ciate Dean in the College of Arts and 
Sciences at Temple University. He 
received a master's degree and a Ph.D. 
in Political Science from Yale University. 
He is active in the American Friends 
Service Committee and is a member of 
the School Committee at Germantown 
Friends School. He is a member of the 



Executive Committee of the Alumni 
Association, Clerk of the Corporation's 
Advisory Committee, and served as the 
Alumni Association representative on 
the Presidential Search Committee. He 
recently completed a year as an Ameri
can Council on Education Fellow at 
Swarthmore College. 

David M. Kies '65, elected as an 
alumni representative on the Board, is 
a partner with the law firm of Sullivan 
& Cromwell in New York City. He 
received his J.D. from N.Y.U. Law 
School in 1968. Kies is a member of the 
Founders Hall Restoration Fund Com
mittee and has served as an Admissions 
Representative, Class Chairman, and 
Secretary of the Haverford Society of 
New York. His son, Adam, is a member 
of the Class of 1991. 

Martin F. Heller '54, also an alumni 
representative, is President of Martin 
Heller Associates, a real estate invest
ment and development company in 
New Jersey, and a partner of Carlton Oil 
Company of Newport, Ohio. He serves 
on a number of boards, including First 
Federal Savings & Loan Associates of 
Rochester, The Anti-Defamation League 
of B'nai B'rith, The Newark Museum 
and the YMCA of Madison, N .J. His son, 
John, is a member of the Class of 1989. 

Edwin E. Tuttle '49 is Chairman 
and Chief Executive Officer of Pennwalt 
Corporation, and serves on the boards 
of First Pennsylvania Corporation, First 
Pennsylvania Bank, The Fidelity Mutual 
Life Insurance Company, Westmoreland 
Coal Company and General Accident 
Insurance of America. He is a Director 
of the Pennsylvania Chamber of Busi
ness and Industry, The Pennsylvania 
Roundtable, Chairman and a Director 
of Pennsylvania Ballet, a Director of the 
Metropolitan Philadelphia Family of 
YMCA's, and a Director of the Greater 
Philadelphia First Corporation and the 
Urban Affairs Partnership. He received 
an M.B.A. from Harvard Business 
School in 1952. He was previously on 
the Haverford Board of Managers from 
1975 to 1987, serving as Vice Chairman 
for five years. 

Martina Navratilova hits an approach shot during the Kiss JOO Invitational Tennis Tournament held 
at Haverford. 

Professional Tennis Comes 
to Haverford 
In early December, Haverford sports 
fans were treated to women's profes
sional tennis in Alumni Field House. 
Heading the field at the invitational 
tournament sponsored by Philadelphia 
Radio Station KISS 100 were Martina 
Navratilova, formerly ranked number 
one in the world, and former U.S. Open 
winner Tracy Austin, playing in her first 
singles tournament in five years. 

In the singles contest, Navratilova 
defeated Betsy Nagleson 6-4, 6-2 to 
earn the $10,000 first-prize check. In 
the doubles final, Navratilova and 
Nagelson teamed to defeat Austin and 
Robin White, 6-1, 6-1. 

Among the players in the tournament 
was twelve-year-old Jennifer Caprioti. 
The young left-hander not only won the 
hearts of fans with her play, but also the 
respect of all Fords as she sat studying 
her school books between matches. 

The tournament is expected to 
return to Haverford in the fall of 1989. 

Diane Abbott, the first black woman elected to 
the British Parliament, spoke at a special Collec
tion in October. Abbott's life has been a series of 
firsts-she was the only black student at her 
grammar school, and later the only black student 
at Newnham College, Cambridge, where she 
received a degree in history. Abbott, 35, worked 
at the Home Office, the National Council for Civil 
Liberties and Thames Television before entering 
politics. 

In June of 1987, she was elected to the House of 
Commons, representing the Hackney North and 
Stoke Newington sections of East London, areas 
with large black and ethnic minority populations, 
high unemployment, and the largest number of 
single parent mothers in England. 

Abbott's talk focused on her rise through the 
English political structure. She recounted both 
the positive and negative aspects of being the 
first black woman in Parliament. Noting that 
minorities inherently have a tougher time attain
ing political positions, she emphasized the need 
for those already entrenched to lend a helping 
hand. 
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On February 26, 1989 Vermont artist Sarah Swenson s portrait of former President Robert Stevens was 
unveil~d. The portrait, a gift from the Board of Managers, joins those of Haverfords other past Presi
dents m the Sharpless Gallery of Magill Library. A reception in honor of Stevens, now chancellor at the 
University of California at Santa Cruz, followed the unveiling. 

Founders Remembered 
The campaign to renovate Founders 
Hall has uncovered many facts and 
feelings about the College's oldest build
ing. If you would like to share any recol
lections about Founders with HAVER
FORD readers, please write to 
HAVERFORD magazine, Haverford 
College, Haverford PA, 19041-1392. 
The Architect of Founders Hall 
by Michael Lewis '80 

In the years before the Civil War, 
most prominent early American archi
tects were trained in the building trades. 
In the absence of any licensing laws 
there was nothing to prevent carpenters 
and builders from calling themselves 
architects and entering architectural 
competitions, which they often saw as a 
way of securing a lucrative contract. In 
1832 the line between architect and 
builder was a blurry one, as is shown by 
the career of George Sennett, the archi
tect of Founders Hall. 

Sennett began his career as a carpen
ter in Philadelphia in 1830, but he 
clearly aspired to more, and for a brief 
period in 1831and1832 he bravely 
tried to make the transition to architec
tural practice. Although he ultimately 
failed, his effort is commemorated by 
his spectacular work at Haverford. 
Sennett seems to have spent much time 
honing his rendering skills and in 1831 
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he submitted a design in the prestigious 
architectural competition for Wills Eye 
Hospital. Surprisingly, even though 
competing against such nationally 
important architects as John Haviland 
and T. U. Walter, he was awarded a 
respectable third prize and 25 dollars. 
Within weeks after the results were 
published in January, 1832, Sennett was 
sought out by the recently assembled 
Board of Managers for Haverford College. 

Sennett's achievement was to take 
the rough ideas of the building commit
tee and express them architecturally. At 
the same time he respected the charge 
of the building committee to avoid 
"useless ornament and extravagant 
expenditure" in favor of "that Plainness 
and simplicity which are alone consis
tent with the religious profession of 
Friends." His design for Founders Hall 
was remarkable for uniting a variety of 
functions-classrooms, offices, dormito
ries and dining facilities-under one 
roof, and giving the building a monu
mental character which, unlike the 
porticoed and colonnaded Greek 
Revival buildings that were coming to 
dominate the city, was achieved solely 
by the lively arrangement of a few 
simple architectural masses. 

Sennett was paid not as an architect, 
on a percentage fee, but as a draftsman 
who made "drafts" of the building, 
presumably the perspective and plans 
shown in the well-known lithograph of 

Founders Hall. To his disappointment, 
perhaps, the contract was entrusted to 
other builders, and he returned to the 
practice of carpentry, remaining active 
into the 1870s. Carpentry and building, 
Sennett had discovered, paid off in pre
Civil War America; architecture did 
not. 
Michael Lewis '80 has just completed his disserta
tion at the University of Pennsylvania on Cologne 
Cathedral and the German Gothic Revival. He is 
employed by the Clio Group, consultants in 
architecture, history and land use, and has 
written extensively about German architecture 
and architecture of the Philadelphia region . 

NEH Challenge Report 
In December 1987, the National Endow
ment for the Humanities announced a 
$250,000 challenge grant in support of 
a $1,250,000 program in comparative 
literature at Haverford. Haverford 
donors must match the challenge grant 
on a 4:1 basis. The funds will be used to 
endow a faculty chair in comparative 
literature and a fund for library acquisi
tions. Book funds already have been 
named for John Ashmead, Thomas 
Donnelly, Jack Lester Jr., and Edward 
Snyder. Fundraising efforts so far have 
resulted in pledges of more than 
$140,000. Pledges may be paid over a 
period of three years and the 
$1,000,000 in new funds must be paid 
by July 31, 1991. 

Events were held last fall to provide 
information about the comparative 
literature major and the challenge. 
Classics Professor Deborah Roberts, 
English Professor Julia Epstein, Spanish 
Professor Tony Cussen, and Religion 
Professor David Dawson spoke to 
alumni in New York on September 15. 
On October 19, Professor Epstein was 
joined by fellow English Professor Jim 
Ransom, and students Lee Burnett and 
Anna Engle, both of the class of 1989, 
for a panel discussion in Philadelphia. 

According to NEH Coordinator, 
Violet Brown, "We are especially 
encouraged by the response of young 
alumni to this significant program in 
comparative literature, and are confi
dent that the goal will be reached." For 
more information about the NEH chal
lenge, contact Brown at 215-896-1130. 



SPORTS 

As the fall sports season came to a 
close and winter teams began competi
tion, there was much for Haverford fans 
to cheer about. 

Two Haverford soccer players, sopho
mores Jonathan Wren and Laura Miller, 
were awarded Haverford's Archibald 
Macintosh Award as outstanding fresh
men scholar-athletes during the 1987-
88 academic year. 

Wren had an immediate impact on 
the men's soccer program, becoming a 
starter his freshman year. He was a 
standout defenseman for the 1987 
squad, helping it to a 12-5-3 record. 
This year he was an instrumental part 
of the Fords' first Middle Atlantic Con
ference title in thirty-five years. 

Miller, like Wren, stepped directly 
into a starting role her freshman year. 
A midfielder for the 1987 women's 
squad, she tallied 13 points on 5 goals 
and 3 assists. The speedy 5'1'' sopho
more was an important part of the 1988 
team's impressive 10-6-2 record, record
ing 8 assists and 1 goal. 
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The cold nights of 
winter were heated up 
by some fierce competi
tion. Leading the way 

was the women's basketball team. 
Under the guidance of first year coach 
Sue Stahl, the team rebounded from 
winning only one game last year to 
post a 6-17 record. The season was 
highlighted by two victories over 
Swarthmore and a win against Bryn 
Mawr. Amy Taylor '92 was the team's 
leading scorer and rebounder. 

A last second victory over 
Swarthmore highlighted David Hooks' 
first season as men's basketball coach. 
Junior Jay Fiandra banked home a 13-
foot shot with two seconds left, allowing 
the men to capture their first league 
win with a 57-55 victory over the Gar
net. Overall, the men finished 3-21. 
Freshman Jeremy Edwards was the 
team's leading scorer, averaging 14 
points per game, and was named MAC 
player of the week for the last week of 
January. 

11 The men's wrestling 
team, ravaged by inju
ries, struggled to a 2-18 
mark. Senior captain 

Emory Morrison and sophomore Tony 
Fuentez were the team's leading wres
tlers. Coach Larry Imgrund's squad, 
despite the tough season, gained valu
able experience which established a 
strong foundation for next year. 

Jim Murray's fencing 
team finished 7-9 over
all, but 7-4 in the Middle 
Atlantic Conference 

Fencing Association. Their victories 
included an exciting 14-13 decision 
over William and Mary and a sound 
defeat of rival Lafayette 21-6. In the 
MAC's held at Haverford, the team 
placed 5th out of 13. Leading the way 
were captain Rob Sturr '89 and Matt 
Easton '92. 

Justin Smith '91 pulls up 
for a jump shot. Julie Jaffe 
'92 looks to avoid a 
Swarthmore defender . 
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Homecoming, 1988 

Laura Miller '91 and 
Julie Snyder '90 cele
brate a Haverford goal. 
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Homecoming was highlighted by a 
Friday night bonfire, a Saturday morn
ing minority panel, and a come-from
behind victory by the women's soccer 
team. 

The kick-off bonfire, originally 
scheduled for the Duck Pond area, was 
held in the Sunken Lounge. Although 
the rain dampened the ground outside, 
it had no effect on the Homecoming 
crowd as more than 200 students and 
alumni joined President Kessinger in 
kicking off the celebration. The night 
featured a roaring fire and hot apple 
cider. 

On Saturday a luncheon and panel 
with distinguished Haverford minority 
alumni and students was held. James 
Baker '56, Director of Development and 
International Economic Cooperation at 
the United Nations, Charles Lawrence 
'65, Professor of Constitutional Law at 
Stanford University, and Milo Cividanes 
'78, Former Assistant Counsel to the 
Senate Sub-Committee on Law and 
Technology, were joined by Aruna 
Chandra '91, Harold Toro '91 and Keino 
Robinson '91. Dean of the College Matt 
Hamabata called the program, "an 
exciting opportunity to hear from peo
ple of color who represent three dec
ades of Haverford's history. Their prob
lems and triumphs offer important 
lessons from which everyone can gain." 

Following the luncheon, Haverford 
fans watched a dramatic comeback 
by the women's soccer team as it de
feated Dickinson 4-2. Down by two 
goals in the second-half, the women 
tallied four second-half goals to ensure 
the victory. Amy Furr '90, Laura Miller 
'91, Robyn Roth '90, and Ellen 
Braithwaite '91 all scored for the Fords. 

The women's victory was celebrated 
by approximately 300 fans with a recep
tion in Founders Hall. 



Photos by Steven Zerby 
Elizabeth Mcintyre '91 
and Jennifer Meltzer 
'91 let Homecoming 
balloons carry them 
away. Bottom left: Tom 
Kessinger speaks with 
panelist Charles 
Lawrence '65. Harold 
Toro '91, Keino Robin-
son '91 and Aruna 
Chandra '91, described 
their experiences as 
current students. Milo 
Cividanes '78, James 
Baker '56, and Charles 
Lawrence '65, talked 
about life at Haverford 
in the 50's, 60's and 
70's. 
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FACULTY PROFILE 

IRVING FINGER 

Although he received his Ph.D. in zool
ogy and genetics from the University of 
Pennsylvania in 1958, graduate school 
has never ended for Professor of Biol
ogy Irv Finger. His 32 year teaching 
and research career has found him 
continuing his inquiry into genetics and 
immunology. 

Irving Finger was born in 1924 in 
Peekskill, New York-a middle class 
Hudson River town an hour from New 
York City. His youth, during the Depres
sion, was typical of the time. "Unless 
you had a lot of money, your days were 
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by John Loughnane '87 

spent playing and reading," he remem
bers. "The town itself has changed 
considerably since those days. I'm not 
sure if I would still recognize my old 
haunts." 

At the end of high school, Finger 
attended what later became the State 
University of New York at Albany for a 
semester before being drafted into the 
Army in 1942. A radio operator with 
the Field Artillery in the European 
theatre of operations, Finger was cap
tured during the Battle of the Bulge. He 
was a German prisoner of war until the 
conclusion of the war. 

In 194 7, a phone call led him to 
attend Swarthmore. "One of my good 
friends in the Army," he recalls, "had 
gone to Bucknell. I called him up to see 
what it was like and he said he had 
transferred to Swarthmore. The next 
thing I knew, he had convinced me to 
come to Swarthmore." 

The postwar days at Swarthmore 
offered a unique opportunity for Finger. 
A majority of the students were also 
veterans, which made for a mature 
environment rich with educational 
possibilities. "Although the faculty at 



Swarthmore might not like to hear me 
say it," he laughs, "I learned as much 
from my classmates during my time 
there as I did in my classes. It was a 
special type of situation. Many of the 
professors who started teaching during 
the war remarked to me later how 
different they found the college after 
the veterans had graduated." 

While at Swarthmore, Finger did not 
focus immediately on biology. "Like a 
lot of students, I chose by a process of 
elimination. Actually, I was most inter
ested in history and, in fact, took as 
many advanced history courses as I did 
in biology. Eventually, I realized that 
scholarship in history didn't appeal to 
me and I preferred to do'graduate work 
in biology." 

After graduating from Swarthmore 
with a B.A. in zoology, he attended the 
University of Pennsylvania, in part 
because of his strong social ties with 
people at Swarthmore. At Penn, expo
sure to some "outstanding" courses in 
genetics led Finger to begin working on 
developmental biology. His doctoral 
dissertation, focusing on immunology 
and genetics, led to a postdoctoral 
Research Associateship in genetics at 
the University of Pennsylvania in 1955-
1956. In 1957 he was offered a second 
fellowship, this time at Columbia Medi
cal School. For two years, he worked 
under immunologist Professor Elvin 
Kabat, learning chemical methods of 
immunology which he later applied to 
problems of gene action and cell 
differentiation. 

While at Columbia, Finger also 
received an offer to teach at Haverford. 
He recalls, "I had always planned to 
teach after graduate school. At that 
time, industry took a negligible number 
of biologists, and research institutes 
were very limited in number. Dr. Kabat 
was not particularly pleased at my 
coming to Haverford. He had never 
heard of Haverford and wanted me to 
go on the fast track, ending up at Brown 
or the University of California." Finger's 
first year at the College was spent com
muting between Haverford and New 
York. "Dr. Kabat felt I had a commit-

ment to him to finish up my work, and I 
felt I had a commitment to start at 
Haverford. Consequently, I ended up 
doing a lot of commuting that first year." 
Dr. Kabat would eventually come to 
Haverford as a Phillips visitor and two 
of his sons, Jonathan Kabat-Zinn '64 
and Geoffrey '67 would graduate from 
Haverford. 

Finger's years at the College have 
been a continual learning process. His 
research focuses today, as it did in grad
uate school, on the genes and antigens 
in the single-cell micro-organism, para
mecium. Finger has explored why cells 
which have the same genes may func
tion differently to produce distinctive 
surface proteins called antigens. It is a 
phenomenon about which little has 
been known until the last few decades, 
and is a part of the larger question of 
what activates and inactivates specific 
genes. Finger has published over 30 
chapters in books and his work has 
been supported by the National Science 
Foundation and the American Cancer 
Society. In 1986, he was awarded a 
$49,080 grant from the National Insti
tutes of Health to continue his study on 
paramecia. 

His two major teaching topics, genet
ics and immunology, have served to 
reinforce his research. "There is noth
ing like teaching to make you realize 
whether you understand what you are 
talking about. You have to present and 
explain your materials to a group of 
able students who ask questions which 
test the depth of your understanding. 
Many times they ask naive but probing 
questions which, because I am so close 
to my research, had not hitherto struck 
me. I have found teaching to be very, 
very, useful in my research and, of 
course, vice versa." 

Finger's classes and research also 
have focused on approaches to under
standing rather than data gathering. 
"I don't give out tremendous amounts 
of information in my classes. Instead, 
I talk about approaches which may or 
may not resolve specific problems. This 
is also reflected in my research, which 
may explain why I don't get published 

much," he laughs. ''I'm very conserva
tive in analyzing data but very risk
taking in the approaches I use." 

During his tenure at Haverford, 
Finger has noticed significant changes 
in the student body. "I think the middle 
level of students at the College has 
improved dramatically. I don't know if 
the number of ultra-brilliant students 
has increased, but the overall average, 
it seems to me, has improved. What 
Haverford does well is to turn on this 
very bright 'middle' section of students 
and introduces them to brand new 
experiences. They are presented with 
alternative ways of learning which they 
would not encounter in many liberal 
arts schools. They can realize, for exam
ple, that research need not be forbid
ding and can, in fact, be tremendously 
exciting. 

"There is at the College," he con
tinues, "a certain underestimation of 
the quality of students. Because all the 
students are very good, if someone 
doesn't do as well as you think, you 
tend not to be very impressed with the 
student. However, in a different context 
and environment this student might 
be considered one of the best. This 
accounts for why, in the outside world, 
some whom we didn't see as the 'bright 
lights' turn out to be fantastic in later 
years." 

Finger's time away from the lab and 
classroom is spent with his family. His 
wife, Alexis, teaches English as a second 
language for foreign-born students at 
Drexel University. The Fingers have 
two sons, Scott, 8 and Andrew, 10. 
"Since I married late, I'll probably work 
until I drop," said Finger. "If I had my 
wish, after my teaching career is over, 
I would love to devote all my time to 
genetics research, but I don't see that 
happening unless someone wants to 
endow a laboratory." 
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oming Home to Haverford 
Tom G. Kessinger '65 

by John Loughnane '87 
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Last spring Tom Kessinger returned to campus to attend Commencement and alumni 

weekend. Since both the class of 1963 and the class of 1965 claim him as a member, he was 

able to take part in 63's 25th reunion. He could have qualified for "traveled the farthest to 

attend." But he hadn't come half-way around the world just for that honor. While Kessinger 

joined his fell ow alumni in reliving the past, he also was introduced as an important part of 

their future-president-elect of Haverford College. 

Tom Kessinger first arrived at Haverford College as a freshman in the fall of 1959. As a 

son of a Northern New Jersey Quaker family, he first became aware of Haverford through 

meeting for worship and meeting-related activities. Following the advice of a high school 

counselor, he visited the campus during his senior year in high school and was impressed by 

Haverford's academic excellence, athletic programs, and orientation towards Quakerism and 

community service. 

Kessinger's first years at the College were not ones which foretold of a future Ph.D. and 

president of Haverford. They were a period of turmoil, struggle, and self-evaluation. As he 

recalls, "There was no question that I was not fulfilling the expectations of my professors 

during my freshman and sophomore years. It wasn't that I lacked interest in things academic, 

but it was evident to me that I was not making the most of the opportunity and that was 

terribly frustrating." 
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As Kessinger struggled, the idealism of President 
Kennedy swept the nation. The spring of 1961, with 
the articulation of the Peace Corps, found an atmo
sphere of promise and potential, especially on college 
campuses. It was a movement of which Kessinger 
and some of his classmates became a part. He re
members, "l got caught up in it. I always had planned 
to do some sort of service program for two or three 
years after Haverford, so in March of 1961, I filled 
out an application for the Peace Corps. Although it 
sounds funny, the decision was simple. I was sitting in 
the Philips Wing of Magill Library, studying for a 
history exam, and it came to me-the Peace Corps 
was what I wanted to do." 

The Peace Corps offered Kessinger challenges and 
experiences far different from those of his academic 
life at Haverford. His assignment took him to a pro
gram in North India which introduced modern poul
try raising techniques to village farmers. It was a 
subject about which he knew nothing. As he recently 
told the Philadelphia Inquirer, "I went into the Peace 
Corps with the idea that I was going to make the 
world a better place. What I got was an education. It 
was a question of putting something on the line
oneself ." 

While in India, he met his wife, Varyam. "She was 
a faculty member at the government training institute 
to which I was assigned," Kessinger remembers. 

A 1965 yearbook photo. 
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"She was teaching home economics to female train
ees while our group of Peace Corps volunteers was 
working with the men. We got to know each other 
and were married six months later." 

Kessinger returned to Haverford in September, 
1963. Taking advantage of Haverford's exchange 
with the University of Pennsylvania, he continued his 
study of Indian history and language, eventually 
graduating from Haverford with honors in history in 
1965. 

In the fall of 1966, Kessinger began studies at the 
University of Chicago as a Danforth Fellow. In 1967, 
he received his master's degree and, in 1972, his 
Ph.D. His doctoral dissertation, focusing on the social 
and economic changes in an Indian village from 
1848 to 1968, was considered innovative for its com
bined application of anthropology and history. 

Kessinger's teaching career began in 1970 at the 
University of Virginia as an assistant professor of 
South Asian Study. "I was lucky," he recalls. "Two 
years later the job opportunities for teaching in 
higher education had dried up." He planned to re
main at the University of Virginia for some time, but 
an opportunity at the University of Pennsylvania, 
one of the leading schools in the field of Indian stud
ies, lured him back to Philadelphia. 

For his first year at the University of Pennsylvania, 
he was a visiting professor of history and South Asian 
studies. A year later he became an associate profes
sor. In his three years there, he chaired the univer
sity's undergraduate history department and the 
College of Arts and Sciences' Committee on Instruc
tion, and served as assistant chair of the Department 
of South Asia Regional Studies. "The opportunity at 
Penn was an excellent one," he says. "I had tenure, 
and the possibility of finishing my teaching and re
search careers there was very attractive." 

With the Peace Corps in India. The photo was taken during 
Jacqueline Kennedy Onassis's trip to visit Peace Corps volunteers 
throughout the world. Second from the right is Harvard economist 
John Kenneth Galbraith. 



However, in April, 1976, the Ford Foundation of
fered Kessinger a two year position as a regional 
specialist on its staff in New Delhi. He accepted the 
position with the Foundation for two reasons. "First," 
as he recalls, "although I had been to India three 
times, I had never had the chance to travel widely. 
When you are involved in overseas research work, 
you become consumed with the idea that you are 
never going to finish and are afraid to take the time 
off to do other things. The job offered the opportu
nity to travel. 

"Second, I consider myself something of a specialist 
on India, but the people I knew were basically Indian 
anthropologists and historians. I didn't know academ
ics, intellectuals, or public figures in other fields. The 
Ford Foundation would allow me to expand both my 
personal contacts and experiences in India." 

After the first of those two years, Kessinger was 
asked by the Ford Foundation if he would remain. 
The offer presented problems. To stay he would have 
to sacrifice his tenure, since the University of Penn
sylvania limited leaves without pay to two years. The 
question for Kessinger centered on the future. If he 
forfeited his position at Penn and stayed in India for 
another five years, what would he do after that? As 
an Indian specialist his options were limited to the 
small number of positions available for regional 
specialists. 

The solution came by way of a Ford Foundation 
proposal offering Kessinger the position as head of 
the Foundation's program in Indonesia. "The opportu
nity to run the office in Southeast Asia made all the 
difference. It was a chance to learn another world 
area which was related to the one that I knew," he 
recalls. 

For the next eight years he served as the represen
tative for the Southeast Asian region. It was a time 
filled with excitement, as the area went through 
enormous changes. Kessinger's area included Viet
nam, which he visited on three occasions. In some of 
the Southern areas he was the first American anyone 
had seen in ten years. What he found was a country 
badly torn apart. "I was last there in 1984, and I don't 
see any indication that things have gotten better. The 
tremendous explosion of population has caused an 
even greater strain on the food supply. Travel in the 
country is also very limited. The roads, especially in 
North Vietnam, are in very poor condition and there 
are few air flights. It is very surprising that a country 
such as North Vietnam appears was as effective as it 
was in its long period of struggle with the United 
States." 

Kessinger was also in the Philippines during the 
revolution against the Marcos regime. "That particu
lar time in the Philippines is something I will never 

forget," he says. "There were riots, tear gas and all 
the other aspects of revolution which one sees on 
television. It was very scary. It was the first time in 
my life that I felt I had no control over my own fate ." 

Travel has had more amusing moments for Kes
singer. While on his way to Singapore for a meeting, 
he attempted to cash a check before going through 
immigration. "I gave my passport, as proof of my 
identity, to the bank clerk," he laughs. "She gave it 
back to me and said, 'That is not your passport.' I 
looked at it and indeed, it was my older son's pass
port. So there I was in Singapore, trying to get into 
the country without a passport. If I waited until my 
family had my passport flown in, the meeting would 
be over. Eventually, the officials agreed to let me in, 
something I can't imagine happening in the United 
States.'' 

Another time, while in Egypt for a Ford Foundation 
meeting, he was detained because his previous desti
nation was an area infested with cholera, according 
to Egyptian officials. "I remember telling the customs 
official he must be kidding," Kessinger laughs. "That 
is something I will never do again.'' With five other 
people he was transported by van to a quarantine 
center for 24 hours of observation. "It was something 
you see in an old television movie: six very different 
people using all the devices at their disposal in trying 
to be released," he remembers. 

~ 
Leading cheers during a 1960 Haverford basketball game. 
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From Indonesia, he moved to India, where he be
came head of the New Delhi office, the Foundation's 
largest overseas office. There, he supervised a staff 
of more than 72 professional and support staff in the 
planning, design and implementation of a variety of 
educational programs throughout India, Nepal, and 
Sri Lanka. Even with these responsibilities, Kessinger 
found time to improve his tennis game. "During that 
year I must have played almost three hundred times," 
he said. 

Haverford's search for a new president offered 
Kessinger a chance to return to the United States. 
"Many of the things that first brought me to Haver
ford as a student, brought me back to be president. It 
is a unique institution with a special challenge both 
academically and morally," he remarks. "Varyam 
and I also wanted to return to the United States to be 
closer to our sons, Colin, 18, a first year engineering 
student at Cornell University, and William, 23, an 
engineer for the Prudential Corporation. In short, 
things just came together.'' 

For Kessinger, the next decade offers many varied 
challenges, with the College's endowment at the top 
of the list. He says, "The question of the endowment, 
[approximately 72 million at the end of 1988] is in 
some ways relative. If you ask me if we are poor, the 
only fair response is, compared to whom? With re
spect to our peer institutions, we are not very well 
off. However, Drew University just had a capital 
campaign which raised its endowment to around 
seventy million dollars and they seem quite pleased! 
Our endowment is small enough that it will be hard 
for us to add any new programs or meet the full 
demands of need blind financial aid for students in 
the years ahead.'' 

Other issues on campus, tied to the question of the 
endowment, are of concern to the new president. 
According to Kessinger, the need for more space for 
student activities, faculty offices, college visitors, 
exhibit space, and class rooms is pressing. Expanded 
resources are needed to keep up with the technology 
and equipment for science programs. 

The College also has to decide whether to build a 
new dormitory, or renovate HPA. "I think HPA is an 
important part of Haverford," said Kessinger. "Not 
only does it give students a different type of housing 
option but it allows them to stay at Haverford for the 
summer by offering affordable housing. That is an 
option which did not exist during my student days. 
However, if we are to keep HPA, improvements and 
repairs must be made." 

Minority recruitment is another area of concern to 
Kessinger. "It is something people should, and do, 
remind us of," he says. "I think that in all programs 
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we have a real commitment to caring and responding 
to the needs of individuals and, to the extent that 
they can be defined, to the needs of minority groups. 
This is not a perfect place but we have a variety of 
things, our size and location for instance, that offei: 
more potential than many other schools." 

Kessinger, a former football and baseball player at 
Haverford and an avid tennis player, also sees ath
letics as an important part of the educational process 
at the College. "There is very little that we 'old' peo
ple can look back and tell younger people authorita
tively," he laughs. "But we can say how important 
athletics are not only for college memories but for 
personal health and development. The role of physi
cal fitness in both physical and mental health is 
among the most important of issues in life." 

Kessinger's involvement with campus life includes 
teaching a course, "Politics and Society in Contempo
rary India." "I wanted to teach a course for two rea
sons. My first love always has and will be teaching. I 
find the exchange in the classroom invigorating and 
enlightening. Second, by being involved with stu
dents at another level, I can be exposed to more than 
if I sat alone in the President's office. I think it is im
portant for the President of any school to be in the 
'mainstream' of the institution.'' 

Kessinger's first six months have found him fre
quently on the road. He has paid visits to alumni on 
the West Coast, Florida, Texas, Chicago, Pittsburgh, 
New York, Washington, Wilmington, Atlanta, and of 
course Philadelphia. ''As with returning to India in 
197 4, the possibility for travel was part of the allure 
of becoming president. I am ashamed to say that, up 
until this fall, I had not done much travelling in the 
United States. At each stop, I continue to be amazed 
at the diversity, ability, and potential of Haverford's 
alumni body. They are truly a special group of people 
who have made me feel very welcome." 

Kessinger was honored in January, 1989, by the Philadelphia 
Recruitment Office of the U.S. Peace Corps for his past service. 
Ed Slevin, Peace Corps Associate Director of Volunteer Selection 
and Recruitment in Washington, D. C., presented the award. 



he Inauguration 
Tom G. Kessinger '65 was inaugurated as the eleventh president on December 3, 1988. 

Temperatures soared to unseasonable highs, and feelings were just as warm as friends, family, 

alumni, students, and representatives of more than 70 institutions gathered for the celebration. 

Haverford alumni who served as delegates included: John Woodward Thomas '56 for Harvard 

University, Fred A. Hargadon '58 for Princeton University, Peter Tapke '52 for Washington Col

lege, W. Wistar Comfort '54 for Wesleyan University, Richard K. Wood '59 for Gettysburg College, 

David W. Ellis '58 for Lafayette College, G. Michael Leader, III '67 for the Dickinson School of Law, 

Richard C. Pappas '69 for Widener University, Bradshaw Snipes '49 for Guilford College, and 

David W. Fraser '65 for Swarthmore College. 

Luncheon in the Great Hall gave delegates a chance to meet and relax before the ceremonies 

began. Many attended meeting for worship at Haverford Friends Meeting House before walking 

back to campus to robe and assemble for the procession into Marshall Auditorium. 

Kessinger heard greetings from the presidents of Bryn Mawr College, Swarthmore College, and 

the University of Pennsylvania, and representatives of Haverford College's alumni, faculty, stu

dents, and staff. 

John B. Jones, Jr., Chair of the Board of Managers and President of the Corporation, offered a 

symbol of the office of president to Kessinger in the form of a scroll inscribed with a quotation 

from Isaac Sharpless' 1888 Commencement address. 

As Kessinger led the recessional from the auditorium, Founders Bell began to ring across cam

pus. The president quickly shed the formality of academic regalia and strode toward the Field 

House for the reception. Students on Founders Green dropped their footballs and frisbees and 

greeted him with applause. 

During the reception hundreds offered Tom and Varyam Kessinger words of congratulations 

and welcome. The Inauguration was over, but the warm feelings lingered. 
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ntroduction 

John B. Jones, Jr. 
President of the 
Corporation 
and Chair of the 

~~Board of Managers 
It was just fifty-two weeks ago today, give or take 
an hour or so, that after a long search process the 
Board made its selection of Tom Kessinger to be our 
president. From that search, we learned just how 
unreasonable the demands are that colleges make of 
their presidents. And with deference to the speakers 
at my right, I suggest the smaller the college the 
more unreasonable the demands. 

We don't offer the support that a larger institution 
can and the President is expected to do more of it 
himself. We want him to be a premier scholar, to be 
of unmatched administrative ability, and of course to 
have a unique gift for fund-raising. He has to do all 
this while maintaining personal relationships with 
faculty, students, staff, alumni, and not least of all, 
the Board of Managers. 

He also must move in the education world and, 
today, we want him to move in the community, the 
state, and the nation. And we ask that all these things 
be handled in the special spirit of Haverford and its 
fortunate blend of intellectual excellence, concern for 
the individual, commitment to growth in a changing 
world, all based on the founding principles of the 
Society of Friends. What greater tribute can I pay to 
Tom Kessinger then to say, that to those of us charged 
with selecting a new president, he more than any 
other person embodied these many qualities. 

For good measure he was a Haverford graduate, 
was raised as a Friend, and has a rich background in 
an important Third World area. We are delighted 
with the mark he has made on the campus in the 
three months he has been here and we look forward 
to his leadership in meeting the final challenges of 
this century and preparing for the next. Tom Kes
singer, welcome, you have our pledge of full support. 
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reetings from 
Institutions 

Sheldon Hackney, 
President 
University of 
Pennsylvania 

Well, I am privileged today to bring greetings to 
Haverford College and to President Kessinger from 
the University of Pennsylvania and from, if I may 
speak for them, the many friends and admirers of 
this institution throughout the Philadelphia higher 
education community. 

Indeed, "community" seems to be the inevitable, 
and I think, the appropriate theme for such a happy 
occasion as this, taking place in this very special 
place. As we near the end of the yuppie era, charac
terized more by a ceaseless self-striving than by 
concern for others, issues of community and of 
shared values are there. Such shared values as per
sonal integrity, collegiality, intellectual honesty; those 
values once again confront academic leaders. Tom 
Kessinger is fortunate to be assuming the leadership 
of a college in which the values of consensus, of free 
inquiry, of equality, and mutual respect, in short, of 
true community are today, as in the past, central to 
the institution's identity and mission. In this regard, 
Haverford is an exemplar of the religious origins of 
many of America's finest educational institutions. 
Like many of them, it has in the course of its history 
been transformed into a modern, diverse, and aca
demically rigorous liberal arts college. 

Yet Haverford continues today to draw from its 
Quaker origins the values and character which make 
it a special and very important national institution. In 
the process of this transformation, perhaps the most 



important of Haverford's presidents was Isaac Sharp
less, during whose tenure Haverford became a mod
ern college, though without destroying its traditions. 
Though I think, Tom, I cannot recommend to you 
President Sharpless' tradition of shaving only once a 
week, you might, however, consider following in the 
footsteps of another of your predecessors, William 
Wistar Comfort. According to your predecessor, 
Robert Stevens, Comfort stands out amongst college 
presidents in one singular respect: he had a sense of 
humor. As a veteran, I can assure you that there is 
little cause for laughter, and much need for it in your 
position. So I think a touch of humility is probably 
also in order for those of us in higher education, as 
we urge our students and the society around us to 
face up to multi-various problems afflicting our 
nation. After all, we should do so lest our pronounce
ments be mistaken for foghorns. They call attention 
to the fog without doing much to lift it. 

So on behalf of the University of Pennsylvania 
and your many friends in Philadelphia's intellectual 
and academic community, my advice for you today, 
President Kessinger, is simply: be of good cheer, be 
of humble posture, secure in the faith that Haverford 
College is part of the solution and not part of the 
problem. Thank you very much. 

Tom Kessinger and Provost Jerry Gollub enjoy a light moment 
during the Academic Procession. 

David Fraser '65, 
President 
Swarthmore 
College 

I am honored to represent Swarthmore in this cele
bration of a special day in the history of Haverford 
College. Haverford has much to celebrate, in addition 
to its record so far this year in the Hood Trophy. You 
have attracted to the presidency a remarkable man. 
So remarkable that I began to wonder what the 
Search Committee had said to him to make him give 
up his challenging position with the Ford Foundation. 

I could imagine four of Haverford's strengths that 
the Search Committee might have figured were so 
attractive that they could convince the Kessingers to 
relocate all the way from New Delhi. First is the 
Quaker tradition of the College. Second, the alliance 
with Bryn Mawr; third, the absence of football and 
fraternities; and fourth, Haverford's peculiar, but 
charming, institutional modesty. They do make a 
telling case, and I'm not surprised that Tom was 
convinced. 

But now that he is here, and firmly committed to 
the task, I think that it is my duty, as his former class
mate, to show him the other side of the coin: four 
qualities that make Haverford nearly impossible to 
govern. Perhaps I should have told him earlier; my 
conscience is not entirely clear on the matter. But 
today seems to be the day when truth must out. The 
four features that make Haverford so problematic are 
of course, first, its Quaker tradition; second, its alli
ance with Bryn Mawr; third, its lack of football and 
fraternities; and fourth, Haverford's charming, but 
peculiar, institutional modesty. 

In regard to the Quaker tradition, Haverford has 
just emerged from a period of what might be gener
ously called creative tension between the Episcopa
lian and the Quaker traditions of higher education. 
One might speculate that the arrival of a Quaker 
president might mark the beginning of a tranquil era 
of governance. But Quakers can be a pretty conten
tious lot. The very existence of Swarthmore is testi
mony to that contentiousness. 

Tom, I fear that your experience in Sri Lanka may 
offer a lesson here. The ruling Singhalese seem to 
have less problem with the Hindu Tamil than with 
the J.V.P., their fellow Buddhists. Haverford's relation
ship with Bryn Mawr has been an enduring and 
distinctive aspect of both colleges. Swarthmore has 
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watched that relationship with wonder for many 
years. And Swarthmore is no amateur when it comes 
to observing pairs of luminescent bodies. The astron
omers at our Sproul Observatory have made their 
careers watching double stars. Some oscillate 
smoothly, others wobble. All early observations 
suggest that Tom Kessinger and Pat McPherson 
make a smooth duo. But I can't believe that all comes 
easily. College presidents can lead their institutions 
only by helping their faculty to move in a given direc
tion. Knowing how hard it is to lead one faculty to 
consensus for change, I should certainly hesitate at 
the challenge you and Pat face in coordinating two 
faculties. 

Regarding the third feature, what college presi
dent could do anything but rejoice at the absence of 
football and fraternities. Around the country, presi
dents everywhere are getting into hot water as over
zealous coaches bend the rules to win more games, 
and fraternity members anger other students with 
their thoughtlessness. Haverford, of course, has risen 
above all that, and has been known, from time to 
time, to point out that Swarthmore is less enlightened. 
But football and fraternities can be proxies for a 
certain kind of diversity that can be challenging and 
educational. Diversity that includes views from the 
other side of the political and cultural center. Finding 
ways to ensure that kind of diversity is a worthy 
challenge for any president. 

And now for the last of the four characteristics 
that make Haverford a challenge. When I am asked 
what differentiates Haverford from Swarthmore, I am 
really put on the spot. A tender reply is that it is 
Haverford's modesty. This usually gets me off the 
hook. Because if Swarthmore people have asked the 
question, they assume that Haverford's modesty is 
appropriate. And if Haverford people have asked, 
they usually assume that I think that modesty is a 
virtue, which in fact I do, up to a point. 

The problem comes when modesty extends 
beyond that point. Too often Haverford's alumni have 
expected too little of it and of themselves. One of the 
greatest challenges facing Tom Kessinger is to set an 
ambitious agenda for Haverford, and then convince 
the alumni and friends of the college to be considera
bly more generous in financing it. Tom, Haverford 
has entrusted you with its treasure of two-sided coins. 
With your career of identifying the needs of institu
tions and helping find ways to meet them, Haverford 
couldn't have chosen better. And you couldn't have 
chosen a more worthy object of your benefaction. 
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Mary Patterson 
McPherson, 
President 
Bryn Mawr College 

Greetings from Bryn Mawr to Haverford on this 
auspicious occasion should be properly respectful in 
due recognition of our common, friendly parentage 
and our comparative ages, with Bryn Mawr the 
younger by some fifty years. 

Being a little sister has both advantages and disad
vantages. It's good to have an older sibling who goes 
first, both to overcome obstacles and set a good 
example of what and what not to do. On the other 
hand, older siblings often tease and sometimes fail to 
appreciate fully the achievements of younger sisters. 
The familial relationship of Bryn Mawr and Haver
ford, despite these minor stresses and strains, has 
however lasted now for over one-hundred years and 
has weathered many presidents, faculty, and student 
generations. And as we celebrate the installation of 
Tom Kessinger as Haverford's eleventh president 
today, our ties are strong, sure, and more various 
than in any such occasion previously. 

So if there is that special kind of truth and poesy 
and things that rhyme, we should perhaps look to 
Haverford and Bryn Mawr songs to see the way in 
which these two sibling institutions grew and pros
pered, and, as they aged, developed character. 

In the early years, while lasses on the grass at 
Bryn Mawr were hymning their goddess of wisdom, 
in whom they found their gracious inspiration and 
guiding star, their equally high-minded Haverfordian 
brothers were singing: 

"Whene'er the sons of Haverford assemble from 
afar, 

They turn to her with one accord, as guided by a 
star. 

The well-known halls with open arms welcome 
the eager throng, 

And as we linger 'mid their charms, hear our 
united song." 

Perhaps in imitation, Bryn Mawrtyrs then began 
to indulge in a little hearty sentimentality: 

"The years shall pass away and we'll all come 
back again, 

Come back from near and far, 
And shoulder to shoulder we'll shout the glad 

refrain, 
To the glory of Bryn Mawr." 



More recently, Bryn Mawrtyrs turned to the 
decent obscurity of an ancient language to 
express their devotion to their alma mater: 
Sophias phila paromen, philokaloumen ... 
And Haverford disguised or eschewed 
sentiment in a more forthright way: 

"Near a line of elms and maples, 
shading downward to the gate, 

Till the voices of the nighttime signal us with one 
accord, 

Come you back, you older children, come you 
back to Haverford. 

Come we back to Haverford, where the dear pro
fessors poured 

Cauldrons full of molten learning down our throats 
at Haverford. 

To the fields of Haverford where the flannel 
breeches scored 

And we yo-yo-yo'd like thunder with a thee-thou 
Haverford." 

All this begins to make one wonder what kind of 
nostalgia has brought Tom Kessinger back. Was it to 
the "cauldrons of molten learning" or simply "guided 
by a star?" 

In the words of a Haverford poet, on the occasion 
of the College's SOth anniversary, Tom, Bryn Mawr 
salutes you. 

"Now hail to Thee-and may the joys increase! 
Soft fall thy footsteps down the paths of peace; 
And may the stars that shine upon thy way 
From golden ministrations never cease!" 

Kessinger with Bryn Mawr's President Mary Patterson McPherson. 
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reetings from the 
College Family 

Joel Lowenthal '59, 
President 

lllli!lii!lii..:~~• Alumni Association 
On behalf of the Alumni Association, I come to give 
greetings to Tom Kessinger. I should like to welcome 
Tom back to Haverford but I would also like to look 
back, for a moment, at relations between Haverford's 
alumni and its presidents over the years. 

In 1887 at the time of his appointment, one of the 
College's earliest presidents, Isaac Sharpless, was told 
by the president of the Board, presumably an alum
nus, that "he had hoped a more satisfactory selection 
could have been made, but that no one better was 
available at the time." President Sharpless was to 
suffer further indignities four years later, when he 
returned from a sabbatical in Europe to be faced 
with serious attacks on his management of the Col
lege in the course of a meeting of the Board of Man
agers. The attack was so vigorous that President 
Sharpless felt compelled to offer his immediate resig
nation. A number of alumni came to his rescue and 
persuaded the Board to refuse his offer to resign. A 
happy outcome since Isaac Sharpless continued on 
for an additional twenty-six years as Haverford's 
longest lasting president. 

More recent presidents have had it no easier deal
ing with Haverford alumni. Gilbert White was forever 
being mistaken for a new freshman on campus 
because of his youthful appearance. In the 1970's 
financial support was so limited that President Cole
man had to supplement his salary with odd jobs such 
as collecting trash and digging ditches during his 
days off. Our most recent president, Robert Stevens, 
was banished to California simply because of intense 
alumni jealousy over his sartorial splendor. 

However we have treated our presidents in the 
past, we are truly pleased to have one of our own 
alumni assume the presidency in 1988. On behalf of 
the Alumni Association I would like to welcome you, 
your wife, Varyam, and your sons back to Haverford. 
And I would like to add our belief that in contrast to 
the doubters of Isaac Sharpless era, no more satisfac
tory selection could have been made. 
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Alexander Leventhal 
'89, Co-President 
Arthur H Rosenfeld 
'89, Co-President 
Students Council 

As a student, and especially as a senior at a kind 
of crossroads, I feel constantly tugged by the two 
poles of idealism and realism. Over time, l have 
begun to seek a harmony between the two; a bal
anced approach. Tom Kessinger, our new president, 
in many ways personifies this type of balance. As 
George Keely '56, who chaired the Presidential 
Search Committee, said, "His unique blend of ideal
ism and practicality exemplifies the highest qualities 
of a Haverford education." 

President Kessinger's harmony resonates from the 
rich diversity of accomplishments he has achieved 
during and since his years here at Haverford. As a 
student during the administration of John F. Kennedy, 
Kessinger joined the first group of Peace Corps volun
teers, acting on his idealism . . . or so say the papers. 

In fact, a little checking of the records showed 
Tom's report card sagging a little sophomore year
we think he may have been just a little preoccupied 
with the football team. 

President Kessinger returned to graduate with 
honors, earn a Ph.D., and teach at some big school 
south of here. This pattern of accomplishments 
reveals precisely the balance I have been speaking 
of. For his success with the Ford Foundation was a 
direct outgrowth of his Peace Corps experience, on 
the one hand, and his post-graduate work, on the 
other. And because his performance at the Ford 
Foundation was a large attraction to our Ford (founda
tion), it is evident that this balance between idealism 
and practicality is valued by Haverford. 

AHR 
Haverford is more than just another liberal arts 

college. We are well rounded not just because we 
offer a varied curriculum, not just because our philos
ophy department is just as renowned as our chemis
try department, but because our academics are coup
led with what is often referred to as The Haverford 
Spirit .. . our sustained interest in community, our 
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commitment to an Honor Code of mutual respect and 
concern for others, and our Quaker heritage-a 
heritage of progressivism which has historically 
been on the cutting edge of reform. 

To get right down to it, The Haverford Tradition 
can be understood as a mechanism which under
mines complacency. The tradition functions as a 
mirror, constantly forcing us to look at ourselves and 
examine our assumptions. 

How have we seen this spirit emerging in the last 
year? The non-ratification of the Honor Code last 
spring gave us a moment to put down the books and 
see whose image was not reflected in the mirror. 
There was an intense period of six weeks when the 
campus was consumed in passionate dialogue and 
reflection on whether the Social Honor Code was 
being contructively used or passively accepted. We 
witnessed the spirit to rethink a notion of community 
that allows each voice to be heard and yet remain 
distinct. 

There is no question that the tradition is still 
present. But perhaps what we desire is a greater 
sense of urgency. We cannot passively allow Haver
fordians to retreat further into a privatized, individu
alized experience. We cannot confine our critical 
thinking to our courses, but must actively find social 
relevance to what we so passionately study. This is 
what Tom Kessinger has done. And this is what Tom 
Kessinger can and will help us to do. He will raise 
money, but even more important, he will raise 
consciousness. 

AL 

Swarthmore President David Fraser '65 dresses for the ceremony 
as David Ellis '58, President of Lafayette, looks on. 



Diane Renfro, 
Development 
Associate for 
Research and Records 
and Member, 
Executive Committee, 

~- Staff Association 
Your staff is a particularly loyal group, many having 
remained here longer than they had anticipated. 
Why is this so? I believe the answer is that they have 
found, as I have, that Haverford is a unique commu
nity of individuals devoted to a common goal-that 
of educating and nurturing new generations of stu
dents, in an effort to enable them to be the best that 
they can be. And the staff, who are sometimes an 
unseen yet essential part of the organization, are 
encouraged to actively participate in the life of the 
College. We are represented on key committees 
concerned with the governance of Haverford; there 
is a staff representative at the meetings of the Board 
of Managers; and we had a representative on the 
Presidential Search Committee. This inclusion in the 
vital activities and decisions of the College imparts a 
sense of belonging-a sense of family. 

Your job as president will not always be an easy 
one. As in any family, there are squabbles and ten
sions, but we are all committed to demonstrating 
daily that such conflicts can be resolved peacefully 
through dialogue, through confrontation, and 
through the sharing of each person's concerns, result· 
ing in a greater understanding of each other and a 
more harmonious community. 

From the crews of the Physical Plant, who labor 
so carefully and lovingly on these beautiful grounds 
and buildings, to those secretaries who put in a "lit
tle" extra time in order to help finish a task, to your 
administrators, the hand of friendship and support is 
offered. We are glad to have you, Varyam, and your 
family back with us, and we stand ready to help in 
any way that we can, as you meet the challenges of 
the next few years, and perhaps the challenge of 
leading Haverford into the 21st century. 

John P. Spielman 
Audrey Dusseau 
Memorial 
Professor 
in the Humanities 

In extending to you and our many honored guests 
today the greetings of the Haverford faculty, I cannot 
pretend that we meet as strangers. Indeed, l believe I 
must begin by reminding you and all of us that you 
are in fact a Haverford relic. For those of us who 
were here when you were a student, it is hard to 
think of you as "our new president" without also 
recalling that long-ago, but now forever irretrievable, 
Haverford. 

It was a bear garden of four hundred and some 
male students all required to attend Fifth Day Meet
ing and Collection, shepherded by a faculty still try
ing to look like lawyers or investment bankers. The 
College played football with somewhat more enthusi
asm than success, and after every Swarthmore game 
the dean (there was only one) spent the rest of the 
weekend retrieving from the local slammer those 
who had been carried away by an excess of College 
spirit. 

Those years that took us from the stony silence of 
the fifties into the confrontations of the sixties were 
also a heady time. As Tom Kessinger's one-time 
freshman adviser, I can swear that he was in the 
vanguard of the student protest against the meaning
less irrelevance of a Haverford education; and again 
in the front ranks of the new idealists when he left 
the College to join the newly-formed Peace Corps. 
Once he returned to the College from that experi
ence, it was probably inevitable that he would win 
the scholarship improvement prize at graduation. 

But this is not the time to burden our Chief Execu
tive Officer with reflections on his career as a Haver
ford undergraduate. They are, after all, his stories, 
and as historians we both know that nostalgia is poor 
ground to build on. Furthermore, had Tom done 
anything so original and clever as to be truly memo
rable, it would long ago have been popularly attrib
uted to Chevy Chase. 

Today we are looking to the future, not the past. 
I am convinced, Tom, that I can assure you of the 
faculty's unequivocal support so long as you raise a 
lot of money for the College but spend none of it on 
the administration, come forward with visionary 
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programs calling for creative change in 
other departments, and rigidly enforce 
all the college regulations·except those 
in the "faculty duties" section of the 
handbook. In return for all this, the ... 
faculty can promise not to hand on to you '''''''''''' 
any mundane or routine problems until we have 
rendered them utterly insoluble. 

You told me, when I asked to respond for the fac
ulty today, that I was to be brief, and funny if possible. 
Forgive me, then, if I end on a more personal and 
more serious, but I hope an equally pleasant note. 
You have been here now for almost the statutory 
hundred days, and it has been neither hiatus nor 
honeymoon, but rather, College business as usual. 
There are probably forthright exchanges of opinion 
ahead, but at the moment I am moved to be grateful 
that we have not had to spend the last three months 
tactfully explaining to the new president what we 
think we are about, and how we hope to go about it. 
You know all that, and care about it as we do. This 
bodes well for the College and also for the faculty. 

Welcome back! 

Chair of the Board of Managers John B. Jones Jr. reads from the 
Isaac Sharpless Scroll. 
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he Inaugural Address 

Tom Kessinger 
Members of the Board of Managers; members of the 
Corporation; Members of the Board of Trustees of 
Bryn Mawr College; presidents and representatives 
of fellow institutions of higher education; Gilbert 
White; former members of the administration and 
faculty of the College; members of the campus com
munity; graduates and friends of the College; and 
friends of Varyam and Tom Kessinger; welcome to 
Haverford College on this fine December day and 
welcome to this ceremony. I am honored by your 
presence. 

No one in my position could help but be moved by 
the gathering of individuals that have taken the trou
ble to be here today. The participation of each of you 
is an indication of the respect and regard in which 
Haverford College is held. This I acknowledge with 
gratitude. 

I would also like to recognize the more personal 
dimension that a number of you add to this occasion. 
For this hall contains mentors and classmates from 
my student days at Haverford and the University of 
Chicago, and colleagues (and some bosses) from my 
days on the faculty at the Universities of Virginia and 
Pennsylvania, and on the staff of the Ford Foundation 
in Indonesia and India. There are associates from the 
Peace Corps and the Farm and Wilderness Camps, 
two organizations that provided me with unusual 
opportunities at important points in my life. There is 
even someone with whom I attended high school in 
northern New Jersey. It is a special pleasure to wel
come the presidents of three other Quaker Colleges 
to this occasion, to see among the college presidents 
two Haverford graduates, and to have the procession 
of delegates headed by an old friend and colleague 
who is an alumnus, the parent of an alumna, and the 
parent of one of our current students. 



The question that has been posed to me repeat
edly over the three and a half months since I arrived 
from New Delhi is, "What is it like to be back?" It is a 
question to which I have found it difficult to formulate 
a satisfactory response. Frames of reference are part 
of the problem. Back where? Back in the United 
States after living in Asia for almost twelve years? 
Back in higher education after leaving the faculty of 
the University of Pennsylvania in the mid- l 970's? 
Back at Haverford more than 20 years after graduat
ing? Indeed this was characterized rather nicely the 
other day when someone remarked on all of the 
places I had lived and worked since leaving Haver
ford, only to have another person point out that my 
current place of work, my office, is less than 150 feet 
from where I lived during my first year away from 
home-as a freshman on the third floor of Barclay in 
1959. 

The answers for the three different frames of 
reference respectively are: "staggering," "familiar," 
and "wonderful, but frightening." 

It is indeed staggering to be living in the United 
States again after a prolonged absence abroad. I 
anticipated some of this. Children who have grown 
up outside their own countries and move frequently 
from country to country have been studied by 
scholars interested in the effects of such changes on 
individual adaptability and other aspects of personal
ity. Some of the findings can be summarized in the 
statement that these children tend to be "somewhat 
at home everywhere yet not quite at home any
where." It is a feeling that I have had before, and 
expected to experience again, even though this time 
I was returning to a familiar place. 

But there have been other reactions, much 
stronger reactions, that I simply did not anticipate. 
I do not want to devote too much of our time to this, 
so I will simply describe three phenomena in rather 
telegraphic form in order to try to convey some sense 

The Haverford-Bryn Mawr Chamber Singers provided the 
ceremony's musical interlude. 
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of what is going on in my head. They relate to junk 
mail, the homeless, and the news media. 

I have been struck, but not disoriented, by the 
flow of mail across the president's desk-newsletters 
from professional and·interest groups, the offers of 
consulting services on every imaginable aspect of 
the College's operations and other unsolicited mail
ings. But I was not prepared for junk mail addressed 
to my home, ranging from the personally addressed 
"you may have just won a million dollars" to the 
flood of materials simply marked "resident," often 
received in multiple copies. This bothers me. Having 
spent a number of years observing various groups 
wrestling with the continuing process of deforestation 
in South and Southeast Asia; having visited extended 
tracts in India, Bangladesh and Nepal, where women 
spend the better part of a day gathering enough fuel 
to last a week, often having to walk six to eight to ten 
miles to find enough wood because trees no longer 
exist any closer to their settlements; I cannot help but 
be affected by the pile of junk mail, much of it printed 
on high quality paper, 90% of which is of no interest 
to me, a fact that takes less than 90 seconds to deter
mine. I may come to understand that it all makes 
sense, or more likely, I will simply get used to it. For 
the present I am deeply troubled. 

Then there are the homeless. I will not go on at 
length about this terrible problem, for it, thankfully, 
is receiving enough attention to at least enter public 
consciousness even though one cannot help but be 
struck by how little attention it received in the Presi
dential campaign. WheIJ. I moved back to Delhi in 
early 1987 after more than seven years in Indonesia, 
I was saddened to see that, despite the very consider
able progress that India has achieved in many areas, 
the phenomenon of whole families sleeping on side
walks had begun to appear in Delhi and other major 
cities, whereas it had been confined to Bombay and 
Calcutta during my earlier years of residence. And 
then to return to the United States to confront the 
extent and growth of homelessness here, the richest 
country in the world; I am ashamed. 

I will not take your time to provide multiple exam
ples of the gap between rich and poor; of both a rich 
and a poor nation's use and abuse of its natural 
resources; and the plight of the poor in both a rich 
and poor country with respect to one of the most 
basic of necessities-shelter. Nor will I suggest conse
quences or solutions at this time. Instead I would like 
to focus on news coverage and the news media, but 
with a different spin. Please understand that I return 
to the United States from a very different environ
ment with respect to the flow of information. State 
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monopoly over television is the norm in most settings 
in which I have been working. The Philippines and 
Thailand were exceptions, but even there the govern
ment's capacity to "pull the plug" was very real. 
Government control of the print media in Southeast 
Asia was more subtle, but very firm. In Indonesia, all 
editors knew they had to be prepared to explain why 
they published any story that caught the eye of one 
or another monitoring agency. Foreign correspon
dents work under the threat of having their creden
tials yanked, and newspapers and magazines coming 
in from outside the country were physically censored 
by the application of large globs of black ink applied 
manually to each individual copy to obliterate objec
tionable words, phrases, and paragraphs. So great 
was the attention to detail that even individual Chi
nese language characters on signs in pictures were 
blotted out-reflecting the anti-ethnic Chinese poli
cies of the government. India was very different, of 
course. There is vigorous private and essentially free 
press, but one that is less attentive to news reporting 
than to commenting on the news. Indeed, a visitor 
reading an Indian newspaper for the first time might 
conclude that by local custom, editorials routinely 
appeared on the front page. 

Assistant to the President for Educational Affairs Shelly Weiss 
assists Kessinger with his academic gown. 
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I think back over hundreds of hours of discussions 
with friends and colleagues talking about ways to get 
information on critical matters out and into discussion 
among important segments of the public in those 
settings. The contrast here is so sharp. We are awash 
in information and are the richer for it, although I 
fear that most of us take it for granted. It is also clear 
that information and knowledge are necessary, but 
not sufficient, for effective measures to bring about 
change. Issues of homelessness and the environment 
are receiving media attention, but it remains to be 
seen whether public attention and concern can be 
focused and sustained to bring about changes in 
government policy and public behavior, and to begin 
to address these challenges more effectively. 

"Familiar" was the word I used to describe how it 
felt being back in higher education. There are two 
reasons for this. Academic institutions are, by their 
nature, essentially conservative beasts, changing 
their basic structure and roles very slowly. In addi
tion, much of the time that I was in Asia was devoted 
to working with institutions of higher education. I 
visited hundreds of institutions in nine different coun
tries, and made frequent visits to twenty to thirty. My 
favorites over the years include Mountain State Uni
versity, an institution comprised of a four-year under
graduate college with a high school and some gradu
ate departments designed to serve young people 
from the tribal communities surrounding La Trinidad 
in the northern Philippines, virtually all of whom 
were the first in their families to attend college; Satya 
Wacana University near Yogykarta, the center of 
Javanese culture, which is surely the most diverse 
institution of higher education I have ever visited, 
drawing young men and women from virtually every 
inhatlited island in the archipelagic nation that is 
Indonesia; Chiang Mai University in its beautiful 
valley setting in Northern Thailand, where the most 
advanced research and experimentation of sustain
able agriculture in the world is underway; Can Tho 
University in the Mekong Delta in southern Vietnam, 
struggling as is most of that sad country with virtu
ally no resources, where the university's labs grow 
yeast for sale to the bakeries in town to generate 
sufficient revenues to buy materials for student exper
iments; and the Indian Institute of Management in 
Ahmedabad, western India, which was started on the 
model of the Harvard Business School, and has 
evolved into an institution at once distinguished and 
distinctive, with numerous spin-offs in India and 
other parts of the developing world. 



This exposure has taught me two lessons. The 
first is that institutions of higher education around 
the world are much more like each other than are 
the societies and nations in which they exist, under
scoring their potential for cross-national and cross
cultural mediation and exchange. 

The similarities were brought home to me again 
and again, often in some rather dramatic fashion. 
Some years ago I participated in a curriculum devel
opment workshop by the Faculty of Agriculture at 
Chiang Mai University for its new cropping systems 
degree program. The undertaking is exceedingly 
ambitious for any setting-attempting to bring 
together agricultural scientists with economists and 
social scientists and to find a balance of required 
courses that would satisfy both and receive certifica
tion and legitimization from the Ministry of Educa
tion. The workshop was proceeding well. English 
was being used because several experts from Austra
lia and the United States had been invited as resource 
persons. Substantive issues did not present any partic
ular problems, but when we got onto questions of 
new positions, selection of coordinators, control of 
budgets, suddenly everyone was talking, voices were 
raised, and the whole discussion switched into Thai, 
which, I am embarrassed to say, I do not speak 
beyond the survival level. Things eventually settled 
down, one person spoke at a time, voices were low
ered, and the conversation slowly switched back into 
English. But then came the hard part. The Dean, 
who was presiding, felt that he had to explain the 
outburst to his non-Thai speaking guests, since we 
were participants in the meeting. This was a difficult 
task because of the abhorrence of confrontation and 
the display of emotion that is so central to Thai cul
ture and behavior. He fidgeted for a considerable 
time, trying to find a way to put it, and then said, 
"You have to understand, Dr. Kessinger, that we have 
something in our universities called departmental 
politics." 

The other thing that I have come to appreciate 
against this backdrop is the richness of opportunity 
that exists in this country for post secondary educa
tion. Nowhere in the world does a larger segment of 
the population have access to a wider variety of 
experiences for higher education than in the United 
States. This is not to say that we do not have prob
lems. We do, and are frequently reminded of them. 
We have problems of cost, problems of access, prob
lems of standards, problems of waste and of wasted 
opportunities, and we have problems of keeping up 
with new developments and changing needs brought 
on by the explosion and specialization of knowledge, 
and embracing the diversity of our society. And if I 

have missed any, I will undoubtedly be reminded of 
them in Monday morning's mail. But we have oppor
tunities of all sorts, for all kinds of people and at 
more stages of their lives than anywhere else in the 
world. 

I said that it was wonderful, but frightening, to be 
at Haverford again. I was curious to see if all the 
things that have happened here had changed the 
character of an institution I knew and valued. The 
biggest difference, as many of you have heard me 
say, is size. Haverford today is almost three times as 
large as the College that I attended. For the most part 
that growth has had a positive impact on the College 
as an educational institution and as a community. 
Growth has allowed the student body and faculty to 
become more diverse with respect to gender, ethnic
ity, race, and place of residence fairly quickly and 
without reducing the draw from the kinds of families 
and contexts from which students have come in the 
past. We need to do more. My point here is that we 
have been able to come some distance fairly rapidly 
because of the increase in the size of the institution. 

Growth has allowed us to add new departments 
and to deepen many existing ones. This has enabled 
us to keep apace of developments in many fields and 
cover some that have been neglected or more 
recently come into prominence as the student body 
and faculty became more diverse. 

Tom Kessinger and family. (From bottom left moving right) 
mother, Ann Kessinger; sister, Judy Kessinger; son, Colin; wife, 
Varyam, Tom, and brother-in-law, Art Maki. 
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But growth has had some negative consequences 
which I hope that we can relieve somewhat in the 
years ahead. While it may be hard to imagine as you 
walk around this beautiful campus, when it comes to 
inside space, we are full. Critical needs are class
rooms, faculty offices and small- and medium-sized 
space for student groups and casual socializing. Simi
larly, current work loads for the faculty and in some 
other areas are too heavy, and need to be restruc
tured in the long-term interest of the institution. We 
are behind on maintenance. The burden of equip
ment purchases, particularly in the sciences, is 
immense, and we need to expand the pool of 
resources for student financial aid. 

I said that being back was wonderful but frighten
ing. But it is not the needs outlined above, the small 
size of the endowment, nor even the task of raising 
money that frighten me. Some time ago, after making 
a statement about my views on the College's cur-
rent needs and prospects in a small meeting, a 
participant-a friend-remarked that I sounded like a 
middle-level manager in a declining industry. Now 
that does frighten me. If indeed the College's needs 
push us into a frame of reference in which we lose 
our sense of priorities, the foremost of which are the 
setting of extremely high standards and expectations 
for students and providing the means for them to 
achieve those expectations, then this institution will 
be poorer, not richer, for our efforts, no matter how 
much money is raised. 

We face the challenge of assuring access to this 
institution for all students on the basis of ability, intel
lect, and interest, rather than family origin and finan
cial well-being. We must find ways to preserve and 
enrich the core of Haverford's liberal education, and 

Kessinger acknowledges the applause of the audience during the 
Presentation of the President of the College. 
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to maintain the highest of academic standings and 
expectations for one another. Finally, in this fine 
Quaker institution, we must find ways to continue to 
struggle with the tension that was noted as much as 
150 years ago by a distinguished French visitor to 
the United States, Alexis Tocqueville, between the 
private interest and the public good. It is not a new 
conflict; it is a conflict that has run through our his
tory with great intensity from time to time. It is a 
conflict which at this moment in time I think is partic
ularly strong and one that we must reach into our 
Quaker traditions to find ways to address and to help 
our students to learn to face. 

I would like to say two things in conclusion. One 
hears lots of advice and stories and some funny jokes 
about becoming a college president. I was told in all 
seriousness that I should never turn my back on the 
Board or on the faculty, and I've just done it. I prom
ise not to do it again. I also found, during my days 
with the Ford Foundation, that I encountered many 
people that I felt took themselves too seriously and 
what they did not seriously enough. I will try not to 
fall into that trap and request each of you to remind 
me if you feel I am doing so at some point in time. 
Thank you very much for coming today and thank 
you for your support of this institution. 

The reception after the Inauguration was filled with warm 
greetings and wishes for Haverford's eleventh President. Kessinger 
receives a hug from Joan Cannady Countryman, Head, Depart
ment of Mathematics at Germantown Friends School. 



ast Presidents 

Robert Bocking Sleveoa 
1978-1987. 
A former provost of Tulane 
University and professor of law at 
Yale, Stevens oversaw the College's 
move to coeducation. His ten years 
were marked not only by his stylish 
wardrobe but the renovation of 
Roberts Hall and the Field House, 
the strengthening of Haverford's 
relationship with Bryn Mawr, and 
continued expansion to 1100 
students. 

John Royston Coleman. 
1967-1977. 
Coleman is best known for his 
sabbatical as a laborer at a number 
of blue-collar jobs and his book, Blue 
Collar Journal. Coleman's greatest 
achievement as president was, as the 
Philadelphia Inquirer stated on 
January 24, 1977, " .. . his ability to 
work with students during the late 
1960's and early 1970's when 
student unrest was causing tension 
on many other campuses." 

Hugh Borton '26. 1957.-1967. 
A noted Japanese and F.ast Asian 
scholar, Borton began a program of 
controlled expansion for the 
College. His tenure saw the 
completion of Gummere and Stokes 
Halls, the start of construction on 
the Dining Center, the North Dorms, 
and a new wing on Magill Library, 
and the renovation of Sharpless Hall. 
His presidency was marked by the 
number of statesmen who visited the 
campus. 

Felix Mlllkett Morley '15. 
1940-1945. 

Gilbert Fowler White. 
1946-1956. 
One of the world's leading geogra· 
phers and former Executive 
Secretary of the American Friends 
Service Committee, White was only 
35 years old when he became 
president. His tenure saw the 
reduction of the number of students 
from "bloated" post war days, and 
an increase in the number of faculty. 
He increased the College's endow· 
ment and instituted a formal annual 
giving program. Leeds Dormitory 
was completed and construction was 
begun for Alumni Field House. 

A former president of Students' 
Council and Pt.litzer Prize winning 
newspaper editor Morley brought 
with him "an urgency of the 
international situation and its impact 
on Haverford." He saw Haverford 
through the years of World War II, 
urging a controlled cooperation with 
the government and the establish
ment of a alumni sustaining fund. 

William Wlatar Comfort '94. 
1917-1940. 
Comfort's father and five uncles had 
attended Haverford. A true scholar 
of French and known for his dry wit 
and asceticism, he oversaw the 
College's expansion during the 
1920's and 1930's. 

laaacSharpless. 1887-1917. 
Described as a "superb administrator 
and master psychologist in dealing 
with undergraduates and other 
constituents of the college,'' 
Sharpless was a mathematics, civil 
engineering and astronomy teacher. 
He is credited with making 
Haverford a "college eminent for 
sound learning, scholarship, and 
character." 

TbomaaCbase. 1874-1886. 
"Zeus,'' as he was affectionately 
known by students, was a classicist 
and Biblical scholar who first came 
to Haverford in 1855. During his 
presidency a link was established 
between Haverford and Harvard 
which saw many Haverford 
graduates going on to Harvard and 
Harvard advanced-degree holders 
joining Haverford's faculty. 

Samuel James Gummere. 
1863-1874. 
Described as a remarkable scholar 
and astronomer, Gummere 
previously had served as principal at 
Haverford for two years. During his 
presidency, the cornerstone for 
Alumni Hall was laid. 

Joseph Gibbona Harlan. lSs 7. 
Haverford's first president, Harlan 
came to Haverford in 1853 to teach 
mathematics. He was described as 
having a "mind of remarkable scope 
and precision. Gentle, but dignified, 
his discipline was strict." He died in 
1857. 
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Haverford College 
June 2, 3, and 4 

Begin planning now for the 
1989 edition of Alumni Week
end, June 2-4. Highlights will 
include a special Glee Club 
Reunion (with Bill Reese), 
reunion dinners with your 
classmates, panel discussions 
on student life at Haverford 
today as well as faculty 
lectures. 
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Patris Est Filius 

A
ccording to Pascal-the seventeenth
century Frenchman, not the computer 
dialect-"if Cleopatra's nose had been 
shorter, the whole face of the earth 

would have been changed." If Isaac Sharpless 
had not met young John I.ester on the cricket 
field of the Ackworth School in Yorkshire in 
1892 and persuaded him to attend Haverford 
College, Haverford's face too would have been 
different. John A. I.ester, Jr. would certainly 
not have been born in Pottstown in 1915, if 
indeed-perish the thought-he would have 
been born at all; nor would he have.gone to 
the Hill School, but to Eton; not to Harvard, 
but to Oxford. And Haverford would not have 
had the benefit of his many years of associa
tion with the College. 

Any family chronicler worth his salt would 
note a lag time of exactly forty-one years 
between salient moments in the careers of 
father and son. For example, John I.ester Sr. 
received a Haverford bachelor's degree in 
1896, Jack forty-one years later in 1937; the 
father a doctorate from Harvard in 1902, the 
son the same degree forty-one years later in 
1943. And forty-one is a prime number. 
Curious. 

Some of us remember "Fiddy" (as Jack's 
father was called by family and friends), 
who died in 1969 at the age of ninety
eight. In memory's eye we still see him in 

his later years, an impressive figure, "a 
gentleman of the old school," dignified, 
friendly and courteous, of quiet strength, ripe 
in years and wisdom, with a twinkle in his 
eye, and unabated love of life, land, literature, 
and family. In these post-Freudian days the 
poet Wordsworth's line-"The child is father 
of the man'' -strikes us as excessively obvi
ous. But reverse it and you have something 
novel, like patris est filius-"he is his father's 
son." This was certainly true of Jack, in more . 
ways than one. It is a great compliment, and 
deserved. 

The external facts of Jack's career bear 
witness to a busy and productive life. During 
World War II he served as volunteer driver 
with the ambulance corps of the American 
Field Service on various fronts-the Near 

I. 

East, Africa, Italy, and Burma. "If you didn't 
watch yourself," said Jack, "you became 
indistinguishable from the regular army men. 
Up went the tanks, and then up went the 
ambulances." Even at the time Jack knew that 
this profoundly disturbing experience would 
transform a whole generation, his generation. 

Upon his return, after a short stint of 
teaching at Rutgers University he joined the 
Haverford faculty in 1946 as instructor in 
English. His salary at that time was all of 
$1,250 for a semester's teaching. Instead of 
trying to estimate the present equivalent of 
this munificent figure, I prefer to speculate 
that, to survive, Jack must have taken Mr. 
Micawber's fiscal philosophy with the utmost 
seriousness. "Annual income twenty pounds;' 
said Mr. Micawber, "annual expenditure 
nineteen nineteen and six, result happiness. 
Annual income twenty pounds, annual expen
diture twenty pounds ought and six, result 
misery.'' 

Jack's talents were utilized by the College 
in a variety of posts: the chairmanship of 
the English Department at various times, 
the librarianship from 1950 to 1960, the 

deanship of the College in 1958. Following 
paternal precedent Jack coached, not cricket 
to be sure, but track and soccer. He was a 
member of the Haverford Alumni Varsity 
Club. Off-campus professional activities over 
the years were many, and included important 
work with the Woodrow Wilson Fellowship 
Foundation, with the Commission on Higher 
Education, with Middle States evaluation 
teams, membership on the Board of M1Ulagers 
of Moore College of Art, and the presidency of 
the Literary Fellowship of Philadelphia. The 
wonder was that Jack still found time to be 
active in liberal causes, to exercise his prowess 
as a mighty fisherman in Nova Scotian waters, 
and not least to add some class to the local . 
canine population by breeding Nova Scotia 
duck-toling retrievers. 

Somehow Jack also managed to keep the 
scholarly enterprise going, through lectures 
and articles in his special field of nineteenth
century English literature, through his work 
as an Editor of the Wellesley Index to Victo
rian Periodicals, and most important through 
his book, Journey Through Despair 1880-
1914: '/hmsformations in British Literary 
Culture (Princeton University Press, 1968). 
One reviewer called it "a fascinating and 
consistently stimulating study. Virtually every 

John Ashby Lester, Jr. 

page is strewn with observations and sugges
tions that are worth exp1Ulsion. This book 
belongs among seminal works in the 
nineteenth-century history of ideas." I would 
add that the book was the product of ripe · 
scholarship and literary culture, penetrating, 
wide-ranging, and beautifully written. But 
such are the vagaries of reputation that if 
students knew Jack as an author at all, they 
know him as the author of A Guide to the "- _ 
Preparation of Research Papers, not of Jour
ney Through Despair. 

"To talk in public, to think in solitude, to 
read and hear, to inquire and answer inquiries, 
is the business of the scholar." Thus wrote 
Samuel Johnson. There is nothing glamorous 
about this business: it does not make head
lines, build bridges, or devise bombs. It is 
concerned, rather, with making human beings 
fully human. The same can be said of the art 
of teaching, for scholarship and teaching are 
inseparable. In the minds of his many students 
past and present, Jack will always be remem
bered as the utterly dedicated scholar-teacher, 
guide, and friend. Those of us who worked 
with Jack for many years know how unsparing 
of self he was, with what integrity he pursued 
his educational ideals, how tirelessly he 
strived to help others, students and colleagues 
alike, to fulfill the best that was in them. 

An occasional lover's quarrel to the· 
contrary, Jack always regarded Haver
ford as a very special place. At a board
faculty reception upon his retirement in 

1981, Jack gave his colleagues and friends 
some wise words: "When you look upon this 
goodly company (emeriti), be sure, first of all, 
that these bones do live; no fossils here. 
Remember that each of us, singly and 
together, carry with us long vistas of experi
ences, warm associations and memories
comic, wistful, sources still of strength and 
present motivation, as we remember, or come 
back to, this College we so deeply love." 

Edgar S. Rose 
Francis B. Gummere Professor of English 

Emeritus 
Haverford College 
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"De Lawd" ~37 
' 'During the first part of the year," 

. reports the 1937 Haverford year-
book, "Jack Lester thought that all 
the freshmen were midgets, but he 

soon found out that it was only that they felt it 
necessary to kneel whenever he was present.'' 
Not surprising, since Jack was the classic Big 
Man On Campus, widely known as 'De l.awd.' 
As his roommates, Joe Carson and I tried to 
keep matters in perspective by insisting that 
Mr. Perfect was imperfed and that he climbed 
into his trousers one leg at a time like the rest 
of us. 

But it was a losing battle. We just had to get 
used to the-waves of office seekers, cause
enlisters, and hopeful women who regularly 
swarmed over the premises. Fortunately for 
us, the results of a Haverford News poll that 

. named him as Most Popular, Most Likely to 
Succeed, and Best All-round Haverfordian-a 
hat trick, the News said, that had only been 
achieved once before-did not become public 
until a few weeks before graduation, so we 
didn't have long to put up with the fresh army 
of sycophants that invaded our quarters. This 
was just as well, considering the fact that we 
had to work to get ready for our comprehen
sives even if Jack didn't. 

It wasn't always like this. During his first 
two years at Haverford, Jack lived in Merion, 
now a faculty residence known as 10 Railroad. 
This isolated dormitory, regarded as Siberia by 
scornful mainstreamers in Barclay and Lloyd, 
catered alternately in those years to "brains," 
whose goal in life was a grade average of 90 
or above, and to "butterflies," who saw iri the 
dormitory an opportunity to enjoy the good 
life without undue surveillance. 

During our years at Haverford, Merion was 
in one of its academic modes, and Jack lived 
there through his sophomore year, apparently 
with his nose pretty solidly to the grindstone. 
I have no recollection of him·during this 
period, having had myself only a nodding 

acquaintance with either Merion, or for that 
· matter, the library. The News confirms my 

impression, however, since a diligent search of 
its pages yields only one meager reference to 
freshman John Lester-one which reports 
him as having made the Glee Club as a second 
tenor. 

N
or were his public accomplishments as a 
sophomore much more glittering. A 
News box score lists him as fullback on 
the third soccer squad and reports a 

second stint with the Glee Club. The only hint 
of things to come is the approving note that 
Jack I.ester, as ticket manager of a dance 
committee, sold an astonishing 400 tickets to 
the soph-senior dance. But if his extracurricu
lar pace in this period was that of a turtle, he 
was a rabbit in the academic world, attaining 
the second highest grade average in the class, 
and being named Corporation Scholar as a 
sophomore. _ 

All this abruptly changed in the fall of 1935, 
when junior I.ester, with his academic cred~n
tials established, and his standing as the F;lir 
Haired Boy of the English Department assured, 
moved onto campus. To, begin with, he leapt 
all the way from the third soccer team to 
starting fullback on the varsity. In the Prince
ton game, the News reported that "I.ester 
uncorked a terrific boot which sent the sphere 
far down the field near the Princeton goal," 
but regrettably, the hapless forward receiving 
this gem couldn't convert, and Haverford lost 
2 to 1. 

I
n track, he was more successful, regularly 
scoring points in both the pole vault and 
the high jump. Just why he chose these 
events has always been obscure to me, 

since there was a lot of Lester to lift into the 
air, and his poles groaned whenever he hurtled 
himself upward. Despite these problems, he 
managed to clear 11' 9", and soared 5' 11" in 
the high jump, which was enough to help us 
to the Middle Atlantic Conference track cham
pionship in 1937. 

Meanwhile, he was organizing a Janitors' 
School, and teaching· English Literature and 
grammar to the kitchen workers and custodi
ans from Haverford, Bryn Mawr, and the 
Baldwin School. He also volunteered to work 
in the Haverford Community Center, where he 
was put in charge of boxing and singing. 
Nothing was ever recorded about his ring 

career, or his stable of fighters, but his musical 
career flQurished. He formed a harmonica 
band at the Center, and promoted a series of 
dances, having first lobbied Bryn Mawr for 
Center volunteers. This effort was extraordi
narily successful, though doubt lingered as to 
whether the respondents were motivated by a 
desire for social service or a desire for the 
recruiter. In any event, the dance series, 
according to the class yearbook "gained much 
fame, principally because they were usually 
attended by twelve girls and Social Worker 
I.ester.'' 

While.engaging in these laudable activities, 
Jack continued his Glee Club career, but he 
achieved more notoriety in non-vocal pursuits 
at the Glee Club's annual Buck Hill weekend, 
as a leading participant in ''the worst snow 
fight this [News] reporter has ever witnessed. 
When the fight was over, only two men, G.C. 
Fraser, '36, and J.A. Lester, '37 were left 
holding the fort.'' 

As a seriior, Jack dab~led in the Press 
Bureau, chaired the Stude. nt ~tension 
Committee, which welcomed·prospec~ 
tives and new students, and served as 

secretary-treasurer of the Varsity Club. But it 
was as student body president that he achieved 
his greatest fame. After an apprentice year as 
a Student Council member, he was elected 
Council president in the spring of 1936. That 
office then carried responsibility for adminis
tering the Honor Code, and Enforcer I.ester 
made four juniors angry by sticking them 
$2.00 apiece for throwing food in the dining 
room. He also attended to weightier Code 
matters, presiding on one occasion over a 
record session of twelve hours in adjudicating 
a case of academic misconduct. 

·The I.ester Council tangled with the Board 
of Managers on more than one occasion. A 
case in point was the issue of cigarette adver-

. tising in the News. A money-conscious Council 
said yes, but a Quaker-conscious Board said 
no, and that was the end of that. More trouble 
emerged for President I.ester when a News 
poll revealed that half of the students classified 
themselves as "atheists" and nearly all "fre· 
quently blasphemous,'' a finding that-upset 
both the front office and the Board. 



In-between these bouts, Lester watched -
, o-Yer the student-run. Coop, football and basket

ball dan~es, the Charity Chest ciunpaign, and . 
what was billed as the Second Annual Student 
Musicale, which turned out to be an artistic , 
triumph but a fiscal disaster, as students 
stayed away in large numbers'. 

In the midst of these frenzied ·activities, life · 
in 18 Lloyd was relatively .se~ene, aside from 
the hubbub-caused by De Lawd's 'camp fol
lowers. Jack periodically complliined about 
Captain Carson's ~asketball clinics and Store 

· Manager Cary's merchandise deliveries. ,He_ 
said both interfered with his studies, apd were 
a violation of the widely known but implaus
ible 18 Lloyd motto: "Work and Sleep." But his 
complaints went the wayside. At night, in our 
bunks, Carson played the recorder, Jack sang, 
and Cary, not having made even the JV Glee 
Club, wa5 told to i;hut up. We had a lot of 
laughs; we did a little work, and we were all 
suitably impressed when Jack capped his 
student career by being elected p~rmanent 
class president and spoon man just -before 
Commencement. Shortly thereafter we all fled 
the premises, But it was a rear to remember. 

Ill. 

Stephen G. Cary '37 
Haverfo;d College 

Telemachus at Harvard John Ashby I.mer, Jr. 

'It was the best part of my great good luck, 
in offering my first undergrad~ate lectu!e . 
course, to have Jack Lester assigned to 1t as 
assistant. No one else happened to be 

teaching the novel in Harvard's English 
Department when I, as the junior member in · 
1940; was offered the opp<>rtunity.1 grasped it 
with the proviso that, skipping over a few 
English titles,' we w~uld in addition be reading 
a few American and European novels. This 
was considered adventurous in that distant 
decade; · the class turned out to be much larger 
. than was expected in that pre-war year; and 
so I was accorded the sturdiest and most 
helpful companion to share the adventure.· 
Jack was recommended_:.strongly, it goes 
without saying-by his thesis director, our 
senior colleague George Sherburn, the genial 
_and knowledgeable eighteenth-century special
ist. The dissertation was centered appropri
ately on the mellowest sp0kesman for British 
tradition, Edmund Burke. Jack was just three· 
years younger than I, but temperamentally 
· more mature. He kept things neatly organized 
without losing his friendly contact with individ
ual students. He also contributed what must 
have been his first lectures, two thoughtful 
and lively discussions of Thomas Hardy and 
The Return of the Native-an earlier manifes
tation of interests that culminated in Jack's 
·fine book on late Victorian and Edwardian 
literati.tre. 
· His preserice in Cambridge was a vital link 
in the long, close, and warm relationship 
between the English Departments of Haver~ 
ford and Harvard, which went back to 
F.B. Gummere and was t1> send me a bright 
succession of Ph.D. candidates, well prepared 
by Jack and his colleagues: Indeed his kindly, 
patriarchal father, whose teaching at the Hill 
School has been attested to by one of his 
enthusiastic pupils, Edmund Wilson; had 1>een 
one of Harvard's earliest Ph.D.'s. Truly Ja~k 
inherited, and passed on, his whole~hearted 
commitment to the pedagogical vi>cation. 
Briefly he had entertained the p0ssibility of 
starting to_ teach at Bowdoin, a small colle~e 

whose high standards rjvalled.those of his 
own. The quiet reputation he would achieve as 
an educator led me to be queried on one · 
occasion as to his availability for the presi-

. dency of a s~te university. {ff his total_ identifi-
. cation with Haverford, in .its many aspects and · 
its netWork of associations; others speak here 
more authoritatively. But I can take pleasure 
in recalling a hospitable visit in 1946, having 
been invited to represent Harvard at the 
inauguratio'n ot Gilbert White as president. 
This had, as its major celebration, _an intercol
legiate conference on General Education, then 
much in the air, where Jack, already a leading 
'spirit, did much to hold it together. ' 

. Though: I was never again to see him as 
intensively as when we were both mak-

. ing our academic debut, we remaine4 in 
touch over the years. Immediately, after 

completing his work for the doctoral degree, 
he left Harvard to be an ambulante driver; 
and in_ my valued file of his correspondence, 
there are some vivid accounts of his Egyptian. 
and Italian campaigns. AfterWard there was 
the pleasure of ll!eeting and knowing his wife 
Wendy, the luminous reward of his wartime 
service. Still later, as ' the family circle contin
ued to revolve, their engaging representative 
in Cambridge would be their daughter Alison · 
at Radcliffe. A concrete but all too brief con- · 
nection between our twofamilies was e_stab
lished by Toby, a little dog bred by the Lesters 
afid turned over to us. Graciously, after Toby 
died prematurely, they prop0sed to replace 
him, but at that time we were too caught up in 
ourtrav.els. 

woking back-which, by my age, entails a. 
large backlog-I count myself extremely · 
fortunate in the number and caliber of the , 
professional friendships that have come my_ 
way. Among them I ret~n high esteem, and 
feel special gratitude, for my relation with 
Jack Lester aJld for all his help in getting' 
started. ' I can only hope that, in his distin
guished career, there might have been some 
reciprocal interaction. 

Harry Levin 
Irving Babbitt Professor: of 

Comparative Literature Emeritus 
Harvard University 



IV. 

The Hand of a Master 

lshall never forget my first meeting with 
Jack I.ester, though he was nowhere around 
when it happened. It took place on.my desk 
in a dismal corner of the Library when I 

came across his signature on some now long 
forgotten memorandum to the faculty. I had 
heard of him from friends and my new col
leagues, of course, but now his name fairly 
leapt from the page in a signature of which it 
might have been said, as it was of John Han
cock's famous flourish on the Declaration of 
lnqependence, that it could be read without 
spectacles. As our acquaintance grew over the 
years and niany dozens of memoranda I came 
to realize how much Jack ~ster revealed of 
himself in his handwriting. 

To begin with his hand was like its creator, 
large and well-formed, elegant without a trace 
of artificiality. It was the writing of an intellec
tual and physical athlete, strong, sure, confi
dent; the work of a.man who knew instinc
tively what needed to be said, how to say it, 
and utterly unafraid of doing so. It did not 
matter whether it was the Dean reminding the 
"conscientious objectors in the battle of 
learning" (the phrase was Christopher Mor
ley's) of their slfortcomings, the Librarian 
recalling long overdue books, the Coach 
sending the N soccer squad forth to glory, the 
Faculty Marshal affectionately presenting the 
senior class to the President, or most often, 
the teacher leading his spellbound students 
through the glories of Victorian literature. 
What he said always had the ring of conviction 
and a sense of app,ropriateness. 

There was nothing tentative about Jack 
~ster, though he was a good listener and 
always open to convincing by good argument. 
This was true of his writing as of his thinking 
and speaking. I suspect that there are, tucked 
away in the recesses of his former students' 
Haverford memorabilia, any number of English 
papers which have not been thrown away 
simply because their now. middle aged authors 
cannot bear to part company with the com- · 
ments he wrote in that unmistakable hand. 

I am sure there were times when he had to 
revise his writing, or when others tried to do · . 
it for him, though it seems almost an aesthetic 
insult to imagine those finely cr;Uted words 
being crossed out by some scribbling editor 
and redrafted by an unformed hand wielding a 
blue i)encil. Even his initials had a certain · 
unmistakable authority. I well remember ~hem 
appended to a Marshal's notice summoning 
the faculty in its regalia to commencement. 
There was no question what "JAIJr" 
expected. 

W:
enever I think of Jack these days, 

my image is a double one-first the 
man we remember so warmly, but at 
he same time overwritten, as it 

were, with words as he wrote them so ele
gantly. I sometimes shudder to think what I 
would have to say to most of my correspon
dents today who, to the extent they have not 
entirely forgotten how to write from looking 
into a greenly glowing display screen, cannot 
remember that writing is a craft in many 
senses as well as an art. Jack ~ster knew how 
to give good words the handsome form they 
deserved. This is in itself a monument to that 
grace that came from the union of his hand 
and mind. 

John Spielman 
Ptofessor of History 

Haverford College 

Fur Calidissimus 
·in Nova Scotia 

The overnight boat trip from Maine to' 
Nova Scotia was always transformational. 
Stress always hovered over the trip up to 
,Portland-then there was the challenge 

of finding the proper dock, and of getting , 
oneself and one's car aboard, all in good time. 
Once aboard, toes began to uncurl; the next 
.200 miles were·entirely the captain's responsi
bility, and would include an evening of smor
gasbord, some tentati\iely rediscovered danc
ing,.and end in the deep sleep that comes 
from the sea swell and softly throbbing 
engines. This was the process. So that when, 
the next morning, one watched the pier and 
the hill and the. houses of Yarmouth (pro
nounced Yammitt) present a world quite . 
different from the previous day's, it was at 
once familiar and a touch m~cal. So too 
were those first steps on to the dock and the 
first sight of Jack and Wendy. Their transfor
mation was well advanced, their ruddiness 
and relaxation some six to eight weeks ahead 
of the pedagogic pallor and angst that we were 
just now pretending we never knew. 

When we had last seen Jack and Wendy it 
had been in Connecticut. We were their gite 
d'etape on the drive up from Haverford. They 
would arrive in the late afternoon, heavily 
laden with apparently necessary Haverford 
things, anesthetized by miles of the New 
Jersey turnpike. First seen was the station 
wagon, riding so low it seemed that a pebble 
would make its exhaust pipe scrape the road, 
and thatits springs were forever flattened out. 
As it stopped, for an instant nothing moved, as 
if it were packed so tight that all inside was 
locked in place. And then a door .would open. 
And then, like some voleapo that has at last 
found an escape vent, two, or was jt three? or 
was it four? Nova Scotia duck-toling retrievers 
would explode with russet energy to be 
greeted and/or challenged by a more or less 
equal number of our own Tolers. And then, 
somehow cool and smiling, Wendy would · 
appear. And then, in a state of semi-s~is; 
Jack would.open the door, would turn slowly 
from under the steering wheel, would plant 
his gently worn black Oxford shoes firmly on 
the ground, would pause as if to assure himself 
that he and solid earth were still around, and 
then (dogs permitting) he. would relax into 



that smile that began at the chin and rose past 
the lips to settle in the very corners of his 
eyes. Sometimes his son Johnny would be 
along so that both children and dogs would 
arrange themselves, while we undertook a 
little first-echelon maintenance on the parents. 
Dinners extended into gently desultory talk, 
the updating of family or academic trivia; we 
seemed to agree tacitly that serious' talk was 
not to be expected at the end of so onerous 
a trip. 

A
nd now, once again they were at the 
Yarmouth pier-all three of them, long 
unburdened, light and springy and 
quite part of the landscape. And so we 

drove up through Yarmouth, recalling an 
evening at this particular restaurant, remem
bering an adventure at that particular boat 
yard; and so past the absurd pastel blues and 
pinks of Nova Scotia houses (in the bleak 
winter, those colors must have given a vital 
touch of the defiant), then down the road 
(newly paved) towards Wedgejiort, then down 
to the turn off (packed dirt), then along the 
inlet to the mailboxes and the next turn off 
(tree-narrowed, rutted, first-gear entry), 
following the track through pine, through 
fields to the houses, quiet, weathered, looking 
down on the Tusket and out to the sea. There 
is something here in the smell of the air, in 
the cast of the light, in the texture of the view, 
that evokes, however faintly, old Scotia-and 
that does much to explain why Jack's father, 
Fiddy, homed here, and why Jack (0 patris 
filius!) found such strength and nurture in this 
land, here where one was joyfully forced to 
move from the intangibles of critical insights 
,to the physical labor of building and maintain
ing. But rather than recall days of casually 
done chores, rather than recall early evenings 
from the promontory of the living room to the 
breathtaking quiet reflected in the flow of the 
Tusket below, 1 must, because they are so 
urgent, recall two nights from a visit during 
the summer of 1977. 

The story starts two days before the event, 
with Jack's determination that We should have 
a gala lobster dinner to celebrate my French 
sister-in-law's coming to Nova Scotia. That 
was the excuse. The reason was, I suspect, 
that there stirred in Jack an irrepressible love 
of mischief, call it the spirit of Alan Breck or 
Huck Finn, it winkled its way to the surface on 
this occasion. During the day, when we had all 
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gone into town to market, Jack had briefly 
disappeared down one of the store's aisles and 
rejoined us at the check-out counter where he 
added ten tins of sardines in oil. Though I may 
have blanched slightly, ideal guest that I am, I 
said nothing; nor did the choir-boy grin that 
suffused Jack's face invite conversation. II was 
not until that evening, after dessert and after 
coffee, and after Jack got up to go to the 
window and look out at thtl clear, moonless 

· night, that my education began. Jack turned 
casually, "It's a perfect night for it; shall we 
go for a short row?" I looked to the others, 
but before they could find words, Jack eyed 
me directly: "No," he said, "just the two of 
us;" adding that the others could clear up 
things in the meantime, and that we had best 
change into wet gear. Three minutes later, 
Jack and I were tromping out the front door, 
into the still night air, Jack holding a paper 
bag, then stopping off below the house to 
hand out to me from the deeper darkness 
three or four contraptions which I recognized 
as lobster traps. He emerged with two or 
three more and the oars. No word had been 
exchanged, nor was there any talk as we went 
down the precipitous path, dangerous even in 
the daylight, to the edge of the Tusket. As we 
cane up to the boat's cove with our gear, Jack 
whispered.that we had to keep very quiet, that 
while he didn't think that his friend the Fish 
and Game Warden was around, any noise 
carried far on the water and there Were (after 
all) houses which, however distant, it was best 
not to alert. Only then did I begin to compre
hend the sub-tone of mischievousness. In the 
Adirondacks, when you go out in jeeps in the 
dark of night to hunt with headlights and 
rifles, it is called jacking deer. And here was I, 
on the Nova Scotia equivalent, jacking lobster. 

Very quietly the boat was pulled in; very 
quietly we loaded gear aboard; very quietly 
we rowed out to a spot Jack thought right, and 
very, very quietly we lowered a light anchor 
into the barely moving water. "Look carefully 
at both shorelines;· said Jack, "we'll have to 
find this spot tomorrow night.'' On the near 
shore, darker in the dark night was a rocky 
height with a pine above it; and on the far 
shore, a soft hill with the single light just 
shining from a house that I remembered 
having stared at unconsciously that afternoon. 
Jack handed me a length of light rope, perhaps 
7 5 feet; "Tie that through the center brace of 
each frame. I.eave about 8 or 10 feet between 

tklhn Ashby Lester, Jr. 

them," he muttered from the back of the boat. 
With that done, he sent me forward to pull in 
ever so gently on the anchor rope. We had 
drifted well out into the stream, the rope 
being unusually long. As we came back over 
the anchor, I looked at him, expecting him to 
have me haul it in. "Now;· said the whisper in 
the dark, "play out very, very slowly.'' He was 
seated on the transom, bent over, applying the 
punch from his ever-present pocket kniff) to 
one of the sardine cans that had come from 
the paper bag. Holes were put through ever so 
_quietly, the can was set in the Bottom of the 
trap, which was then lowered slowly to the 
bottom as we drifted back out into the stream. 
When the last one went in, we hauled back on 
the anchor line, took a last look at the land
marks on either shore, weighed the anchor, 
and Jack, taking up the oars, with strokes as 
silent as they were powerful, headed us back 
to the home cove. "That," he said, "was well 
done. But it was the easy part.'' His voice was 
a wonderful combination of satisfaction with 
what had been done, and eager expectation of 
what was to come, all touched with conspiracy, 
camaraderie, and exuberance. 

W
e moved through the dark calm of 
night down the liquid darkness of the 
Tusket, a river at once majestic and 
intimate. 1 knew it fairly well. Jack 

had taken us out on the Kittywake, as it · 
widened past Morris and Roberts Islands, past 
the fishermen's or mossers' deserted houses, 
through tricky channels that the tides allowed 
or denied, towards clouds and birds that 
flocked or flew before the winds. The Kitty
wake was, as I recall, a two-thirds size copy of 
~he local fishing boat, and the local fishing 
boat was, so far as 1 was concerned, the most 
beautiful piece of (non-sail) marine architec
ture that I had or have ever seen. Jack and 1 
could spend.hours in the local boat shed 
watchingthe craftsmen build a design passed 
from father to son, both -of us feeling every .. 
line of the boat, from gunwhale to keel, 
watching the undoubted artisanship, as though 
we were present at the building of the Sainte 
Chapelle. The Kittywake had shown us the 
sweep and beauty of the Tusket, but tonight I 
was suddenly aware of a new, a velvet, an 
enfolding and even conspiratorial sense of the 
river. 
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When we returned, having toiled back up 
the slope and stowing the oars, we realized 
just how long we had been out. All were 
asleep, and quietly, tiredly, we crawled off to 
bed. Next day, by tacit agreement, our adven
ture was not discussed, and indeed it fell away 
in the day's activities. It was not until that 
evening's darkness had settled in that Jack 
signalled me to put on the proper gear. Down 
that precipitous slope again, this time with 
oars and a boat hook. In came the row boat, 
as quietly as before we rowed out to the 
approximate spot where we had anchored the 
night before, each of us straining to see in the 
dark those darker landmarks that seemed to 
move ever more uncertainly in our memories. 
I chose a spot; Jack was at the oars; I knelt at 
the transom with the boat hook in hand, 
dragging over the bottom in an attempt to pick 
up the rope connecting the traps. We were 
lucky. We found it almost at once. Trap after 
trap came up, gloriously full of lobsters that 
were carefully (very carefully) emptied by 
Jack into a large burlap sack. Like kids at a 
surprise party, we strove hard to keep in our 
delight and anticipation. We rowed back, 
remounting the slope with all our gear and 
our catch. "Say nothing;• said Jack as he 
stowed all of it beneath the house. This time, 
we had not been away so long. We walked up 
the steps, into the house. "Nothing," said 
Jack to the question that was in the women's 
eyes. 

His protestations were convincing, at 
least to my wife and to Isabelle, my 
sister7in-law. The next morning, when 
the two of them went off with Wendy to 

market, we crammed eighteen lobsters into 
the refrigerator. When, after several hours the 
car returned, Jack somehow (I shall never 
know how) managed to have Isabelle open the 
refrigerator door, at which point the half
somnolent lobsters poured forth, across the 
floor, under couch and chair and bed. After 
the screams came the wbster Hunt, and after 
the wbster Hunt came a ritual sundown feast 
on the porch that went on amid empty shells 
and empty bottles until well after the Thsket 
had disappeared anew in the darkness below. 
The Thsket and Jack always had more to show. 

Howard H. Schiess 
Professor of English 
Columbia University 

New Coventry Cathedral: 
Memorial to an Explosion 

H
ow sunny were those glorious days, 
Apple blossom filled and promising of summer escape. 
And then Northward! 
For sultry days of subsistence dishwashing to punctuate long cool nights. 

But too quickly came the unnamed season, 
When the steely world grasped you close and 
Whispered its unspeakable secrets into your ear. 
Ambulance seats are hard. 
Their flimsy springs only added more screams 
To those of the dead, dying, 
Who made even the most indolent Burmese afternoons 
Tense with death and destruction. 
Then release from the hammerlock of history, 
And return to our nation unbound, 
Chasing change unimagined, 
leaping decades toward plastic days and video nights. 
Throughout, marking four-year time, the students marched past, 
Taking forms familiar, novel and forgotten . 
With them came a thousand lessons, taught and learned: 
Proverbs of wisdom, promises of happiness, celebrations of love, 
Confrontations with fear, inescapable anguish, temptations of despair. 
All buried in well-thumbed texts, 
Resurrected in the midwifery of the classroom. 
They marched on and on, the four-year drumbeat propelling 

them onward, outward. 
Someone must march, you think, and more power to them, 
For the future waits and they are its ministers. 
While you, the ambulance driver who follows in the rear, 
What of the cruel glory of the front line? 
What of those who go over the top? 
What of lessons untaught, unspoken, unspeakable? 

Russell R. Reno III (Haverford '83) 
Yale University 



Ulym at Haverford 

N
ot until unearthing an old file folder 
stuffed with college promotional bro
chures did I realize that my introduction 
to Haverford's legendary English profes

sor came long before my sophomore year in 
1978. The real first meeting, a subliminal one, 
must have taken place as I leafed through a 
prospectus distributed to Haverford applicants. 
Thro glossy pages featured a soft, black and 
white snapshot of a greying, gentle-looking 
teacher photographed mid-sentence in his 
living room. What I took to be a golden 
retriever hung a velvety snout over the profes
sor's left shoulder. In a pose that sugg~ted he 
was reading not only to a small circle of 
students, but to his dog as well, the rosy
cheeked man held before him a hardbound 
book, the title indistinguishable. 

Although there was no reason, in this 
passing encounter with a photograph, to 
wonder beyond the curious magnetism and 
warmth of the man and his dog, I do remem
ber reading the accompanying text: 

The main reason that both teachers and 
students at Haverford persistently have high 
expectations of each other is because they 
generally enjoy what they 'te doing. 

An English major of Irish descent tells of his 
first encounter with James Joyce and of the 
insights into his own heritage and education 
which this reading and discussion evoked. In 
Joyce, the student remembers finding a writer 
who spoke directly and forcefully to his own 

VII. 

preoccupations. This student was encouraged in 
his interest by the professor, and has since 
pursued a deeper understanding of Joyce '.Y life 
and work. · 
Rediscovering that old brochure explained the 
sense of deja-vu I felt the autumn day when I 
finally did meet the modest professor from the 
photograph. 

O!l an Indian summer afternoon, I very 
tentatively crossed Railroad Avenue and 
ambled down tree-shaded Walnut Lane. I was 
headed for the first meeting of a Joyce class, 
and arrived just in time to meet several other 
students congregating on the front porch of an 
old wood frame house. A tall, clear-eyed, 
salt and peppery-thick haired man greeted us 
in the doorway and maneuvered us into soft 
arm chairs and an over-stuffed couch. Dogs 
barked out back and eventually one of them, 
to the dog's obvious delight, was allowed. to 
join us illside. It was not, as I had thought, a 
Golden, but a Nova Scotia Duck Toler, imported 
from the I.esters' summers in Yarmouth. 
Frisky and happy, the animal investigated this 
new crop of Haverfordians and Bryn Mawrters, 
signaling approval for all by permitting each 
student, in succession, to scratch his doggy 

''ears and to pat his doggy head. Professor 
Lester's canine commands only made the dog 
wag his lamp-threatening tail that much 
faster, each thump against the coffee table leg 
a reverberation of anticipation and reassur
ance. Spliced yellowish afternoon sun cut in 
and across student arms and notebooks. The 
book whose title had been indistinguishable in 
the photo had become the tome which lay in 
~ur laps, unopened. ''You may be sure;' Jack 

~Ashby Lester, Jr. 

Lester promised of Ulysses, "there has been 
no reading ofit before which is precisely the 
reading-which you yourself will develop.'' 

Each week for the remainder of the 
semester we met in. the I.esters' living 
room to discuss the Ulysses. We quickly 
realized that Professor Lester knew the 

text backwards and forwards, and that to any 
given chapter he could bring an endless 
variety of interpretations: But as much as he 
seemed to know about the book, he never 
came out in favor of one view over. the other. 
He was more interested in hearing our own 
readings; he grew affectionately disappointed 
whenever we went off along an unprofitable or 
hackneyed path, and would gently but inevita
bly steer thediscussion back to its relentless 
search for originality wheneve~ necessary. We 
lived for those moments-usually just once or 
twice each class-when his entire face would 
light up and he would laugh with pleasure at a 
student's observation. He returned 'our devo
tion by keeping things lively. Once, he startled 
us by dramatically reenacting a scene from the 
book; at the end of class he tossed a biscuit tin 
across the living room. Another time, when 
the book demanded it, he served us Guiness 
stout. 

Meanwhile, we saw him practice another 
kind of pedagogy outside of class, eliciting 
hope for the future in students beaten down 
by the present. A young student whose father 
was killed in an accident, three Haverfordians 
whose academic claustrophobia made them 
flee campus, a freshman who could not write 
a grammatically correct sentence, and a 
sophomore who, under Jack Lester's quiet 
guidance, pulled himself out of a serious 
depr~ion. Every student became Jack Les-

. ter's favorite student. In his freshman semi-
nars, he was known for using a blend of 
fatherliness and enthusiasm to pufl students 
through the pain and humiliation of learning 
how to write. A student who would later 
become Dean of the college received both his 
lowest and highest grades in Professor Lester's 
class; the low grade wrapped in empathy and 
encouragement: "Buck up-it will get better!" 
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II 

It was not until his untimely death in 1983 
that I learned that both Professor I.ester's 
sense of humor and his educational philoso
phy drew from his father, Fiddy, and from 

other personalities he encountered at Haver
ford between the two Wars. In later years, he 
explained the magical ambience at Haverford 
during that era: 

If a brontosaur were to swing in from Lancas
ter Avenue, waddle down College Lane, past the 
Duck Pond, and right up and across to us here 
on this campus, and you were to ask him what 
he had seen, and what he remembered-I think 
I could tell you some things he had seen, and 
things he might remember. 

He might remember Cope Field, and a sunny 
Saturday Spring afternoon in the early 1920s; 
and a small boy on the edge of the turf, watching 
his father play cricket for the Alumni side. A 
small boy, wondering why people clapped when 
they did (and'such a gentle clap), indeed wonder- _ 
ing why people clapped at all, and why time 
passed so slowly-so slowly as it never was to 
pass again. 

He would "!member bright sunny days in the 
Fall of 1933, and a huge marquee on Barclay 
Lawn; and Rufus's History at the top of the best
seller list-the centenary days, and the coming 
of Honors and Comprehensives to Haverford; 
centenary days, and trumpets sounding the 
arrival of the Class of 1937. 

Then for four years, in that pea-sized bronto
sauric brain, memories would cluster quick and 
thick. He had clumped into Chase *2, and heard · 
William Lunt pronounce, "King Edward had 
two sons, both boys." Jn all his timeless memory 
he could recall no preachment of historic truth 
more indelibly persuasive. 
Charmed by these recollections, I looked for 
campus reminders of Jack I.ester's undergrad
uate career at Haverford. In the framed but 
curling photos inside the old gymnasium I 
found the soceer team that played before the 
Class of 1937. Standing in the back row, was a 
square-chinned young man with a winning 
smile. 

But it was Wendy U:!ster who helped satisfy 
my curiosity about Professor I.ester's past. 

From her, I would learn how, during the War, 
she had spotted three scruffy looking soldiers 
sitting near her on the transport, all of whom 
were noisily and not so successfully practicing 
their Chinese. She knew they were American 
Field Servicemen by the crumpled, untidy 
uniforms CO's usually borrowed from what
ever division they were currently assigned to. 
One of the three in particular stood out in her 
eye. She would spend a lifetime with him. 

It was also Wendy who would send me up 
to a third-floor storage room for a look around 
at Professor I.ester's library. Upstairs in the 
cramped scholar's den, I discovered how he 
had come to know the Ulysses so well: he had 
apparently read every significant secondary 
work ever published on James Joyce. The 
groaning shelves would have impressed even 
Richard Ellman, Joyce's definitive biographer. 

III 

B
ut it was our graduation day in 1982-
the last commencement he attended
that will always stand foremost in my 
memories of Jack I.ester. I remember 

how our black robes were sucking in the heat 
as we gathered with the faculty on Founder's 
Green at 11 :00 a.m. Up at the front of the line 
with the emeriti, stood Jack I.ester in his 
faded crimson and black robes. Commence
ment was a ritual he took very seriously; each 
year, he seemed to relish marching among the 
graduates. What would be on hls mind, I 
wondered, when he walked past Founder's 
Hall for the fourth decade? 1 started thinking 
about all the gatherings and readings in his 
home; the pep talks in his office; and the 
chipper hellos on the path between Walnut 
Lane and the English department. 

Suddenly we were marching-out among 
the parents, the siblings, and the smiling, 
wondering underclassmen. Out, and down the 
walkway toward Roberts Hall. Past Magill 
Library, once the domain of Jack I.ester, 
College Librarian. Past Founder's Hall we 
wound, once the terrain of Jack I.ester, dean. 
The athletic fields lay in the distance, once the 
terrain of Jack I.ester, track coach and Jack 
I.ester, soccer coach. Closer to us, and sur
rounded by Norway Maples, lay Cope field and 

the I.ester's old home on COiiege Circle. It was 
there in the afternoons that Jack I.ester would 
help his elderly father out to the porch to 
watch the cricket players. John A. I.ester, Sr., 
Haverford '96-Fiddy-, would watch them 
play the game he loved; a game he had played 
so many times on that field that the little 
house on the green would be renamed the 
John A. I.ester, Sr. Cricket Pavilion. 

We continued our march, now past the 
English department offices below Founder's 
Common; offices where Jack I.ester often 
searched the expansive shelves on the wall, 
looking to loan students or colleagues particu- · 
tar books whose titles or authors he occasion
ally forgot. He always found the books, though 
not because he remembered the authors or 
the titles; he knew instead where the ideas 
rested on his shelf. He was the least pedantic 
scholar I've ever known. 



The only thing he disliked more than 
pedantry was intellectual smugness. Jack 
Lester taught us that each of our ideas, con
ceived and then tested, could become a means 
for rejecting dogmatic or pessimistic views of 
the world. A student who learned how to 
revise his ideas, to submit creatiVity to objec
tive criticism, would always have, in his opin
ion, the most important tool·he could offer 

· others. "If James Joyce," he commented 
approvingly, "had seen a unified ci>mprehen
sion of man.'s condition shaping up in his 
work, I suspect his instinct would be promptly 
to set about revising, to evoke and include 
contrary views." 

B
efore I had time to consider this philoso
phy any further, we were almost to the 
seating area in front of Roberts Hall. 
Though the sun was hotter still, the heat 

seem tempered by a sense of continuity. After 
all, we were walking past 18 Lloyd, once the 
residence of a Haverfordian named Jack 
Lester. Perhaps it was during his senior year 
that he settled into his lifelong conviction 
about Haverford-the only idea he would 
never revise: "There is a miracle in each 
being who is part of this College, which can be 
touched to revelation if the miracle which is in 
ourselves can be released, kept free, alive and 
ready to meet it. Such is the tap root of our 
faith . I.et no one lay ax, or bush-hook, or even 
so much as a pruning clipper, to that 
resource." 

Thomas A. Underwood (Haverford '82) 
Harvard University 

tk>bn Ai1by lester, Jr.· 

" 



'>' 

j. 

'. 

. ft ' 

''®'' HAVERFORD 
Haverford College 

Haverford, Pennsylvania 19041-1392 

' ' 



ALUMNI WEEKEND 1989 

1929 
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1944 
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Haverford College 
June 2, 3, and 4 

Don't miss this chance 
to renew friendships, relive 
memories and reacquaint 
yourself with Haverford. 
For more information, 
call 1-215-896-1004. 

Reunion CJasses: 
1953/54/55: 1974175: 
Cluster Reunion 
1959 

Cluster Reunion 
1979 

1964 1984 
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LIFE 
IN THE CIRCUS 

by Drew Lindsay '86 

The Carson and Barnes Circus bills itself as the world 's largest traveling circus, yet its 
schedule reads like a tour of small-town America. Sleepy Eye, Minnesota, in June; Soddy
Daisy, Tennessee in August; then Truth Or Consequences, New Mexico, in March-"any 

place where we are the biggest thing in town, " says James Judkins '78, Carson and Barnes 
general manager and vice president. 
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At dawn on this unusually chilly late Just after 6:30 A.M., the first 
August morning, the performers trucks of the show's convoy pull 
and crew of Carson and Barnes onto a grassy field behind a shop-
wake in Sheboygan, Wisconsin, ping mall on the outskirts of 
about 60 miles north of Milwaukee. Mukwonago, a small town below 
It's day number 154 of the show's Milwaukee. Despite the early hour, 
9-month, 245-0ay schedule. Every about 20 "towners" ring the lot, 
day, seven days a week from March most of them sleepy parents hold-
to November, they wake at dawn, ing mugs of coffee in one hand and 
drive to a new town, set up, put on the reins to their excited children 
two or three shows, and then tear in the other. 
down. After grabbing a few hours "What gets kids going? The 
of sleep, they get up and do it all circus and Christmas, and both 
again. "It's like an exam week year only come once a year," Judkins 
round," Judkins jokes. says. "If anybody asks why I do it, 

Few people would choose such I say it's the kids. Where else can 
a life. In fact, most of the Carson you be Santa Claus every day of 
and Barnes troupe didn't. Born intoahe year?" 
families that have worked the cir-
cus for generations, they grew up 
under the big top lights, their 
apprenticeship to center ring begin- ne of the United States' last travel-
ning i~ the cradle. They know no ing tented circuses, Carson and 
other hfe. Barnes is a throwback to a time 

Judkins does. He grew up in when the circus was a day-long 
New Hampshire wi~ parents who spectacular. The "setup," beginning 
were not trapeze artists, but the during day's first light and lasting 
owners of a small grocery stor~. until the big top is up, is as vital to 
At Haverford, the closest Judkms the show as clowns. 
came to managing a circus was "We want the people out there 
whe~ he organi~ed roor1.1 draw. as watching," Judkins explains. "The 
Housmg Com1?1ttee cha~r. But m setup is part of the magic of the 
1976, the magic of the circus lured circus. One day there's a field 
the 19-year-c:ild ps~chology major behind the shopping mall, the next 
away from his studies. What was there's a circus and the next it's 
~upposed to .be ~ semester's break just an empty fleld again." 
1s now entering its 13th year. One of Judkins' first duties is to 

In those years, Judkins, 32, has unload his "pets." First off the 
become an adopted member of the truck is the Baron von Matador, a 
circus family. A slight Oklahoma miniature horse standing a fraction 
drawl masks his New England under 20 inches. Judkins bought 
upbringing, and a salty tongue the Baron two years ago in Piketon, 
hides his fluency in Latin, French, Ohio arid he now stars in one of 
German, Greek, and Spanish. A the ~rson and Barnes sideshows 
veteran of life on the road, he as '"Miss Dominga', the world's 
shares the truck he calls home with smallest registered horse." 
33 snakes, 5 horses and countless 
mice (food for the snakes). 

Like the rest of the troupe, 
Judkins has a sense, acute at times, 
that his lifestyle makes him some
what of a misfit in society. And like 
the others, he can't imagine a life 
without the circus. 

Photos by John White, Jr. 

• Judkins and his friend, 
Baron von Matador, a 
miniature horse. 
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Rosie and Isla watch 
as a fellow elephant 
gets a cleaning. 
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• Next to be watered, fed and 
cared for are Judkins' snakes. For 
one dollar, the circus-goer can 
come face to face with Burmese 
pythons, rhino iguanas, a Mexican 
black indigo or a redfoot tarantula. 
Judkins, of course, sees them every 
night when he goes to bed. 

J udkins' fascination with sideshows 
is a leftover of his first circus job. In 
the summer following his sopho
more year, Judkins and a friend 
signed on with a student-run circus 
in York, PA. Although hired as a 
cook, Judkins was soon working 
the sideshows. On any given day, 
he ate fire, cut a woman in half 
with steel blades, or charmed the 
children with a traditional "Punch 
and Judy Show.'' 

He returned to Haverford for his 
junior year, but took a semester's 
leave the next fall to rejoin the 

York circus. The show was near 
bankruptcy, its owner sick and 
about to fold the big top for the last 
time. With a skeleton troupe run
ning the show, Judkins got his best 
circus experience. Before each 
show, he would perform in one of 
the midway's sideshows, then 
change into the ringmaster's cos
tume and direct the show. Midway 
through, he would change again, 
reappearing as the center-ring 
magician. 

Although no one was paid for 
eight weeks, the show finally closed 
on December 6, 1977. On Decem
ber 20, Judkins arrived at the Car
son and Barnes headquarters in 
Hugo, Oklahoma, to return an 
elephant leased from the show. 
Broke after pouring all his savings 
into the York circus, he asked for a 
job and was assigned the task of 
cleaning up after the animals at 
$75 a week. One week after he 
arrived in Hugo, he was promoted 
to ringmaster; another week later 
he was named general manager. 

For twelve years, Judkins has 
managed the business operations 
of Carson and Barnes. He is not 
your average three-piece suit; his 
day lasts five to nine rather than 
nine to five, and his working 
clothes are at-shirt and jeans. 

But the administration of Carson 
and Barnes demands a fine business 
sense. The show is essentially a 
multi-state business, contending 
with different safety regulations, 
vehicle laws and animal permits in 
the 32 states where it performs. 
Every year, Carson and Barnes 
transports more than 300 men, 
women and beasts over 18,000 
miles of highway. Since an 82 truck
convoy pulling into a McDonald's 
would cause a scene, food must be 
carried and prepared by the show 
itself. 

Judkins' job is to manage the 
unmanageable and bring order to 
the process that defies order. Pre
dictability, he says, is the key. 



"You can't run a circus like a 
circus, or you'll be out of business 
soon," he says. "You have to run it 
like any other business-for a 
profit." 

On those occasions when some
thing does go awry, Judkins is the 
designated "fixer." If a safety 
inspector threatens to close the 
show two hours before it opens, 
Judkins has to fix it, any way he 
can. Once, in Gulfport, Mississippi, 
a truck carrying some of the lions 
and tigers flipped and Judkins the 
"fixer" found himself trying to herd 
three fierce jungle animals into a 
makeshift arena. "I didn't know 
what I was doing, but I was out 
there prodding them along," he 
says. "You do what you have to do 
to get the job done." 

Today, however, the fixer is at 
rest. "Some days I don't do a damn 
thing," he confesses. 

As Judkins watcl>es the setup, a boy 
in his late teens approaches. He is 
an escape artist-his motto: 
"There's nothing I can't escape"
and he nervously delivers a 
resume. ''I've got my straitjacket in 
the car," he finishes, hopeful of an 
audition invitation. 

Judkins listens patiently, and 
then tells the boy to send him a 
video of his act. Talking quietly, he 
walks him to the lot's edge. "It's up 
at dawn seven days a week, every 
day," he explains. ''And you don't 
go home at the end of the day to a 
good meal and a good night's 
sleep." 

The boy leaves with a promise 
to send a videotape, but Judkins is 
doubtful of the talent it will show. 
Circus acts are seldom found in 
Wisconsin but rather in Europe and 
Latin America, where hundreds of 
circuses travel year-round. Judkins 
spends the winters in Canada, 
Mexico, Peru, Cuba, Hungary, 
France and Argentina hunting 
talent, however raw. 

"We've hired acts that looked 
like hippies when they started and 

then went on to Ringling Brothers 
after we straightened them out," 
Judkins says. 

"Straightening them out" con
sists of giving the act a nice ward
robe and teaching them grace, 
style and stage presence. Once 
they're "made classy," some acts go 
on to other circuses and venues. A 
Spanish flying trapeze act left the 
show last year for Ringling Brothers 
and performed under the billing 
"first time in America." Jokes 
Judkins, "I guess Ringling Brothers 
doesn't consider Sheboygan, Wis
consin to be America. You have to 
play in Boston or New York to be 
playing in America." 

But Carson and Barnes has been 
entertaining America since 1937 
when Obert Miller and his two 
young sons Dares Richard (D.R.) 
and Kelly launched their first show. 
Obert and Kelly died in the 1960's, 
but Carson and Barnes, under the 
direction of D.R. and his wife Isla, 
remains faithful to traditional circus 

• As the man in charge, it 
is easy for Judkins to get 
all wrapped up in things. 

• The circus holds 
thrills for kids of 
all ages. 
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-
tenets. There are no flashpots, laser A nd Carson and Barnes has the 
shows, piped-in music or week-long 
layovers for Carson and Barnes. 

The modern era is not without 
its temptations. Last spring, a Nash
ville cable television network asked 
Carson and Barnes to host a "circus 
of the Country Music Stars," with 
various country singers taking the 
roles of the circus performers. 
Despite the obvious exposure such 
a spot offered, the show declined. 
"I really don't want to see Dolly 
Parton on the trapeze or Conway 
Twitty snapping the lion's whip," 
says Judkins. "It would make it 
look like performing is easy." 

The biggest temptation (if Car
son and Barnes would even con
sider it} would be to move the show 
indoors. Ringling Brothers accepted 
the warmth and convenience of 
stadiums and armories in 1956, but 
Carson and Barnes stubbornly 
sticks to the road and the big top. A 
circus without a big top is just not a 
circus. 
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biggest. Other circuses have tents 
that may seat more people, but 
Carson and Barnes boasts the 
largest in size; 150' by 396', the 
blue and red polyvinyl covers more 
than a city block. 

And who puts up the tent? Ele
phants put up Obert Miller's first 
tent in 1937, and elephants raise 
his son's big top today. The Carson 
and Barnes menagerie includes 
giraffes, rhinoceros, camels, lions, 
tigers, "ligers,'' and llamas, but the 
elephants are the stars. 

By the time Barbara, Minnie, 
and Kay-three of the show's 21 
Asian elephants-lumber to the 
tent site, the crowd on the lot num
bers over a couple of hundred. The 
three ladies begin dragging tent 
poles erect into place at the barks 
of their trainers, moving with 
remarkable precision for their bulk. 
The routine, practiced 240 times a 
year, goes without a hitch; in a 
little over an hour, more than 

• 
For Carson and Barnes, 
a circus is not a circus 
without a big top. The 
tent, raised at each stop 
by the elephants, covers 
more than a city block. 

60,000 square feet of tent is up and 
ready for the show. 

The program for the Carson and 
Barnes show promises "dazzling 
dancing dexterity,'' "wire walking 
wizardry," and "mighty mid-air 
mastery." Five rings of action back 
up that promise, all carefully coor
dinated to entertain but not over
whelm. "You have to be like an 
interior designer,'' Judkins says of 
hiring acts. "You can't mix purple 
with pink or stripes with plaids." 

Carson and Barnes acts are the 
acts that have been the staple of 
circuses for years. The high-wire, 
the teeterboard, the trapeze, and, 
of course, the elephants, are ele
ments of a time-tested and success
ful formula. No Cirque de Soleil 
"performance art" on the Carson 
and Barnes lot; it's strictly meat 
and potatoes circus entertainment 
here. 

The performers who provide the 
thrills and chills owe their talent to 
genes as much as to practice. The 
acts traditionally are families with 
circus roots generations long. 
Luciana Loyal, the show's eques
trian stunt artist, is a seventh
generation circus performer. Her 
three daughters, the eighth genera
tion, perform on horseback, includ
ing Tina, 8, who rode bareback at 
4. The Flying Lunas feature father 
Francisco, twin brothers Tony and 
Jose, and sister Frances, who has 
just joined the act. 

Ask the Carson and Barnes 
performers why they walk the 
tightrope or ride the elephant, 
Judkins says, and they'll respond 
with a blank look. 'They just can't 
imagine doing anything else,'' 
Judkins says. 

The granddaddy of the Carson 
and Barnes family is D.R. Miller. 
"D.R. can see more sitting in the 
tent with his eyes closed than most 
can with binoculars,'' Judkins once 
wrote. With his wife Isla, D.R. is 
the heartbeat of Carson and 
Barnes. Today, they are making a 
rare appearance on tour, sitting in 
lawn chairs tucked to the side of 
center ring. D.R. has been feeling 
his 72 years in recent seasons and 



has curtailed his travel, turning the 
show's operation over to his daugh
ter, Barbara, and her husband, 
Geary Byrd. But he's still the boss. 

"In the circus business, you 
don't get fired when you're old," 
Judkins says. "You die with the 
show. There's no retirement or 
going off into the sunset on a rock
ing chair. If you would retire, what 
are you going to do? Travel and 
'see the country'? You do that 
already." 

From cradle to grave, you are 
part of the circus family. It's a fam
ily brought together by a love for 
the circus and bonded by the adver
sity of life on the road. What makes 
this family's ties somehow even 
stronger is a shared sense that its 
members are somehow misfits. 

"You try to talk to people with 
normal lives and they talk about 
rush hour and day care and the 
office," Judkins explains. "It's hard 
to translate what I do to those 
terms." 

Reading the list of what his Haver
ford classmates are doing is "dis
heartening," Judkins says. "You see 
congressional aides and doctors 
and lawyers for firms with big 
names, but there are very few 
small businessmen or people who 
fly by the seat of their pants." 

"Flying by the seat of the pants" 
is an everyday occurrence in the 
Carson and Barnes show. Judkins 
glories in the show's unpredictabil
ity, despite what he says about the 
value of good management. That 
may make him and the rest of the 
show unlikely candidates for 
accounting jobs, but they don't 
seem to care. 

"We are not a bunch of misfits 
who can't function in normal soci
ety," Judkins writes. "Maybe we 
are a bunch of misfits who choose 
not to function in a normal society. 
We are happy right where we are, 
thank you." 

There are moments of doubt. 
"When you get up at five in the 
morning, your feet wet from the 
grass, slopping coffee on yourself 
as you drive down the road," 
Judkins writes in the 1987 Route
book, "you often wonder what it 
would be like to live a normal life, 
living in a house, feet propped up 
on the hassock watching the Today 
Show, read the morning paper and 
slurp coffee from anything but a 
styrofoam cup." 

A "normal life" for Judkins 
might mean finishing his Haverford 
degree and going to law school. Or 
it might mean settling down in 
Hugo to run Carson and Barnes' 
newly-acquired printing business. 

"There are so many other things 
I could do," Judkins says, "but why 
bother? I do twenty different jobs 
here; I've been all over the world. 

"I try to think about what else I 
want to do, and nothing better 
comes to mind." 

• 

• Making friends with a 
llama. 

The Flying Lunas. Twin 
brothers Tony and Jose, 
are often joined by father 
Francisco and sister 
Frances. 
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HAVERFORD welcomes John Dusseau 
'34 as the new Books Editor. Authors 
are invited to send the College a copy 
of their latest books (copies will eventu
ally go to Magill Library), as well as 
reviews and press releases, so that we 
may note them in future issues of the 
magazine. Please send your materials 
to the Publications Office, Haverford 
College, Haverford, PA 19041. 

Elkinton, J.R. '33. Bird on a Rock
ing Chair. The Cottage Press, Lincoln, 
MA, 1988. 256 pages. 

Dr. Elkinton's book is a delightful 
group of reminiscences and reflections 
recounting with just appreciation the 
intellectual pleasures of medicine, the 
uses of history, the joys of family life, 
and the adventures of travel off the 
beaten path. 

As a doctor, Dr. Elkinton knew how 
to minister effectively to the often
lacerated body and spirit of man and 
how to advance the progress of medi
cine through careful thought and intelli
gent investigation. But it is curious that 
his most significant contribution to 
medicine was made through his editor
ship of The Annals of Internal Medi
cine (official journal of the American 
College of Physicians). 

He describes this difficult role in his 
chapter "Authors, Readers and Editors." 
In it he tells us that good editing consists 
of the happy knack of fostering the 
productive capacity of writers and of 
enhancing the excercise of their 
powers. The editor must adjudicate but 
never dictate. "For the author he must 
combine the functions of critic, judge, 
and compassionate physician to ailing 
manuscripts." And this is what Dr. Elkin
ton did, making the Annals one of the 
two or three most readable and influen
tial of American medical journals. 

His productive interest in research is 
best reflected in his account of the 
spring meetings of the Young and Old 
Turks held over many years in Atlantic 
City. It is not too much to say that some 
of the best medical ideas of our times 
arose not from laboratory work but 
from spirited discussions on the wind
swept boards of a decayed resort city. 
But now that it has become a mecca for 
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gamblers and a paradise for gangsters, 
Atlantic City no longer hosts these 
important sessions. Elsewhere, of 
course, they continue to be important; 
but they have lost some of their salt. 

As a historian, Dr. Elkinton is at his 
best in the chapter "From Chaucer to 
Darwin." He describes thoughtfully the 
enormous impact of Darwin's work and 
the terrible strain of his unfailingly poor 
health. Someone has said that most of 
the world's important work has been 
done by people who didn't feel very 
well. Formulation of the theory of evolu
tion involved over twenty years of 
unflagging study and analysis, but the 
fight for its acceptance was carried on 
by Thomas Huxley, its fearless advo
cate. Ashley Montagu has recently 
recalled the charming story of a cleric 
who informed his wife that the horrid 
Professor Huxley had declared that 
man is descended from the apes; to this 
intelligence she responded vigorously: 
"Do let us hope it is not true; but if it is, 
let us pray that it will not become gener
ally known." 

For the joys of family life and the 
adventures of travel, the reader must 
consult Dr. Elkinton's pleasant accounts. 
May they become generally known. 

J.L.D. 
Sarver, Eugene '65. The Eurocur

rency Market Handbook. Simon and 
Schuster, New York, NY, 1987. 400 
pages. 

The Eurocurrency Market Hand
book is the first important text on the 
Euromarkets to be published in almost 
a decade. In this work, Dr. Sarver illumi
nates many diverse (and sometimes 
obscure) strands of global finance 
through much original research and 
analysis. 

In selecting his topics Sarver has 
astutely perceived the practical informa
tion needs of both the student and the 
Euromarket practitioner. He analyzes 
not only the Eurodollar market and its 
evolution, the most common theme of 
earlier texts, but additionally, he links 
together the operations, instruments, 
and the evolution of the Euromarkets 
bonds, futures and options, commercial 
paper notes, and syndicated Euroloans, 

and their regulation. His impressive 
accomplishment is bringing all of this 
information and analysis together 
coherently, thus promoting a better 
understanding of these markets by 
students and practitioners. Sarver's 
prominent discussion of syndicated 
Eurocredits and LDC finance, including 
the secondary market in third-world 
debt, is the first time this topic has been 
integrated into a comprehensive refer
ence text of this nature. His discussion 
spells out clearly the inescapable inter
dependence of the LDC's with the inter
national financial market and the roles 
of the major private and public financial 
institutions. 

In addition to his thorough market 
analyses, Sarver has incorporated a 
wealth of background information. His 
explanations of the SWIFT, CHIPS, 
EuroClear and CEDEL clearing mecha
nisms are vital for any student seeking 
to understand how the Euromarkets 
function; they are also useful synopses 
for the front-office Euromarket 
practitioner. 

The book is unsurpassed for the 
scope of its analysis and coverage of 
the Euromarkets in one volume. It will 
be an indispensable reference for Euro
market practitioners, and it should be a 
required text for students of the Euro
markets. 

John Chu 
Citibank Corporation 



Thompson, Josiah. Gumshoe. Little, 
Brown, 1988. 322 pages. 

Tink Thompson has been a detective 
for a long time. He had sought to 
unravel mysteries through philosophy
and won praise as a writer on Kierke
gaard and as a teacher who aided his 
students to proceed quickly to the heart 
of whatever they were talking or think
ing about. His book on the assassination 
of John F. Kennedy (Six Seconds in 
Dallas) earned much acclaim for its 
style and incisiveness. But his many 
accomplishments and the recognition 
they brought him had not answered all 
his questions. The quest Thompson still 
had to undertake is brilliantly and some
times hilariously told in his recent mem
oir, Gumshoe. 

Josiah Thompson-B.A., M.A., and 
Ph.D., Yale-was one of the young 
faculty who revitalized Haverford in 
the mid-1960s, creating so much intel
lectual and pedagogical excitement that 
many Haverford students did not feel 
the same kind of alienation from their 
college that their cohorts elsewhere did 
in the Vietnam and "student revolution" 
periods of the late 1960s and early 
1970s. Newcomers such as Dick Bern
stein, Aryeh Kosman, Sara Shumer 
(whose departmental home was in 
political science), Ashok Gangadean 
and holdover Paul Desjardins joined 
Thompson in locating philosophy 
at the center of Haverford's academic 
dialogue. 

Eleven years after he arrived, 
though, life at Haverford was no longer 
as rewarding for Thompson. He writes, 
"Haverford .... [was] an institution with 
a long and proud history, gifted students, 
and a distinguished faculty. It was a 
good place, a safe place. Why had it 
become for me, finally, such an 
unhappy place?" Even at first Thomp
son had "the sense we were all parody
ing ourselves," in an "endlessly 
repeated comedy of manners." He 
furnishes a notable illustration-a fac
ulty meeting which turned to topics 
outside the academic realm, particularly 
the sexual mores and morals of Haver
ford students. As Thompson began a 
sabbatical in 1976, his marriage was in 

trouble and he felt "superfluous" as a 
teacher and a father. 

Work as a private detective in Cali
fornia might have begun for Thompson 
as a pastime for a sabbatical-after all, 
Jack Coleman, Haverford's president 
during most of the 1970's had been a 
salad chef, ditch-digger and garbage
man on his leaves. Tink had found an 
alternative structure for seeking 
answers he couldn't find on campus, 
which then became a full-time occupa
tion, then a vocation, and eventually a 
career so central to him that Thompson 
could say by the end of his autobio
graphical account, "Investigation is 
concluded." 

Thompson brilliantly sketches many 
of the guises that his investigation took 
on, from the early days as an "opera
tive" in another detective's firm, repos
sessing a car from a woman who'd run 
away from her husband or searching 
for potential evidence on behalf of a 
"jailed drug dealer." Even the missions 
too insignificant to earn explanations in 
the book tantalize: "a crazy two-car 
chase through the slums of Oakland, a 
six-month failed attempt to trap a mur
derer in Alaska." When Thompson does 
provide a detailed description of a case, 
the reader is right there with him, peer
ing in a side-view mirror when he's on 
surveillance, using just enough truth 
and just enough smokescreen to explain 
his presence when discovered by a 
subject or the police, and learning to 
"pay attention" to people and events in 
ways that only a skilled detective can. 

As his cases increase and his skills 
widen, the ties that bind Thompson to 
the academic life steadily weaken, and 
he resigns his professorship. He ponders 
and measures his detecting identity, 
investigating the life of Dashiell Ham
mett and his hard-boiled prototype for 
so many fictional (and real) detectives, 
Sam Spade. The recurrent Hammett 
theme at times confuses, but offers 
insight into the changes occurring in 
Thompson. As his detecting role takes 
on more meaning and authenticity, 
Thompson's relationship with his wife 
and children improves. 

The accounts of two cases which 
dominate Thompson's life as he 
develops from operative to real "private 
eye" are gripping. Thompson is called 
on to aid the attorneys of a Korean 
sentenced to death for two murders. 
With a good deal of perseverance and 
intuition, those staples of the detecting 
art, Thompson proves the accused man 
innocent of the first murder. (The sec
ond murder turns out to be self-defense 
and the erstwhile prisoner goes free). 
While attention to detail concluded that 
case successfully, organizational ability 
and steel nerves help Thompson bring 
off a trip to India and the return of a 
child who had been abducted by her 
father in defiance of a U.S. court deci
sion to give custody to the mother, 
Thompson's client. 

Tink Thompson's adventures in the 
detecting trade are a good read by any 
standards and a natural cinematic treat
ment in many genres. While at times 
Thompson seems a protagonist in a 
classic West Coast film noir and at other 
times he's caught up in Chevy Chase
style shenanigans, his courage in break
ing out of the academic straitjacket and 
his discipline in pursuing goals not 
always immediately apparent are evi
dent. Wherever his future cases lead 
him, Thompson must know by now that 
his most important investigations-of 
himself and his life-have already 
succeeded. 

Greg Kannerstein '63 

Glickman, Harvey. (ed.) The Crisis 
and Challenge of African Develop
ment. Greenwood Press, Westport, CT, 
1988. 258 + xii pages. 

To anyone who has visited the 
Serengeti, the mountain fastnesses of 
Ethiopia, and the upper reaches of the 
Nile, Africa is a land of awesome beauty, 
of wondrous sights and sounds, and of a 
primal sense of the numinous in all 
things-a faculty of the spirit that has 
all but deserted Western culture. But it 
is also a land of harsh environment, of 
terrible deprivation, of cruel savagery, 
and deep conflict. 

It is the problems of this latter Africa 
that Glickman addresses in his multi
authored book. It is a fine book-
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scholarly, well written, sober, and 
thoughtful, admitting diversity and 
sometimes harshness of opinion. Its 
theme can be simply stated: Africa 
cannot feed itself, although two-thirds 
of its labor force works on the land, and 
this inability is progressively worsening. 
It is easy enough to say that a world 
whose granaries are full should not and 
cannot permit the starvation-ridden 
slum of Africa; it is not so easy to pre
scribe remedies by which this desperate 
ill might be overcome, for its roots are 
deep and ambiguous. To describe them 
does not imply means to their 
extirpation. 

The rulers of colonial Africa were 
not only exploiters; they also imposed 
on their vassal states systems of govern
ment without reference to the existing 
foundations of native rule. They cre
ated, too, territorial units without regard 
to ethnic homogeneity or to any possi
bility of future development. Today 
some independent African states have 
populations of fewer than two million. 
To suppose that such nations can 
develop industries based on modern 
technology is sheer nonsense. Great 
parts of Africa are subarid, and the 
proposals for irrigation sometimes put 
forth seem far-fetched and unreal. No 
one has yet demonstrated that the 
Aswan Dam has solved the economic 
problems of Egypt or that the levelling 
of the Amazon rain forest has improved 
the lot of Brazilians. Clearly in subarid 
Africa what is needed is not fanciful 
plans, but rebirth of a kind of cottage 
agriculture that calls upon the peasants' 
ability to survive, to surmount obstacles, 
and to coax food from an unwilling soil. 

Colonial administrators also left 
behind another shadowy and crippling 
legacy. The spectacle of petty bureau
crats earning a hundred times as much 
as indigenous laborers was a compelling 
one, so that ambitious Africans edu
cated themselves to become govern
ment bureaucrats. In a country where 
everyone is a physician, no one can pay 
the doctor; in a nation where the well 
educated work for the government and 
there is no other available pool of mana
gerial skill, the expense of government 
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becomes intolerable and entails ruinous 
taxes. Politics becomes a scramble to 
capture a piece of official largesse, and 
the rules of government become but a 
convenient cover for favoritism, fraud, 
and force. In fact, corruption in the 
administration of independent African 
nations is a major factor in economic 
ruin. In wealthier countries there may 
even be sly admiration for the afforda
ble scoundrel, but in the underdevel
oped world political corruption means 
deprivation, hardship, and disillusion
ment for millions. It is but a small mea
sure of possible reform; but Western 
banks could be compelled to divulge 
the records of accounts held by African 
rulers. The shame of actual figures 
might do what the impulse to reform 
cannot. This is not to say that the Afri
can states do not recognize the magni
tude of malfeasance; indeed, several 
have adopted meaningful plans of 
reform, for some African leaders are 
acutely conscious of the unfavorable 
image of Africa as it is perceived by the 
West. In the United Nations Special 
Session on the African Economic Crisis, 
native leaders laid out a courageous 
program for reformed recovery. Prince
ton Lyman argues in his chapter on 
responsibility that a new image of 
Africa and a brave new plan of impon
derable vagaries of weather, interna
tional disillusionment, and local despair 
can be met by a plan based on realities 
seems doubtful, for the realities are 
unyielding and cannot be changed 
tomorrow. 

Glickman and his co-authors deal 
extensively with the controversial issue 
of food subsidies. Originally advocated 
by the World Bank and the International 
Monetary Fund, they are now seen by 
these institutions as wasteful and ineffi
cient, improperly confined to the needs 
of politically powerful city dwellers, 
and ignoring the actual starvation of 
rural populations. That those who pro
posed the plan now condemn it may 
cast some doubt on the wisdom of both 
positions. In his chapter on the role of 
food subsidies, Raymond Hopkins 
argues persuasively that no program of 
any kind can be sensibly instituted in all 

of Africa simultaneously, and that the 
pattern of food subsidies cannot be 
abandoned without dangerous effects 
upon the already fragile stability of 
many African states. He projects, for 
instance, an annual net deficit in sub
Saharan grain production rising from 
six million metric tons in 1980 to 45 
million tons within the decade. Expecta
tion of cheap food becomes incorpo
rated in the criteria of legitimacy of a 
government. If the present policy is 
abandoned, political violence and chaos 
may ensue. This, too, would be another 
tragedy of Africa. 

But there are other significant issues 
that the book does not explore. The 
first can be put baldly as a question not 
readily answerable: Is a capitalist sys
tem of government necessarily a good 
social plan for most of Africa? It is 
assumed to be, although the problems 
of Africa are completely unlike those 
whose burden is assumed by other 
capitalist governments of the world, 
and one may question whether a system 
of private wealth and private gain is 
suited to resolve these curiously com
plex problems. Here and there the book 
does point out that in African socialist 
states there is less pervasive political 
corruption because responsiveness to 
the appalling plight of the rural poor 
because the basis of government rests 
upon widespread support rather than 
upon articulate urban support. 

A second issue the book does not 
explore-and it seems a curious lapse
is that of the health of the humans and 
animals of Africa. Outside the terrible 
exception of AIDS, there are means 
available to prevent or cure most of the 
illnesses of the African people and herd 
animals. What is missing is the resource 
to do it; this seems as urgent a call for 
useful humanitarian aid as is wide
spread starvation. Food shortages may 
somehow-perhaps miraculously-go 
away, but dangerous diseases will not, 
unless some resource to deal with them 
is forthcoming-and this, too, is an 
economic challenge. 

In fine-an always-solid and some
times brilliant book. 

J.L.D. 
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WORLD DIPLOMAT: 
James Baker '56 
by John Loughnane '87 

For James Baker '56, Director of 
the Office of the Director-General 
for Development and Interna

tional Economic Cooperation at the 
United Nations, the rise to a 37th floor 
office overlooking the East River in 
midtown Manhattan has been far differ
ent from a traditional climb. His resume 
lists no business or law schools, but only 
frequent stops in distant lands including 
Mali, Niger, Japan, and South Africa. 
His life has been that of a member of 
the United States Foreign Service. For 
most of his career, Baker followed his 
country's orders to a life of adventure in 
foreign lands. 

Baker came to Haverford from 
Andover Academy in 1952. The son of 
a Quaker family, he strayed from the 
usual Andover route to Harvard, Yale, 
or Princeton because, he says, "It didn't 
feel right to me. I knew I wanted a small 
school and Haverford offered a scholar
ship. That certainly influenced my 
decision a little bit." 

While at Haverford, Baker began 
independent study with Professor of 
Political Science Field Haviland. From 
there he began to "play" in the arena of 
international politics, doing projects on 
Yugoslavia and the Indian elections. 
Soon his plans to pursue a career in law 
were abandoned for international 
relations. 

During Baker's senior year Haviland 
provided further guidance. "I had no 
idea what to do with my study of inter
national affairs," Baker recalls, "and not 
having much of an imagination, I really 
thought I was going to become a 
teacher. Once again it was Field who 
said, 'Why don't you take the Foreign 
Service exam?' I basically said, 'what is 
the Foreign Service?'" 

Baker took the exam, and after 
graduating from Haverford, he went on 
to the Fletcher School of Law and Diplo
macy, where he received an M.A. in 
international relations and a M.A.L.D. 

in international economics. During the 
1950's, the Fletcher School pushed its 
graduates towards careers in the For
eign Service, but it was academia that 
piqued Baker's interest. "I had pretty 
much decided to go ahead and become 
a teacher, but I had run out of money
the usual problem,'' he remembers. It 
was then that he joined the Foreign 
Service, expecting "to stay in it for four 
or five years, thinking that it would be a 
good experience and background for 
teaching. Plus I would get out of debt. 
Instead," Baker smiles, "I fell in love 
with it and made international diplo
macy my career." 

Baker's first assignment was as 
administrative officer at the U.S. 
Embassy in Bamako, Mali, which, as 
Baker puts it, "was as exciting as all 
hell." Due to the small size of the staff at 
the embassy, Baker enjoyed a range of 
experiences. One minute he would be 
decoding cables in 120-degree tempera
tures with sweat running down his 
face, the next, he would be the man in 
charge. "You don't get that in a big 
embassy," he says. "If I had been 
assigned to Paris or Rome, I probably 
would be teaching." 

After four years in Africa, including 
a year as Economic Officer at the U.S. 
Embassy at Niamey, Niger, he was 
assigned to Japan. He recalls, "I remem
ber writing back to my personnel officer 
saying that somehow I had developed a 
passion for two-story buildings. He 
wrote back and asked if I would like to 
go to Japan." 

Baker had been interested in Japan 
for many years, and he accepted the 
post as Economic Officer at the U.S. 
Embassy in Tokyo. For the next ten 
years he jumped back and forth 
between the United States, where he 
served as an International Economist 
for the Department of State, and Japan, 
where he retained the post of Economic 
Officer. It was during this time that 
Japan began to develop into an eco
nomic power. Baker recalls, "We would 
have these great staff meetings and the 
discussion would center around what 
U.S.-Japanese relations would be like in 
the year 2000 .. . I can remember argu-

James Baker '56 

ing vociferously that it would not be the 
political-security issues that would 
dominate. These would all change in 
the coming years. The real problems 
would be economic because Japan was 
growing like you had never seen before. 
It wasn't until well into the 1970s that 
Japan was acknowledged to be an 
incredible economic giant. Even now, 
the Japanese are deciding if they want 
to play a role as an economic giant, and 
that attitude probably delayed their 
recognition." 

Shortly after being involved in the 
transition of the island of Okinawa from 
the United States back to the Japanese, 
an experience Baker calls a "logistical 
nightmare," he received a cable from 
Washington asking if he would consider 
an appointment to South Africa. "Char
lie Diggs, then the head of the House 
Committee on African Affairs, came to 
visit Japan. A friend of mine, who was 
his escort officer while in Japan, came 
racing to my apartment and told me 
that Diggs had asked him if that black 
they are sending to South Africa was 
still in Tokyo. It was the first I had ever 
heard of this." Two weeks later he 
received orders to go to South Africa. 

Baker became the first black diplo
mat to serve in Pretoria, a situation 
which did not thrill him. "Number one," 
he remarks, 'Tm not a hero. As a matter 
of fact, I'm a bit of a hedonist. It never 
impressed me as a situation in which I 
would like to live. As a professional 
diplomat you always have a sort of tug
of-war with your conscience. You don't 
always have to agree with the govern
ment, but you have to agree enough to 
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carry out the policy. You don't violate 
your own basic rules and I really didn't 
know what our basic policy towards 
South Africa was at the time. Also, my 
appointment became extremely public. 
The question became: would I not go? I 
agonized; it was not my desired choice 
at that point in my life, but I decided to 
go. I have no regrets." 

Life in South Africa was not easy. 
The South Africans made it clear that 
they did not want Baker to come. How
ever, once he was appointed they 
agreed to treat him as a diplomat, and 
offered him the status of an "honorary 
white." There were misunderstandings, 
some humorous and some not. "I used 
to drive into Soweto," he chuckles, 
"which is a black township outside of 
Johannesburg. There really is a police 
road block there, and they would stop 
me and say, 'Where's your permit to go 
in?' There is a funny peculiarity in the 
way the law is written. It says that non
blacks must have permits to go into 
Soweto. Of course, I would say, Tm 
black; I don't need a permit.' The poor 
guy at the road block would scratch his 
head and I would go in and see friends 
or whatever and then I would start out 
at night. The same poor guy would be 
standing there saying 'You know there's 
a curfew; no blacks are allowed out 
after 11:00.' I would say, Tm a diplomat,' 
and he would scratch his head again as 
I drove out.'' 

Being a black diplomat in Pretoria 
also led to unacknowledged special 
treatment. "I am pretty convinced," 
Baker said, "that the government of 
South Africa knew where I was and 
what I was doing all of the time. There 
were some occasions when I was rather 
glad to have this covert support. I used 
to get the embassy to complain to the 
South African government and they 
would come back and say 'we are not 
following him.' But once I had gotten 
totally lost while driving, and South 
Africa is not a country where you just 
wander in off the street and ask for 
directions. So I pulled off the highway 
and took off down a dirt road and 
stopped. Sure enough, a couple of sec
onds later along came a black Chevrolet 
which stopped about two hundred 
yards behind me. The driver tried to 
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hide behind a newspaper. I walked 
back and said, 'If you want to get home 
for -dinner, you had better lead and I'll 
promise to follow you back to Pretoria.' 
Well, he looked around and finally did. 
That's how I made it home that night.'' 

"There also used to be a routine in 
restaurants where as soon as I walked 
in, the first thing that would happen 
would be that the black employees 
would drop their trays and run. This 
was trouble and they didn't want any
thing to do with it. I would see the man
ager come out and stare at me and his 
face would be getting red. Then he 
would go back into his office and make 
a phone call. After that he would escort 
me to a table and ask me, 'Mr. Baker, 
what would you like to eat?' They 
always called me by name even though 
I had never met them. All and all it is a 
horrible little society. There's no way 
that the South African government can 
protect a black diplomat in that society.'' 

As with his previous posts, Baker 
was officially the Economic Officer, but 
he found his color a source of notoriety. 
He was the subject of many newspaper 
articles and, as he laughs, "was invited 
to parties I probably never would have 
been considered for if I was white.'' He 
also found himself doing more liaison 
work than ever before. Unlike his other 
posts, he was involved with more peo
ple and political analysis-an experi
ence that proved both exhilarating and 
exhausting. He recalls telling a reporter, 
"My great ambition is to get back to the 
States, lie on a beach, then stand on my 
head until everything falls into place." 
"All and all," Baker says of his service 
in South Africa, "It's a melee of impres
sions: some very good, some very bad 
and I still haven't sorted it out.'' 

After South Africa, New York was 
Baker's next stop. He was appointed as 
Minister Counselor for Economic and 
Social Affairs with the U.S. Mission to 
the United Nations and found that South 
Africa was not alone in creating confus
ing situations. "At the U.N., the U.S. 
ambassadors changed with frequent 
regularity. Each time, although there 
was no change in my daily duties or 
threat to my position, I would actually 
sit down and write the President of my 
resignation. I didn't know whether to be 

apprehensive or giggle.'' 
While at the Mission, Baker became 

involved in the reorganization of the 
political and social sectors of the United 
Nations. The reorganization sought to 
recognize that the U.N. had moved 
beyond the political functions for which 
it was created to areas of social and 
economic development. The result 
was the creation of the Office of the 
Director-General for Development and 
International Economic Cooperation. 
The office serves as a type of interna
tional "fire department" which can deal 
with economic and social problems for 
which no other area of the U.N. is 
responsible. In 1980, Baker left the U.S. 
Mission to become Principal Officer in 
the newly-created office. In 1984, he 
was named Director of Special Eco
nomic Assistance Programs, before 
becoming Director of the Office of the 
Director-General in 1987. 

Baker has been directly involved in 
measuring the effects of and providing 
relief measures for the tragic drought in 
Africa. He remembers, "In 1983, we 
received a cable from a field officer 
saying, 'Everything in Africa is going to 
hell in a basket. There's been a terrible 
drought and nobody is doing anything 
about it.' I went into the Director
General's office and said if it was true 
we had better start doing something 
about it, and if it wasn't, we should 
know that, too. We started looking, and 
that November the Secretary General 
had his first special meeting to say that 
there was an emergency in Africa and 
something had to be done. In the past, a 
problem such as this would slip on by 
the U.N. because it was no one's particu
lar area of concern.'' Within three years, 
spurred by the BBC's graphic documen
tary series and the U.N.'s attention, 
more than 5 billion dollars from organi
zations and individuals poured into the 
stricken region. 

As for the future, Baker is uncertain. 
"My father always said to me you should 
have three careers. I'm well into my 
second now, and I can easily see decid
ing that I've done what I wanted to do 
in the United Nations. In the back of my 
head I keep thinking that I would like to 
teach. But at this point I'm not going to 
worry about it.'' 



NEH AND THE 
CLASS OF 1973 
by Chuck Durante '73 

I n a striking confluence of talent, 
scholarship and coincidence, the 
National Endowment for the Human

ities awarded four of its coveted 1988 
summer research grants to classmates 
of the same small undergraduate 
college-the Haverford College class of 
1973. 

Edwin L. Bleiberg, Michael E. 
Hoeflich, Thomas J. Travisano and 
William L. Tronzo, who entered Haver
ford as freshmen 20 years ago this year, 
were each among the 220 scholars who 
won the NEH Summer Stipend for 1988. 
Their topics were as diverse as the 
program itself-ranging from the 
ancient Egyptian economic system to 
modern American poetry, from the 
12th-century Renaissance to the Ameri
can Civil War-phenomena of four 
different centuries and three different 
continents. What these classmates' 
studies have in common are an original 
thesis and a painstaking amount of 
research. 

The NEH Summer Stipend Program 
supports scholars for two months of full
time summer research in discrete proj
ects in the humanities. Winners include 
a range of senior professors to young 
academics, from large and small institu
tions, and even some who are unaffili
ated. Applicants must be nominated by 
their schools, and are selected by panels 
of experts in their field. Competition for 
the awards is intense: 1,368 applied for 
220 of the 1988 awards. 

Ed Bleiberg, Assistant Professor at 
Memphis State University and Assistant 
Director of its Institute of Egyptian Art 
and Archaeology, continued his anthro
pological examination of the ancient 
Egyptian economic system. 

Michael Hoeflich, Dean of Syracuse 
University School of Law, studied the 
American Civil War and the develop
ment of modern international law. 

Tom Travisano, Associate Professor 
of English and Theatre Arts at Hartwick 
College, studied the papers of four 
modern Americans whom he has identi-

fied as a significant poetic movement. 
Bill Tronzo, Associate Professor of 

Art History at Johns Hopkins University, 
worked to establish the long-obscured 
original characteristics of a Sicilian 
chapel, which he believes to bespeak 
the nature of a flourishing Norman 
kingdom on the island. 

Joseph Neville, NEH officer for the 
Summer Stipend Program, called it 
"remarkable" that four classmates of 
1973 received the 1988 grants, not only 
because they marched in the same 
relatively short graduation procession, 
but also because of their comparative 
youth, in academic terms. 

What makes their achievements 
even more noteworthy is that the 
humanities were not hospitable to col
lege graduates of the early 1970's. Most 
Haverford students of the time consid
ered graduate school in an academic 
discipline, but few persisted. Haverford 
professors counseled all but their most 
promising and committed advisees that 
opportunities would be rare in higher 
education for the next generation. At 
the same time, a flabby economy and 
precipitous inflation made graduate 
schools less generous; there were Haver
ford magna cum Laude graduates for 
example, who could not obtain fellow
ship assistance. Many who began gradu
ate school failed to complete its near
decade of work toward a deferred 
reward. Many who did complete gradu
ate school found that their pessimistic 
professors were right, and have left 
academe for more promising fields. 

Thus, well before the selection pro
cess for the 1988 NEH Summer Stipend 
began, the four Haverford '73 winners 
had successfully endured a far more 
brutal winnowing process. 

"For any academic in our age group, 
it's so hard to get a job and to hold onto 
it," says Ed Bleiberg, Assistant Professor 
at Memphis State University. "I've been 
real lucky, and the luck has resulted in a 
lot of fun." 

Tom Travisano spent the summer 
studying the correspondence and other 
papers of poets John Berryman and 
Robert Lowell at the University of Min
nesota, Harvard and Princeton. He has 
identified Berryman, Lowell, Randall 

Tom Travisano '73 

Jarrell, and Elizabeth Bishop as part of 
a significant movement in 20th-century 
poetry. 

"There are remarkable parallels in 
their poetic development," says Travi
sano. "They were all friends of different 
degrees of closeness. They corre
sponded with each other and read each 
other's work. They reviewed each other, 
and I think they share a number of 
poetic principles in common, although 
each was an individual. 

"Nobody else identifies this as a 
poetic movement exactly, and yet 
everybody knows they're somehow 
related. I'm going to try to bring those 
relationships out more clearly by look
ing at their correspondence and by 
looking at the parallels in the way they 
developed as poets. Some of those 
parallels are obvious, and some haven't 
been noticed." 

The foursome was part of a genera
tion of poets who came of age in their 
craft differently from any of their prede
cessors this century, says Travisano. 

"What we now have is a very firmly 
established system of poetic apprentice
ship, so that almost nobody becomes a 
poet without studying other poets, but 
that was just coming into place as these 
poets got going. 

"By the time this generation came 
along, there were two generations of 
modern poets already in place, so they 
had teachers to look up to. In a way, 
they were the first generation of 
student-poets who became teacher
poets themselves." 

Travisano plans to weave the four
some's work and extensive 
correspondence-Bishop and Lowell 
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exchanged 250 letters in each 
direction-into a book for the University 
Press of Virginia, publisher of his 
resoundingly successful first book. 

Released in May 1988, the first print
ing of Elizabeth Bishop: Her Artistic 
Development, sold out in three months. 
In addition to a second printing, the 
publisher opted to issue it in paperback 
as well. The book was the first study of 
the career of Bishop, whom Travisano 
credits for the book's success. "There's 
a real pent-up demand for a book about 
her,'' says Travisano. "She's a rising star 
in the poetic firmament. She was rising 
without me, and she would continue to 
rise without me. 

"I was trying to make the case for 
her in the book as an important poet, 
and beyond that, to give some reasons 
why she was. The difficulty with her
and the reason she wasn't appreciated 
right away-is that she's very subtle and 
understated. Her ideas are not on the 
surface. What I tried to do is figure out 
what the latent ideas in her poems 
were, what the latent patterns running 
through her poetry were, articulate 
those patterns, and help people figure 
out what was going on when they were 
written." 

Like his 23 fellow English majors in 
1973, Travisano knew little of Bishop at 
Haverford. Two of his graduate school 
mentors at the University of Virginia, 
Alan Williamson '64 and prominent 
poet Mark Strand, featured Bishop in 
1976, and found hardly any literature 
on her. The gap was tempting. "I kept 
waiting for the big book to come out 
that was going to scoop all that I was 
trying to say." Travisano notes that his 
literary biography marks a different 
approach to poetry from what he 
learned at Haverford, where "we were 
taught a method where you didn't bring 
in the author's biography. You just read 
the poems and tried to suck every last 
drop of nuance out of them. In my grad
uate education I was directed more 
toward looking at the historical context. 
In a way the two approaches came 
together for me, because I still tried to 
read the poems looking for their 
nuances, but I was also looking at the 
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historical and biographical context, and 
in a way felt that I couldn't completely 
and adequately read them without the 
context." 

Ed Bleiberg spent the summer at 
Johns Hopkins University, largely on 
the study of Egyptian words that-in 
20th century English-mean the same 
thing. 

"There are separate root words in 
ancient Egyptian that end up being 
translated as tribute usually,'' says 
Bleiburg. "Without looking too closely, 
they each sound as if they are the same 
thing. I was trying to see if I couldn't 
find out what distinction the Egyptians 
were making when they used the 
words." 

One of the words described transac
tions between foreign countries and 
Egypt; another referred to transactions 
between Egyptians and the Egyptian 
government; another to dealings 
between the kings of Egypt and their 
temples. Each was written in the dead 
language of hieroglyphics. 

"They seemed to represent similar 
concepts, but the Egyptians used differ
ent words for what, in English, would 
only be one word. It's like the famous 
example where the Eskimos have seven 
words for snow, depending on the 
degree of granularity and humidity. 
Because snow is so important to them, 
they make distinctions that we don't 
make. The ancient Egyptians divided 
up economic transactions in different 
ways than we do, so that they find it 
necessary to have more than one word 
to describe what we would think is the 
same concept." 

The NEH sponsored Bleiberg to 
examine the use of these words in the 
Old Kingdom, in the third millennium 
B.C;, as part of his study of the Egyptian 
economic system from 3000 to 1000 
B.C. He has two chapters remaining on 
a book, a rough draft of which he aims 
to complete by fall 1989. 

Bleiberg's work began with his dis
sertation on imperialism in the New 
Kingdom. "I w&gted to look at economic 
relationships between Egypt and for
eign countries during that period, and 
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these two words kept popping up, and it 
began to bother me that I was using 
one English word to translate two differ
ent Egyptian words, and why the Egypt
ians made this distinction during the 
New Kingdom." 

Researching these words from the 
beginning of Egyptian history meant 
studying an economy without money
"a culture that would not have under
stood the organization of the economy 
in our terms,'' says Bleiberg-by bor
rowing methodology from economic 
anthropology. 

"You run into the same sorts of prob
lems in dealing with any non-Western 
economy, because there are traditions 
of gift-giving which we might think of 
as selling, whereas within the culture 
they might not have any concept of 
buying and selling. We might call it 
trade, but it would be imbedded in t.heir 
culture in terms of giving gifts. Recipro
cal gift-giving might look like trade or 
barter to us, but because of the way it 
fits into their economy, it really isn't. 

"My theory is that the social status of 
the participants determines the name 
used in the transaction, so that, essen
tially, one word is used in a transaction 
that involves the kings or privy purse
goods that are for the king's personal 
use and the support of his family. Where 
goods are exchanged, one uses a very 
different word." 

As a Haverford history major, 
Bleiberg got his exposure to the ancient 
Near East at Bryn Mawr and from reli
gion courses with Professor Daniel 
Larkin '64. He spent a year of graduate 



study at Yale, until he decided that his 
long-term interest was in ancient Egypt, 
and he transferred to a wider program 
in the field at University of Toronto. 

When he completed his studies at 
Toronto, he knew where Memphis, 
Egypt was, but not Memphis, Tennes
see. Bleiberg had to consult a map to 
make certain where he was offered his 
job-at a university with a newly
created Egyptology department. 

'The city has always recognized a 
connection to Memphis, Egypt," says 
Bleiberg. "The city of Memphis, Tennes
see is located at a parallel geographic 
point on the Mississippi River that Mem
phis, Egypt, is located on the Nile River 
and that is why the name was chosen in 
1819. 

'This is a new program that grew 
out of an attempt to focus money in the 
Tennessee state university system into 
new areas of research. We now have 
three Egyptologists at Memphis State. 
It's exciting to be a part of something 
that's so new. We make our own rules 
to a certain extent. There's no one to 
tell us that something hasn't been done 
before. Nothing we do has ever been 
done before." 

Bill Tronzo spent his summer observ
ing and researching the Cappel/a 
Pa/atina, the church of the royal palace 
of the 12th-century Norman kingdom 
headquartered in Palermo. 

Tronzo sees the church not only as 
an artistic phenomenon, but as a signifi
cant product of its times. "Sicily in the 
12th century was the site of this flourish
ing kingdom, established by Norman 
conquerors, that brought together Arabs 
and Greeks and Latin-speaking peoples 
in this very interesting mix, produced a 
lot of literature, science and art, and is 
fascinating from a number of different 
points of view," says Tronzo. 

"The building, like the kingdom, 
brings together elements from different 
cultures, not just in terms of the visual 
arts, but language. There are Arab and 
Greek inscriptions on it, and Latin, 
Greek and Arab art forms." 

The Normans fostered a cosmopoli
tan culture on the island they con-

quered. "These royal patrons brought 
artists from different parts of the world 
together-Arab, Byzantine and Greek," 
explains Tronzo. "They came with their 
own indigenous techniques, mosaic 
techniques, and wood carving 
techniques. 

"These cultures had overlapped in 
Sicily before, but they were always 
exclusive, in the sense that one would 
come in and wash over the island and 
replace the other. Sicily was part of the 
Roman Empire. It had an ancient Greek 
pre-history. Then it was part of the 
Byzantine Empire. The Arabs con
quered it. Until the Normans came in, 
each phase had an exclusivity to it. The 
Normans were interested in using these 
elements to create something different. 

"The Normans were the catalysts. 
They were the matrix, but they didn't 
have the content. They were great 
manipulators. They used these cultural 
forms that people would recognize, that 
were conventional, in new ways. Their 
creativity really is not in creating things 
from scratch, but bringing ready-made 
forms into context. 

"All of this is part of what is known 
as the Renaissance of the 12th century, 
a Mediterranean-wide phenomenon 
that involved all arts, visual arts, litera
ture, poetry and science. All of these 
things flourished, very strangely, in the 
early part of the 12th century. The 
development breaks off and doesn't 
pick up again until the 15th century, in 
a certain sense." 

The centerpiece of Tronzo's study, 
the two-story Cappe/la Palatina, is 
dramatic on the outside, uniquely beau
tiful inside. "The upper story is deco
rated magnificently on the inside," says 
Tronzo. "It has mosaics on all of the 
walls, and a beautiful wooden ceiling, a 
dome, a stalactite Arabic ceiling in the 
nave of the church-a ceiling that is 
made out of wooden compartments 
that are joined together, so that pieces 
actually hang down like stalactites. 
Each compartment is painted with 
figures and decorative elements." 

Sicilians have treasured the building 
for 800 years, repeatedly restoring and 
inevitably altering it. The resulting 
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changes made for much of Tronzo's 
work last summer. 

"Part of the problem is to read away 
all of the later accretions, and try to 
develop a picture of what the thing was 
like when it was originally built," says 
Tronzo. "This involves two kinds of 
work. 

"One I would describe as purely 
archaeological, going into the building 
and poking around, and seeing whether 
this or that thing was original, and 
whether there was a doorway here or 
not, and trying to figure out what the 
original fabric was, in a physical sense. 

'The other work that is helpful is 
archival, because a lot of the restoration 
that was done over the centuries was 
recorded or described in documents 
that are kept in the archives in Palermo. 
The summer was split between going 
through all the nooks and crannies, and 
doing research in the libraries.'' 

There appears to be no current 
literature that accurately describes the 
building as it was built and originally 
used. Existing literature "talks about 
the building as if certain things about it 
didn't exist," says Tronzo. 

"There are lots of things that people 
hadn't noticed before that had to do 
with the functional aspect of the build
ing. There are indications in the build
ing of where people stood originally, 
what they did, what kinds of ceremonies 
occurred in the building, and how peo
ple moved through it that bear on the 
meaning of the building, and that peo
ple really didn't notice, because they 
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were interested in looking at the art in a 
more abstract sense." 

Two years after completing his grad
uate studies at Harvard in 1982, Tronzo 
joined the Johns Hopkins art history 
department. His research, as a student 
and a scholar, has taken him to Rome 
and Sicily so often that he has spent as 
much time-five years-in Italy as he 
has at Johns Hopkins. He expects that 
his work on the cappella will result in a 
book, in which "I take this one chapel 
and structure, establish its original form 
using archaeology and the documents, 
then interpret it, first in terms of the 
Norman kingdom in Sicily in the 12th 
century, then in wider terms in the 
revival of the 12th century in general, 
and then try to bring in the even larger 
picture of the political developments 
that were taking place throughout 
Europe. This building is a supremely 
political symbol. I think it is a crucial 
moment for understanding the cultural 
and political character of this kingdom, 
then moving outward to other, larger 
developments of this period." 

Tronzo was not the only member of 
his family to receive recognition from 
NEH. His wife, Gail Feigenbaum, was 
awarded a NEH Travel Grant in 1988 to 
pursue research on a book about 16th
century Italian artist Ludovico Carracci. 
Her travels took her to Moscow and 
Leningrad, where she was joined by 
Tronzo. 

Michael Hoeflich was Professor of 
Law at the University of Illinois when 
he submitted his application. By the 
time he was selected for the summer 
stipend, he had been named Dean of 
Syracuse Law School-nine years after 
graduating from law school. 

Hoeflich spent the summer of 1988 
at the Huntington Library in San 
Marino, California, editing for publica
tion the lectures of Francis Lieber, the 
first Professor of International Law at 
Columbia Law School. 

"When I was at the Huntington 
Library in 1985 on an NEH grant, I 
came across a manuscript written by 
Leiber, that he gave as his lectures on 
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international law at Columbia in 1863 
and 1864. 

"This was particularly poignant for 
Lieber, because he was at Columbia and 
was a consultant to the Union army
and his son was a Confederate soldier." 

Lieber, a major figure of 19th
century American law, was a prolific 
writer, essayist, biographer, and philoso
pher on many topics for over 50 years. 
He even wrote an encyclopedia. His 
seminal work on the conduct of war 
and the legal status of the military still 
carries force. 

"Leiber's lectures really had a major 
impact. They really changed the way 
people thought. For one thing, they led 
to General Orders 100, which was the 
first statement of how civilians should 
be treated, and what the limits are on 
soldiers. This became the basis for the 
Geneva Convention in our century. 

"Leiber had previously lived in South 
Carolina and his son grew up as a South
erner, and so here's this man with a son 
in the Confederate army, who is a con
sultant to the Union army, and giving 
a lecture about the rights of soldiers 
and civilians and nations in civil war, 
according to international law. 

"I thought it would be fun and worth
while to edit those lectures for publica
tion and then to write a study of how 
the Civil War influenced people's ideas 
about international law in the United 
States, since it was the first time that all 
those questions of international law had 
a domestic aspect, because for the first 
time Americans saw themselves as two 
countries rather than one, and were 
now applying international law princi
ples to the relations between the Con
federacy and the Union." 

Leiber's lectures drew on his German 
training. "Leiber was German, an emi
gre. There was a lot of European learn
ing on the subject, because they were 
used to civil wars. But the United States 
scholars had really never considered 
those issues in the context of the Civil 
War before. 

"The Civil War was the first modern 
war that Americans got involved in, in 
terms of bloodiness and the large scale 
of it. Lots of people got very badly hurt 
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or killed. The Revolutionary War was 
not a modern war. The War of 1812 
was a very limited thing. The Civil War 
was the first modern war that the major
ity of Americans got involved in." 

Leiber knew that such a war would 
bring things that few others expected, 
like prison camps. An abolitionist who 
left South Carolina in 185 7 to accept an 
appointment at Columbia's new law 
school, he circulated his pamphlets and 
leaflets widely, acquired political access 
to Washington, and made a lasting 
impact that has not yet been analyzed. 

Hoeflich expects to complete a book 
on Leiber, the Civil War, and the begin
nings of international law by the end of 
this year. 

Hoeflich's new administrative duties 
have not diminished his voracious appe
tite for scholarship. He teaches three 
courses at the school he runs and has 
just published his third book, Cases & 
Materials on Pension Planning (Com
merce Clearing House). 

This love of research and writing
on both theoretical and technical 
subjects-has been Hoeflich's lifelong 
trademark. At Haverford, he fashioned 
a program that enabled him to stay all 
four years with his class, by graduating 
in 1973 with both a B.A., summa cum 
Laude, with a triple major in history, 
religion and philosophy, and an M.A. in 
canon law. 

After graduation from Haverford, he 
was a Fulbright Fellow in ecclesiastical 
law and history at Cambridge Univer
sity, where he received an M.A. in 1976. 
For two years after his 1979 graduation 



from Yale Law School, he was an associ
ate in the tax department of the New 
York law firm of Cravath, Swaine & 
Moore. Five years after he began teach
ing at Illinois Law School in 1981, he 
became a full professor. 

Hoeflich's work is both classical and 
current. He has taught and written 
about Roman, Canon Medieval, Jewish, 
American, Byzantine, English, Dutch 
and German legal history. He has been 
a published authority in real estate 
finance and corporate and personal 
taxation-both before and after the Tax 
Reform Act of 1986. He developed and 
taught a law school course, entitled 
"Legal Classics," to provide a broad 
historical and philosophical survey of 
the law, and edited a book, The Glad
some Light of Jurisprudence, for use by 
other teachers in legal philosophy. 

He has hosted a public radio program 
on legal issues in the news, has served 
as a Champaign County housing com
missioner and is editor-in-chief of two 
periodicals, Roman Legal Tradition and 
Law and History Review. 

Hoeflich will not be a candidate for 
an NEH Summer Stipend this year. 
Instead, he is serving on the panel that 
reviews the applications. 

"LEARNING IN 
AMERICX': 
Joe Quinlan '75 
LOOKS AT 
EDUCATION 
by Drew Lindsay '86 

Two years ago, Joe Quinlan '75 
began writing a proposal for a 
public television series focusing 

on the United States educational system. 
William Bennett and Alan Bloom had 
moved the state of American schools to 
the newspaper's front page, and PBS 
and MacNeil/Lehrer Productions 
wanted to see if the subject would make 
for good television. 

On March 27 at 9 p.m., Quinlan's 
brainchild became reality as "Learning 
in America" began on PBS and aired 
for five consecutive Mondays. With a 
prime viewing time, a big-name sponsor 
(Chrysler), and big-name correspon
dents (Roger Mudd and Charlayne 
Hunter-Gault among others), the series 
focused national attention on the state 
of American education just as George 
Bush is settling into the White House. 

Quinlan, the series' executive pro
ducer, was never sure his proposal 
would reach the air. After ten years as a 
reporter and senior producer for the 
McNeil/Lehrer NewsHour, he has seen 
many such ideas fade to obscurity for a 
lack of funding. "If I had known it was 
going to make it, I'd probably still be 
staring at the typewriter keys," Quinlan 
says. 

But "Learning in America" as it airs 
will largely be the series that Quinlan 
originally conceived. ''At one level, it 
was very personal," Quinlan said of his 
proposal. "I could only write about the 
things I had seen and thought about as 
a reporter. I took a stab at what I 
thought were the most important ques
tions, the most worth illuminating." 

Under Quinlan's direction, his staff 
of 15 journalists has criss-crossed the 
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country, examining different educa
tional programs and philosophies while 
discussing the problems facing all the 
nation's schools. According to Quinlan, 
the end result is a "snapshot" of Ameri
can education, "where we are now and 
where we are going." 

Some of the questions "Learning in 
America" asks include: Do we produce 
too many lawyers and advertising 
geniuses and not enough scientists and 
engineers? Why do some schools sport 
extensive computer systems, while 
others scramble for chalk? Should 
schools try to address society's prob
lems of AIDS and drugs, or does that 
detract from the basic task of teaching 
reading and writing? 

These questions are not all that 
different than the ones raised at the 
Quinlan dinner table when Joe was 
growing up. The son of a Philadelphia 
public school teacher, he learned first
hand about post-Sputnik American 
education. ''A lot of what I know about 
education I learned from my dad," 
Quinlan says. 

Rather than join the teaching ranks, 
though, the young Quinlan decided to 
write. A short-lived athletic career (he 
was the place kicker on Haverford's last 
football team) led to sportswriting for 
the College's sports information depart
ment and three summers covering high 
school sports for the Bucks County 
Courier Times. 

Although reporting was not yet 
wrapped in the glamour of Watergate 
and ''All the President's Men," Quinlan 
became part of a class that produced 
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some of Haverford's finest journalists. 
"Our group included Andrew Silk, who 
died in 1981 . He was the son of New 
York Times economics writer Leonard 
Silk, and seemed to us to have the most 
promise. Andy's investigation of the 
working and housing conditions of 
black migrant laborers was published as 
a book, Shantytown in South Africa, 
despite the confiscation of most of his 
notes by police. David Wessel, a 
reporter for the Wall Street Journal, 
won a Pulitzer Prize in 1984 for a Bos
ton Globe series on racism. Michael 
Gold, a former writer for Science, is 
managing editor of Hippocrates, a 
health and science magazine that won 
a 1988 National Magazine Award for 
excellence, only a year after its debut." 

Quinlan's own journalism career 
began while still a student at Haverford. 
Greg Kannerstein '63, associate dean 
and director of athletics, helped get him 
a job at the Philadelphia Bulletin. After 
two summers there, Quinlan broke the 
story of a father-son murder team while 
working the night desk in the winter of 
his senior year. A second banner head
line followed weeks later when Quinlan 
scooped the Philadelphia Inquirer on 
the release of a controversial Federal 
Reserve Board study. Most reporters 
expected the study to be routine, but 
Quinlan, acting on a friend's tip, did a 
little extra digging. 

When the report finally was released 
it proved to be a bombshell. Four editors 
converged at Quinlan's desk. "They 
could have pulled me from it,'' remem
bers Quinlan. "But I had three-quarters 
of the story written already. All I had to 
do was write the lead." 

After graduating, Quinlan joined 
Haverford's administration, first in 
public relations and later as an assistant 
to president John Coleman and assistant 
dean of student affairs. The position 
was a natural follow-up to his last two 
undergraduate years, when he served 
as the student representative to the 
Board of Managers and became friends 
with Coleman. 

Coleman would, in fact, play a large 
role in Quinlan's life. "He is the most 
important person in my personal and 
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professional life outside my family,' ' 
Quinlan says. He met his future wife, 
Mary Lou, an advertising executive 
with Avon, who was then a public rela
tions assistant at St. Joseph's University, 
at a Coleman speech in early 1976. 

And it was Coleman who opened the 
door for Quinlan at MacNeil/Lehrer. 
Coleman and Quinlan both resigned 
from Haverford in June 1977, and the 
president asked his young assistant to 
join him working on a television show 
in New York. The job fell through, but 
Quinlan met a MacNeil/Lehrer pro
ducer in the process. Six months later, 
Quinlan was hired as a reporter for the 
NewsHour (then the MacNeil/Lehrer 
Report). 

"I asked the guy who hired me what 
I would be doing," Quinlan recalls. 
"And he said, 'Son, you're going to be 
covering the country for us.' " Quinlan, 
who had never been west of Harrisburg, 
PA, took the job. 

In his four years, Quinlan traveled to 
36 states while reporting on economic 
and urban affairs. A promotion to pro
ducer in 1982 kept him off the road 
some, but he remained one of the most 
traveled members of the show. In 1983, 
he was named a senior producer, over
seeing coverage of law, agriculture, 
education, religion, urban affairs, sports 
and a variety of other subjects. 

In the years Quinlan has been with 
MacNeil/Lehrer, the NewsHour has 
become one of the most respected 
news productions on the air. While still 
behind the major networks in the rat
ings, NewsHour receives rave reviews 
for shunning the sound bite in favor of 
lengthy interviews with experts and 
thoughtful panel discussions on news of 
the day. One critic last July called the 
show "television's finest hour.'' 

Quinlan has received his share of 
praise as well. In 1984 and 1985, he 
won national Emmys for NewsHour's 
coverage of the economic plight of the 
American farmer. 

While at MacNeil/Lehrer, Quinlan 
also has helped launch the journalism 
careers of several other Haverford 
alumni. "I see every single Haverford or 
Bryn Mawr graduate who calls or 

knocks on my door,'' Quinlan says. "I 
do it because of the help I got from 
alumni and people like Jack Coleman 
and Greg Kannerstein.'' 

During the production of "Learning 
in America," Haverford has been espe
cially on his mind. Quinlan says that he 
used to draw upon what he learned at 
Haverford once or twice a day. Since 
production began on "Learning in 
America,'' that has changed. "Now it's 
about once every ten minutes,'' he says. 
"Roger Lane, John Ashmead and Sid 
Waldman remain especially influential.'' 

What happens after this project is 
over? "I have no plans, really," says 
Quinlan. "I would love to hear from 
people who watched 'Learning in 
America' -especially if they liked it.'' 



Travel with Friends 
from Haverford and Bryn Mawr 
A Journey on the Danube River, 
August 22-September 2, 1989 

John P. Spielman, the John L. Dusseau 
Professor of History at Haverford College, 
will lead this tour along the Danube River. 

Our itinerary is exciting, offering three 
days to savour Vienna, city of old world 
coffee houses, Lipizzaner horses and the 
waltz, and a week aboard the M.S. Rousse 
to explore the beauty and diversity of the 
Danube. Rolling through the varied land
scapes of Austria, Czechoslovakia, Hun
gary, Yugoslavia, Rumania and Bulgaria, 
the river seems to assume a new personal
ity each time it crosses a border; lovely 

To: Alumni Office 
Haverford College 
Haverford, PA 19041 
(215) 896-1004 

and majestic at Belgrade, swift and exhila
rating through the narrow gorges of the 
Carpathian and Balkan Mountains; broad 
and serene at Vienna and Budapest. 

We will explore the haunts of the Haps
burgs and learn about the influence of this 
royal family on Central Europe. Dr. 
Spielman is already working on a reading 
list and planning a pre-tour orientation for 
the group to be held on the Bryn Mawr 
campus beginning mid-afternoon, Monday, 
August 21. The schedule will feature lec
tures on the history and politics of the 
countries to be visited as well as an intro
duction to their incomparable art, architec
ture and music. After lunch on Tuesday 
the group will travel by bus to New York 
for the flight to Vienna. Cost, less airfare: 
$3,020-3,275 per person. 

Sailing Aboard the Mallory Todd, 
June 15-22, 1989 

Once again, Capt. George Todd '54 
invites Haverford sailors aboard the Mal
lory Todd, a 65-foot luxury sailboat, on a 
trip through the beautiful Northwest. 

We expect to visit areas north of Vancou
ver in the Georgia Strait. Participation is 
limited, although a second boat may be 
chartered, if demand is sufficient, to create 
a Haverford flotilla. Cost less air: $900 per 
person. Departure from Seattle. 

Yes, I'm interested in traveling with Haverford and Bryn Mawr 

Please advise me/send information about the following travel possibilities: Enclosed is 
a deposit for: 

__ Mallory Todd ($100 per person) 

__ The Danube ($750 per person) 
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