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For Life 

When 1 began reporting the story that grew into "Against Death," a Haverford grad's 

recent successful fight against the juvenile death penalty in the U.S., I wasn't sure I agreed 

with our protagonist's point of view. Coming from a tough part of Philadelphia, I'd seen 

some crime in my time. As a police reporter, I was familiar with a darkness that seems 

unthinkably alien on the dappled Green of Founders Hall. Stephen Harper '76, a hand-
some, brilliant son of Warren, Pa., whose father, uncle, and brother had all graduated 

from Haverford, and who are well-off lawyers and college professors, appeared to me to 

be operating on another plane from the realities of Overtown, or Little Haiti, the hard 
black Miami ghettos where many of Steve's current clients (he's an Assistant Public 

Defender there) come from. Perhaps he'd idealized the nature of his struggle? "What," I 
asked him, "is so hopeful about saving a kid who's murdered someone from lethal injec-

tion" or— at the time of our story— "Old Sparky," Florida's notoriously inefficient elec- 

tric chair? To spend the greater part of the life that remained to him 
in a steel-clanging echo chamber of despair, violence, and depravity? 

Harper then began talking about a 30-year-old convict named 
Damon Peterson, currently doing life at the Apalachee Correctional 

Institution in Sneads, Florida, for killing a German tourist during a 
car-jacking in 1993, when he was 16. Peterson's background was so 
horrendous, his mishandling by his family and the state so egre-

gious, that its scarcely comprehensible for middle-class people living ordinary lives. And 
from the moment his "free-fall" was arrested, Peterson began to improve, to the point 

where he's become a leader and example for the hundreds of young men entering 
Apalachee every year: "He's doing good. He's helping. And some day he may get a chance 

to start his own life over again," Harper said. "If he'd been executed [something Florida 
was more than a little inclined to do] , hundreds of others might never have had the 
chances they have now, through having known him." 

Harper and many other lawyers, doctors, and statesmen involved in groups like the 
Juvenile Death Penalty Initiative, which worked to ban the jdp in the U.S. on March 1, 

2005, relied on scientific research that has determined that the development of the frontal 
lobe of the brain is not fully complete until one is 22 to 24 years old. Before that, brain 

functions governing impulse, long-range planning, reason and even anger are in forma-

tive states. Therefore, judging youngsters under 18 by the same standards as adults who 
commit horrific crimes constitutes "cruel and unusual" punishment, a violation of the 

Eighth Amendment. When in September 2001, Harper himself began to experience trou-

ble multi-tasking and planning long-term, he was diagnosed with an astrocytoma, a 
tumor in his left frontal lobe. It was interfering with his own functioning to some degree, 
though he's been able to go on with his work in the Public Defender's Office, and as 

Adjunct Professor of Juvenile Justice at the University of Miami. 

A profound point. 

John Lombardi 

Senior Writer 
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Letters to the Editor 

Abbreviations by 
Other Names 

In "The View from Founders" 
(Haverford, Winter 2006), President Tom 
Tritton (of whom I am a huge fan) humor-
ously writes of the Haverford secret code 
of cryptic shorthand. In his taxonomy of 
the various verbal shortenings, Tom 
promiscuously interchanges the terms 
"abbreviation," "non-acronymic," and 
"acronym" for letter clusters such as HC, 
ILC, and AAEC. The large-print teaser for 
the feature begins "My favorite namesake, 
of course, is HC. Nobody here will mis-
take this abbreviation for anything other 
than Haverford College." 

In the interest of scientific accuracy 
(which I know Tom passionately supports), 
I am writing to clarify the use of such lin-
guistic terms as they apply to Haverford 
argot. 

* An abbreviation is a cluster of ran-
dom letters, followed by a period, that, 
unlike the next three categories, generate 
the sounding of the entire word: Mrs. co., 
etc. I find no abbreviations in Tom's article. 

* An initialism is a series of letters 
standing for words that are sounded as 
individual letters: HC, ILC, AAEC. 

* An acronym is a series of letters stand-
ing for words and sounded as if they made 
up a word. Examples include NAFTA 
("North American Free Trade Agreement") 
and ZIP ("Zone Improvement Program") 
code. I find no examples in Tom's article 
that I can be sure are acronyms. 

* A clipping occurs when the front or 
back part of a word is sheared away. The 
resulting word is pronounced as it is 
spelled: the Coop, the Doug. 

Richard Lederer '59 
San Diego 

More Memories 
of Conroy 

In fact, "Spring for Alison" [Winter 
2006 issue] was not Frank Conroy's first 
published short story. Two years earlier, 
1956, the Bryn Mawr/Haverford Revue pub-
lished his story, "The Checker Game." And 
before that, who knows? A student of 
Conroy's talent might have published sto-
ries in his freshman year and in high 
school. 

The mid-fifties were heady days for the 
literary arts at Haverford. In addition to 
Conroy, the 1956 edition of the Revue 
included work by Anthony (Tony) 
Amsterdam, Stephen Chodorov, Mather 
Feick, Michael Roloff, and Steven Sieverts, 
among others. Conroy also dabbled in 
poetry; a short poem of his, published in 
that issue, follows: 

Poem 
The moons cold light flows clean 
and hard and white 
upon the softness of the earth 
below, 

where green limbs dark 
with swollen sun fruit wait in sleep 

and deep in streams 
the fish lie gleaming. 

Allen C. Fischer '59 
Brooklyn, N.Y. 

John Lombardi's remembrance of 
Frank [Winter 2006] is lovely, but I must 
disagree with one point; actually, I'm dis-
agreeing with Frank, because it's from his 
Lucy Crawford conversation where, 
apparently, he said that he never planned 
a career as a writer. It's the only thing 
Frank ever wanted. In the spring of 1956, 
my senior year, I took a writing workshop 
with Gerhard Freidrich with two fellow 
students, Frank and Tony Amsterdam. 
Frank's writing was internal and intense 
and he worked at it constantly, Tony's 
already shot through with that blazing 
intellect which has informed his entire 
life. It was in that spring, rather than in 
1958, that I believe the Haverford/Bryn 
Mawr Revue published a story of Frank's. 
I seem to remember that it was about a 
young black man named Maurice who 
worked in the dining car of a railroad, and  

at the end of the story threw himself off 
the train. My late and painfully missed 
friend, Jack Gelber, knew Frank in his 
early Elaine's years in New York, and once 
said that the only thing Frank ever want-
ed to be was a writer. I once saw Frank 
in Nantucket, when he was living there. 
He was still trying his hand at fishing for 
scallops, but he was also playing piano at 
a place called The Rose. We sat there one 
night after his second set and talked about 
writing, and he said that even though he 
had sort of put it aside for a while, he 
couldn't really keep it out of his life, that 
he was in fact jotting down thoughts. To 
be able to spend your life doing what 
you've always wished to do is a blessing. 
As Frank himself proved to be for so 
many young writers wanting only to be 
reassured that they have the right to want 
only to write. 

George Malko '56 
New York City 

A Tragic Man Despite Himself: The 
Complete Short Plays of Anton Chekhov 
(Green Integer, 2005), a new translation by 
Malko, is the first time all of the short dra-
matic works have been collected, including 
six never before done in English. It can be 
ordered at www.greenintegercom. 

Reading John Lombardi's eulogy of 
Frank Conroy, once my oldest friend, in 
the Alumni Magazine, makes me want to 
introduce a number of emendations. 

First, it ought to be said that Frank's 
becoming a teacher of writing and music, 
makes the best of sense—he had been a 
wonderful, patient and encouraging 
teacher-critic even as a freshman; far supe-
rior to, say, Professor Ashmead, whose sar-
donicism, fine marker as that was in its lim-
ited respect, coming from a father figure to 
those with father problems, failed to be 
leavened by articulated understanding and 
responsiveness to whatever subtext of these 
troubled texts confronted him, above and 
beyond their literary merits and hints of 
talent—something I also detected in 
Professor Satherswaite, another Haverford 
teacher's take on all our fumblings in the 
Haverford/Bryn Mawr Revue's 1958 edition. 
[This was] . . . a Haverford habit that 
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requires its own self-understanding, 
However, at the time, Frank did not, to my 
recollection, ever shame a student to the 
point of his or her fainting in class, as he 
was known [to do later] at Iowa [the 
Writers' Workshop, which he directed]. 

Now the sorely-needed emendations. 
1) I was the Haverford editor of the 

Haverford/Bryn Mawr Revue during the 
1957-8 year that "Alison," not Frank's first 
story, was published. It was a single issue, 
compared to the usual two, that we (Paula 
Dunaway, my BM counterpart) got out that 
year, and not only for the claimed lack of 
financing—I'd returned from Europe with 
mononucleosis. Perhaps there was also a 
lack of material—Frank had been the edi-
tor the year prior and edited two fine fat 
issues with Pollockish covers by an abstract 
impressionist painter friend from New York. 
Our cover, by Betsy Nelson [BM '58] , a 
close friend of Paula's, was of a severely dis-
combobulated Icarus, fit subject for 
Professor Satherswaite's derisive review of 
the entire issue. The 1957-8 editorship 
awaited me, was handed over by Frank. 
[He] also picked me up (on my return from 
Europe) to crawl around on the floor of his 
mother's place on East 86th Street for a few 
weeks prior to the start of our senior year. 
His warm, blowzy Danish mother and I got 
along fine, and Frank and I had spent our 
freshman summer there, too, first working 
as Good Humor entrepreneurs at what we 
figured out was .28 cents per hour, at a pub-
lic swimming pool on the Lower East Side; 
then [I] as an undertipped lemon juice 
squeezer at the Bronx Botanical Garden, 
while Frank went to Rehoboth to be with 
other buddies.(Meanwhile I read all of 
Conrad and James, until the late James pro-
vided a glimpse into such coldness that I 
shied and put them off towards the unyield-
ing end.) I also spent Christmases at Frank's 
mother's place on East 86th, a rent-con-
trolled building between Fifth and Park, a 
not insignificant factor for Frank's aspira-
tions, but scarcely for me. Since my unhap-
py childhood in castles, I longed for noth-
ing as much as to go among the village 
people. 

It was at one of these Christmases that I 
realized how competitive Frank was. 
Inadvertently I'd beaten him at a game that 
consisted of seeking to quickly hammer as 

At the beginning of sopho-

more year, Frank and I and 

Jamie Johnston (Frank's 

roommate during freshman 

year), all decided we wanted 

to learn classical Greek—

who knows why? Was it I 

who had at least a hint of 

the benefits that can accrue 

a writer who has a ground-

ing in Latin and Greek? 

many little staves as possible into holes in 
a wooden board. He just couldn't get over 
it, had to keep trying to win at least once. 
How obnoxious this need to win at any cost 
could become is detailed in one fine, par-
ticularly self-critical story, some of them 
mini-novels, collected in his second book, 
Midair (1985). Frank's sister was there, his 
half sister, India, his mother's sister. Frank 
introduced me to pool at a hall farther east 
on 86th Street, and it would have been the 
farthest from mind to imagine that about 
20 years later I might become one of the 
stellar players of bar pool in Tribeca. 

All this to be able to say that "Alison" 
cannot be Frank's first published story—
the H/BM Revue began to publish stories of 

Frank Conroy (left) and Michael Roloff  

his, and mine, in our sophomore year . . . 
there is always that long lag before a piece 
will appear in a bi-annual. I myself find 
nothing seriously wrong with "Alison" for 
its time, except its opening, which stam-
mers unimaginatively, naturalistically, in 
the wrong way I would say. And who might 
prior editors have been who took a liking to 
our so different things? (Ashmead once 
informed me, who occasionally writes poet-
ry, that [my poems] were excellent warmed-
over Mallarme, when I had barely heard 
the name.) . . . That's me in the photo of 
Frank playing chess, watching him, amazed 
at what a Mignon I used to be, thus retro-
spectively understanding why the girls liked 
me, and also some older men, who then 
very politely, as I was then, had to be told 
that interesting as I found their minds, their 
bodies not; just the opposite in the case of 
the girls . . . sometimes. 

2) As to Frank saying, in the quoted 
interview, quite astonishingly, that it was 
ages between assigned books that he found 
one he had not already read: I well recall 
that neither he nor I had read most of the 
introductory titles of Humanities 101-2, I 
think it was called, including Sartre, 
Lawrence, Forster, Malraux, etc., all of 
which left deep impressions. More likely I 
was the better read of the two of us, aside 
our mutual childhood reading compulsions 
and omniverousness of everything that 
appeared on the then (50s) so much more 
classily-stocked drug store paperback racks. 
And so I am puzzled why Frank would 
need to boast on a matter such as this; as 
though he had been a know-it-all-boy-
genius , who could do it all on his own! It's 
an unfortunate reprise of the 'I could have 
gone to Harvard' [theme] we find in Stop-
Time (1967), and an aspect of the compet-
itiveness, but also characteristic of the drive 
of many a success story. But here, at a time 
when he appears to have thought he had 
reached some kind of pinnacle and need-
ed to re-dress the past—there is [an] 
unnecessary defensive stylization going on 
in that interview, which I find odd and 
uncharacteristic of the man I knew, when 
I knew him at his best, and which perhaps 
only Dubuque and Haverford both buy 
whole cloth. So far, so near. 

3) Somewhat more importantly—on 
the matter of Frank's not caring whether 
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he would be a writer or not planning on 
being one—it must be one of the major 
hoots to come this hoot owl's way in some 
time: Frank was the first person at 
Haverford I, with all these intervening years, 
recall actually meeting—I think prior and 
beyond roommates, deans, hated dietician, 
etc., etc.,—and it was in front of Barclay 
Hall, in fall, 1954 . .. He was a gaunt, acned, 
freckled, six foot teen-ager, who however 
had an instant something and so made a 
lasting impression, as did few others at 
Haverford; and in some ways Frank and I 
never stopped talking once the conversa-
tion had begun and for the reason of some 
affinity, that then discovered many trans-
actional affinities in music and literature, 
and the occasional woman. I instantly asked 
him what he wanted to be. In certain terms, 
he said: 'I am going to be a writer,' a mat-
ter, at least professionally, in that respect, I 
felt some uncertainty about, as I do still, 
though Body and Soul tells us he was less 
certain than he let on, no matter that we 
all, including his first wife, were attracted by 
the fact that at least one of us seemed to be 
certain of something! 

We not only had John Ashmead as a 
writing and English professor, but also 
someone who taught creative writing at 
Bryn Mawr (her claim being that she wrote 
for the Reader's Digest did not impress the 
snobs though the Digest's financial terms 
ought to have). However, Frank referring 
to the substantial Ashmead in his anything 
but luminous essay collection Dogs Bark 
but the Caravan Moves On (2002)—`let me 
call him Professor Cypher', actually 
deserves a whipping. 

At the beginning of sophomore year, 
Frank and I and Jamie Johnston (Frank's 
roommate during freshman year), all decid-
ed we wanted to learn classical Greek—
who knows why? Was it I who had at least 
a hint of the benefits that can accrue a 
writer who has a grounding in Latin and 
Greek? In the event, the Haverford Greek 
professor, a Mr. Post, was well gone, and 
after two sessions of his melodiously inton-
ing `Thallasus, Thallasus' (the sea) but noth-
ing else, we departed the scene with amaz-
ing alacrity for the creative writing course 
at Bryn Mawr. The advantages of this course 
of action were several. We were asked to 
write a story a week (productivity), read 
our stories aloud (response, sense of corn- 

munity), and we discussed the assigned 
reading (developing differentiating tastes); 
the rest of the pleasures that French House 
at BM afforded being left to the imagina-
tion, tea and cookies. I recall two young 
Bryn Mawr women who attended that class, 
Barbara Taze, because I dated her, as did 
forever hound dog Jamie (though later on 
in New York, Frank turned out to be the 
most libidinously inclined, albeit with 'dis-
cretion'. All of which only became clear 
[upon I one day living among a decadent 
Mexican Indian tribe in the Copper River 
region, where the men had nothing better 
to do than steal each other's women, and 
the women . . . well, you only found ves-
tiges of whatever anthropological scheme 

As Stop-Time was com-

posed I saw a good deal of 

Frank, not only in Brooklyn 

or the cubby hole, but at a 

bar to which he had intro-

duced me on my return from 

a reprieve of my junior year 

abroad, in December 1964, 

the now-famous Elaine's. 

once sought to regulate these Darwinian 
impulses . . . And someone whose name I 
believe was Dee McNab Brown, who later 
became an editor in New York, said that I 
had to be queer for liking Faulkner's A 
"Rose for Emily"! No, I am not particular-
ly queer, but my kind of European child-
hood and the past of my disintegrated fam-
ilies ensures a certain necrophilia, no doubt 
one reason I took to Faulkner (one great 
advantage that Haverford afforded an obses-
sive). 

Paula Dunaway was not in the writing 
class. Someone sufficiently complicated and 
motivated who might have been, but was-
n't either, was Renata Adler, who didn't 
seem excessively talented at the time. I for-
get many others. Connie Horton, BM '58 , 
was a talented poet, but not in the writing 
class, I don't think . . . We had a "snap, 
crackle and pop" school of poets from Bryn 
Mawr, no doubt all supporters of the arts 
now courtesy of the successful men they  

married; a Marianne Moore is one-in-a-cen-
tury. Perhaps Renata, in all her oddity, is 
too. As was Mary McCarthy at Vassar in 
whose and Edmund Wilson's bed Renata 
was so glad to have slept she nearly mar-
ried their son . . . 

Frank as a junior studied with Elizabeth 
Bowen, who taught at Bryn Mawr that year, 
as did Paula Dunaway, who looks utterly 
enchanting sitting at Ms. Bowen's feet in a 
photo that appeared in the NYTimes on the 
occasion of its recent obit of Bowen—
which is how I think Paula came to be the 
Bryn Mawr editor in 1958. Ms. Bowen per-
suaded her publisher, Alfred Knopf, to sign 
Frank to a famous $100 book deal, the 
cheapest way of tying up a possible major 
leaguer that a publisher ever devised. 

4) As to Frank being a "hipster," I don't 
think Mr. Lombardi and David Halberstam, 
in these instances, who use the term, know 
whereof they speak. Certainly the termi-
nally boring Halberstam doesn't. There is 
something forever square about most reg-
ular NY Times reporters so I've found over 
the years. I don't know why McGrath in his 
Times obituary of Frank quoted Halberstam, 
the laziness of journalists I suppose, of not 
taking that extra step that a novelist would 
take. Halberstam did not show up at Elaine's 
until 1967-8, on his return from Poland. 
Frank and I and a lot of people were part 
of the woodwork by then. People fled the 
Big Table as David's heaviness was about to 
descend and doom us, and David, no mat-
ter his Vietnam days, and his many 
admirable and astute journalistic accom-
plishments, couldn't tell a hipster from an 
old woman with a broken hip! If anyone 
was a hipster at Elaine's, it was the song 
lyricst Jerry Leiber, who wrote "Houndog," 
"Jailhouse Rock," "Poison Ivy," "Is That All 
There Is" —all the Coasters' songs, etc., for 
his mother had a deli at the border between 
the Jewish and black ghettos in Baltimore, 
and because as a teenager in L.A., he start-
ed hanging out, not just with the coolest 
of West Coast jazz musicians, but, appalling 
the cool crowd, the R&B musicians of those 
days . . . And living an entirely black life 
before taking the Tin Pan Alley route to 
self-stylization. Frank had real cool and a 
high I.Q., and having grown up in New 
York and survived Stuyvesant High, was 
hip to a fair number of the shoals and 
eddies of the City that the overtly country 
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bred such as myself had the long road of 
pain to learn (though you would never have 
guessed that Frank had any kind of cool 
from some of his behavior at Elaine's). For 
me, Elaine's was yet another home away 
from home, where I could be fed at mid-
night, with the occasional huge wet good 
night kiss from Mama. But Elaine's, in one 
of its many respects, was [also] your stan-
dard stupid American Moosehead Banging 
testing ground for quite a few of the chal-
lenged male egos of the writers who went 
there. And to run with Norman Mailer was 
to run with the asses . . . What may appear 
exotic from a Haverford or Iowa perspec-
tive, on the close inspection of intimate 
acquaintance, is as so much in American 
life: within millimeters of the glamour 
courses the poison. 

Frank and I saw a great deal of each 
other once I returned to New York in 1961, 
after two years at Stanford and nine months 
working adventurously in the interior of 
Alaska. We had also spent part of the sum-
mer of 1959 on a ranch in Arizona and trav-
eling, with Frank's first wife, Patricia 
Ferguson, BM '57, to Malibu to visit Jamie 
Johnston, who'd left Haverford for the New 
School after his sophomore year, and who 
would marry Hilda Emos, BM '57 or '58 
(shouldn't Haverford-Bryn Mawr have some 
kind of mascot symbolizing the progeny of 
all these unions?) Then we went on to a 
Louisiana bayou plantation to visit Avis 
Fleming, BM '58, who married Paul 
Hodge, H '58, I think, then back to 
NYC, without stopping once, spooky 
Mississippi, all the while playing chess 
while driving, pretty even as the score went. 
We also spent time at a place that Frank's 
mother had near Roxbury falls in 
Connecticut, and there was a ricochet 
romance with the girl from next door to 
Frank's house on 86th Street, who'd left BM 
prematurely and as I would find out later, 
had been his lover during his engagement 
to his wife. 

The world was expected of Frank's tal-
ent, but the first book he completed, in the 
early '60s, to fulfill his Knopf contract, came 
as a letdown, something about a priest is 
all I recall . . . Frank started to write Stop-
Time at about the time of the birth of his 
first son, and I read the chapters as Frank 
wrote them in a cubbyhole of an office on 
Park Place, opposite City Hall. As I was  

doing work for Partisan Review, I showed 
one chapter to Richard Poirier, who was 
only too happy to publish it. Frank was get-
ting chapters published all over the place —
Paris Review, New Yorker, Esquire— and he 
could not have been prouder . . .Frank, 
most importantly, was able to live as a 
writer, and at some leisure, because he had 
inherited a small annuity, and because his 
wife had a far greater annuity from her 
grandfather, a detail that Frank uses in Body 
and Soul . . . Patti Ferguson, whose depth 
and responsiveness no where in his work 
finds appreciation. 

Absent that financial security, Frank 
wanting to be a writer might have entailed 

I far prefer the mini-novels 

of Midair to Stop-Time. 

Frank had become a real 

writer at that point, though 

some of the slighter things 

in the collection might have 

been left out. Their inclusion 

may have been the doing of 

Sam Lawrence, its publisher, 

to "bulk" the book out. 

taking on all kinds of drudge work, or in 
his instance becoming a professional jazz 
musician, instead of playing one day a 
week, as he then did at Casey's or Bradley's 
in The Village, if he was even paid for those 
delightful Monday evening gigs; if, as a 
writer, it would have meant developing the 
versatility of a Joseph Heller, who wrote ad 
copy for many years while working on 
Catch 22, or Mario Puzo and Bruce Jay 
Friedman, the latter a good friend, both of 
whom worked the lowest rungs of grub 
street as they became pros, so many there of 
course remaining grubs all their lives, 
though Wilfred Sheed, also a good friend, 
via Frank, was proud to be "a hack." [He 
too was present during one of those makers, 
the Kennedy assassination, at Frank and 
Patti's brownstone in Brooklyn Heights.] 
But what hack! In that sense, Frank, to 
some extent, remained an amateur, and also 
child of "the Fifties", as I then learned to 
appreciate this amazing American way of 

organizing its memoryless history. 
As Stop-Time was composed I saw a 

good deal of Frank, not only in Brooklyn 
or the cubby hole, but at a bar to which he 
had introduced me on my return from a 
reprieve of my junior year abroad, in 
December 1964, the now-famous Elaine's. 
I well recall his confession to me one 
evening that he was fast becoming the most 
famous unpublished writer of books in 
New York, and my failing to say that he 
shouldn't let it get to his head. But this 
groundswell and the positive reception that 
Stop-Time enjoyed—and to the extent that, 
not having a second book in the oven, 
Frank nonetheless lived and acted within 
the kind of company that latches on to the 
hottest new thing as though he was more 
accomplished than in fact he was—this 
building headiness not only led to a some-
what earlier completion of Stop-Time, I 
think, than the book deserved, but to his 
being dumped overboard, to the sharks, if 
your yen is to sail the company of icy mil-
lionaires like Michael Nichols; and Frank's 
heady, infused acting out crashed to an 
abrupt end when his wife finally showed 
him the door and exile to Nantucket: thus 
the 18-year interim between books, 
recounted with requisite honesty and 
laconicism in some of the stories he then 
published in Midair. The subject of living 
purely "in style" is addressed very nicely 
in that story about the three Lord 
Fauntleroys, and honestly, I think I can say 
since I was on the observant sidelines of a 
tight knit circle that my weaknesses along 
that line didn't leave that requisite time to 
break into—for me to have affairs "with 
discretion," or live out a purely imaginary 
existence; not to mention the financing of 
such living "in style" via unfulfilled screen-
play advances. I gained unexpected insight 
in such matters as an agent working out of 
the Lantz-Donadio offices in the Steinway 
Building on 57th Street, where mother 
Candida was Frank's agent. 

I far prefer the mini-novels of Midair to 
Stop-Time. Frank had become a real writer 
at that point, though some of the slighter 
things in the collection might have been 
left out. Their inclusion may have been the 
doing of Sam Lawrence, its publisher, to 
"bulk" the book out. The response to the 
important things in Midair smacks of the 
usual preference to eat the same parfait that 
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Letters to the Editor 

you loved once [Stop-Time] at the same 
Mom and Pop shop. I have followed this 
kind of phenomenon for years in my posi-
tion as an expert on Handke, who has molt-
ed at least half a dozen times, with the in-
between molting stage sometimes being the 
most interesting. And so, to those who know 
how to weigh the laconic . . . it contains rich 
obliquenesses for the attentive interested 
reader. Mini-novels. Condensation. It is all 
there, and there is no need to treat of all these 
matters in the whatever platitudinous ways 
of the journalisms of the age. "A long stretch 
of uninterrupted time is the dream bird that 
hatches the egg of experience"—Walter 
Benjamin, On the Fairy Tale, Leskov. 

Tide and Tide tells us that Frank first 
went to Nantucket in the summer of 1956, 
not just in his middle age, with Patricia 
Ferguson, Jamie Johnston, Hilda Enos, 
Connie Horton, and some other 
Haverford/Bryn Mawr couples, while I 
spent the summer in Fort Belvoir with my 
parents whom I had not seen for years. I 
myself visited Nantucket twice, once in the 
'60s while Patty and Frank had a house 
there, and I found their living rug, their 
retriever, to be a surrogate for something 
else I ought to have hugged; the second 
time in 1974, with a French-American 
woman as cool, hip, passionate yet faithful 
and faithless as they come, and which I 
spent more time hugging than talking to 
Frank about the serious matter that we 
might have talked about. 

That time, in 1974, was also the second-
to-last time that Frank and I physically met, 
the last being in D.C. in the spring of 1986 
prior to my going back to the West Coast. 
It was clear that Frank no longer wanted 
to resume the old closeness; he had never 
come to see me while I was the co-pub-
lisher of a firm in New York and he 
retrenched contact with most other old 
New York friends while making a new life 
for himself and taking stock of what had 
gone wrong during the years 1958 to 1971. 
I left a message for him prior to a Body and 
Soul reading he gave in L.A., where, among 
some other matters, I was engaged in inten-
sive study of psychoanalysis, but have no 
idea whether he ever received it. In D.C., 
with me in full hunting and riding shape, as 
I had done in Billy the Kid country for the 
year before, I encountered [him again]—I 
had been warned by the one other then still  

living of the three Lord Fauntleroys—but 
could have never imagined the huge bowl 
of jello within which the once gaunt and 
lanky now reposed. I considered whether 
someone who was autistically fussy, help-
lessly hypersensitive to the gruesome food 
Haverford has inflicted on us might have a 
wife who'd found the way to his heart via 
his stomach. But no, Maggie claims to be 
a lousy cook, and the explanation for the 
jelly bowl was that Frank had diabetes, 
telling of which ailment, might have avert-
ed misunderstandings, but he merely stat-
ed that he realized that physically he was 
in bad shape. 

If someone who thinks the world of 
Stop-Time, and taught at Iowa prior to 
Frank's time there hadn't asked me about 
Frank's buddies appearing in his work I 
might never have gone back to Body and 
Soul, which disappointed direly on publi-
cation. Never has this ex-publisher seen 
such piles of hard covers on the sale desks. 
As to the buddies, they are folded into one 
who bears the name "Ivan," but this Ivan 
is not the Ivan Morris who bears a differ-
ent name in the Lord Fauntleroy story in 
Midair. It occurs to me that B & S is ulti-
mately the perfect American movie fanta-
sy, the fantasized life that could not be lived 
out: Boy gets girl, but girl has mended her 
ways, become studious and tame; yet boy 
doesn't need to marry her! As this would 
interfere with his concert career. Boy is the 
ultimate success story, hard work pays; 
obstacles, including a brief bout of depres-
sion, can be overcome. At its end there is 
the perfect homosexual union with the 
father—the father and son and holy ghost 
being the syn- and dissynchronicity of the 
music of the spheres, and a melding of races 
and colors into a certain sheen: Claude, as 
the major character is called, is nonethe-
less allowed to remain oblivious except of 
its displaced transfigured musical acting 
out . . . actually quite a sly book, too. 
Perhaps even all the talkiness, instead real-
ly narrating is a form of throwing sand in 
our eyes, but it sure tries your patience. 
What I found extraordinary was Frank's 
getting beyond the autobiographical and 
writing better when his imagination, not 
just his observational powers, deepened, 
which of course it doesn't often enough; 
for this must be one of the more lumber-
ing spruce gooses as it keeps scraping the  

runway before it is finally airborne to honk 
victoriously toward the end. At that end, 
the jazz convinces on the immediate sen-
sate level, and must be one of the few 
moments in fiction where anyone brings 
off the convincing, felt and feelable repre-
sentation of swinging . . . in unison . . . but 
that is the way that realism, when it gets 
lucky, goes. It is of course most unfortu-
nate that Frank's optimistic assessment dur-
ing our college days that cancer would be 
curable during his lifetime has not come to 
pass. 

Michael Roloff '58 

Seattle 

John Lombardi replies: 
Mr. Malko's and Mr. Roloff's letters re 

Frank Conroy, while differing immensely 
in spirit and character, agree that he really 
did plan a career as a writer, and was not at 
all casual about his ambition, as he seemed 
to claim in his interview with Lacy 
Crawford in NarrativeMagazine.com. From 
the evidence, however, Conroy's notion of 
good writing had more to do with captur-
ing spontaneous truth in startling ways 
that were more akin to acute musical com-
position, than to the laser warfare that pass-
es today for conventional careerism. As I 
tried to suggest in my piece on him, an 
intensely true story — whatever its length 
— was infinitely more important to Conroy 
than a career arc. He was a craftsman, first. 
That's all — I think — that he meant to 
say. 

And now, briefly, in consequence of Mr. 
Roloff's operatically-sustained long note, 
two emendations of my own: I am not now, 
nor have I ever been, a professor. I am infal-
libly hip, having written "St. Boss," a cover 
treatise on the subject in Esquire magazine 
in 1988, (when it was still hip); and having 
brought the late Hunter Thompson to 
Rolling Stone in 1970, where he published 
the first of his gonzo pieces, "Freak Power 
in the Rockies." 

----J. L. 
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A Message from the President 

Friends: 
I vividly remember the fall day in 1996 when board chair John 

Hurford called to offer me the job as Haverford's twelfth presi-
dent. Desperately wanting to say something wise and sagacious, 
all I could manage was, "wow" Warming to the challenge, I even-
tually managed to say "yes," and the ensuing years have been 
filled with work, wonder, and an occasional frustration. Happi-
ly, not a day has passed when I haven't arisen in the morning 
realizing how lucky I am to be able to serve such a decidedly 
accomplished institution of higher learning. 

However, everything has its seasons and its rhythms, so after 
careful and deliberate consideration, on Friday morning, April 
21, I informed the Board of Managers that I will serve just one 
more year as Haverford's president. 

I shall leave confident that the College is well aimed and pos-
sessing a bright future. Working together, this community has 
considerable accomplishment during the last decade: the aca-
demic program, created by a first-rate faculty, is flourishing; stu-
dents are lively, committed, and idealistic as always; the campus, 
both built and natural, is inspiringly beautiful; finances, never 
Haverford's strongest suit, are secure; alums and friends are deeply 
attached and supportive in every conceivable way to the intel-
lectual ideal and the Quaker purpose of the College. 

Louise and I together have 
determined that this timing is 
right, both for us and for Haver-
ford. We have great affection for 
this place and all of its people, 
and we look forward to sustained 
friendships with so many terrific 
Fords. Change, evolution, and 
rejuvenation are important, both 
for individuals and for institu-
tions, so we shall take delight in 
considering the many directions 
available for our lives just as 
Haverford College will discover 
new passageways to greatness. 

Vive la 'Ford! 

1=, 
Thomas R. Tritton 
President 

President Thomas R. Tritton to Conclude His Service 

President Thomas R. Tritton announced 
on April 21, 2006, that he will complete 
his service to the College following his 
10th year in the summer of 2007. He is the 
12th president to serve Haverford since it 
was founded by Quakers 173 years ago. 

Tritton's tenure has been one of the 
most successful presidencies among top 
liberal arts colleges in recent memory. 
His years at Haverford are marked by a 
commitment to an intense and rigorous 
academic program, to sustaining a suc-
cessfully diverse community, to build-
ing campus infrastructure while simul-
taneously maintaining a beautiful natural 
environment, and to nurturing the Col-
lege's essential Quaker character and val-
ues. He has been a friend and mentor to 
students, faculty, staff, and alumni alike, 
and is known for his openness to peo-
ple, to ideas, and to irrepressible wit. 
Throughout his tenure Tritton has main-
tained his lifelong commitment to schol-
arly life by his writing and by teaching  

a course every fall semester (Biology 359, 
Molecular Oncology). 

"The Tritton years will be remem-
bered as a time when the College suc-
ceeded in its goals of dramatically 
enhancing the academic program and 
core missions, as well as materially 
strengthening the College's financial sta-
bility," says Barry L. Zubrow, Haverford 
Class of 1975 and co-chair of the Col-
lege's Board of Managers who now heads 
the State of New Jersey's Schools Con-
struction Corporation. "Few presidents 
have accomplished as much for their 
institutions as Tom has for Haverford. 
Haverford is one of the best liberal arts 
colleges in the country, and in the past 
10 years, with Tom as president, we've 
moved away from being a 'best-kept 
secret' to a position where our institu-
tional accomplishments, profile, and 
fund-raising reflect our academic stature 
and tradition. Look around campus and 
you'll see the results in new facilities, the  

diverse faculty and student body. Loo 
deeper and you'll find a college poise 
to do more great things, a place kno 
for academic rigor embedded in a cut 
ture of social awareness, respect for th 
individual, and personal responsibility." 

Under Tritton's leadership, Haverford 
created three new academic Centers, 
enhanced admission applications, an 
broadened and deepened its commun.' 
ty— all while building on the strong Qua 
er character of the College. In June 200 
the College completed the largest fund-
ing effort in its history; the "Educating 
Lead, Educating to Serve" campaign raise 
more than $200 million and gave rise to 
the Centers: the Center for Peace and Glob-
al Citizenship, the John B. Hurford '60 
Humanities Center, the Marian E. Koshland 
Integrated Natural Sciences Center, and th 
Douglas B. Gardner '83 Integrated Athletlini 
is Center. The comprehensive campaign 
also helped Haverford raise its visibility and 

Continued on page 10 
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Main Lines 

Stephen J. Lippard '62 Wins National Medal of Science 
For years, Stephen J. Lippard '62, the 

Arthur Amos Noyes Professor of Chemistry 
at the Massachusetts Institute of Technology, 
researched the interactions between metals 
and biological systems. Eventually, his con-
centration was with cisplatin, an anti-cancer 
drug that contains platinum, and has proven 
effective against testicular and ovarian forms 
of the disease. Not much was known about 
cisplatin until he began investigating it as a 
faculty member at Columbia University. 

In 1983 he moved to MIT, and 11 years 
later wrote in an MIT Spectrum magazine 
article: "We'd like to learn enough about 
how the drug [cisplatin] works so we can 
design new types of platinum compounds 
that are effective against different forms of 
cancer." His MIT team made significant 
progress in that line, and the White House 
announced last November that President 
Bush would award Lippard the National 
Medal of Science, along with seven other 
distinguished academics: Kenneth J. Arrow, 
professor emeritus of economics at Stan-
ford; Norman Borlaugh, a distinguished 
professor of international agriculture at 

Texas A&M; Robert N. Clayton, distin-
guished professor in chemistry at the Uni-
versity of Chicago; Edwin N. Lightfoot, pro-
fessor emeritus in chemical and biological 
engineering at the University of Wiscon-
sin, Madison; Philip A. Sharp, a biology 
professor at MIT; Thomas E. Starzl, a sur-
gery professor at the University of Pitts-
burgh School of Medicine; and Dennis P 
Sullivan, professor of mathematics at SUNY, 
Stony Brook. The NMS is the nation's high-
est scientific honor. 

Lippard is a pioneer in bioinorganic 
chemistry, a specialty that deals with the 
interactions between metals and biological 
systems. The Lippard lab is also engaged in 
a major program to understand another bio-
logical interaction involving metals, specif-
ically the diiron center in methane monoxy-
genase, through studies of the enzyme and 
model compounds. The diiron center is 
remarkable in that it converts methane to 
methanol in bacteria which use methane as 
their sole source of carbon and energy. 

In 2000, Lippard and two researchers 
developed a means to detect nitric oxide  

that could improve scientific understanding 
of this molecule's role in neurological sig-
naling and other biological functions. Nitric 
oxide plays a major role in the regulation 
of blood pressure, the prevention of blood 
clotting, the dilation of blood vessels and 
the destruction of pathogens. 

Lippard has previously been recognized 
for his work by election to the National 
Academy of Sciences and the National Insti-
tute of Medicine. He's won two major 
American Chemical Society (ACS) awards 
in his field. In 1995 he won the William H. 
Nichols Medal of the New York Section of 
the ACS. He is the author or co-author of 
many research articles and holds several 
U.S. and foreign patents. With Jeremy M. 
Berg, he published Principles of Bioinorganic 
Chemistry in 1994. 

"I am very pleased to receive this honor 
for it recognizes the work of the many won-
derful graduate students and post-doctor-
al associates who have contributed to the 
science that we were able to accomplish," 
Lippard says. "It was most unexpected." 

—John Lombardi 

Faculty Notes 

Koffi Anyinefa, professor of French, 
participated in the African Studies Associ-
ation Annual Meeting in Washington, 
D.C., Nov. 17-20. 

Craig Borowiak, assistant professor of 
political science, participated in the Annu-
al Meeting of the Northeastern Political 
Science Association in Philadelphia, Nov. 
17-19. 

Professor of Psychology Marilyn Boltz 
presented her paper "Remembering the 
Rate and Duration of Naturalistic Events" 
at the Meeting of the Psychonomics Soci-
ety in Toronto, Nov. 9-13. She also partic-
ipated in the Meeting of the Eastern Psy-
chological Association in Baltimore, March 
16-19. 

Professor of Mathematics Lynne Butler 
participated in the Mathematics Associa-
tion of America: EPADEL Section Meeting 
in Villanova on Nov. 19. 

William di Canzio, visiting associate 
professor in the Writing Program, received 
a 2006 fellowship in theater from the Penn-
sylvania Council on the Arts for his play 
His Last Night Home. 

Assistant Professor of Computer Science 
John Dougherty participated in the SIGCSE 
(Special Interest Group on Computer Sci-
ence Education) Technical Symposium in 
Houston, March 1-5. 

Leslie Dwyer, visiting assistant profes-
sor of anthropology and peace and conflict 
studies, participated in the American 
Anthropological Association Annual Meet-
ings in Washington, D.C., Dec. 1-4. 

Assistant Professor of East Asian Studies 
Hank Glassman presented a paper titled 
"No Basis in Text: The Persistence of Unau-
thorized Iconographies and the Tantric 
Turn in the Practice of East Asian Bud-
dhisms" at the Annual Meeting of the 
American Academy of Religion in Philadel-
phia, Nov. 19-22. He also participated in 
the Association for Asian Studies meeting in 
San Francisco, April 6-9. 

Associate Professor of History Lisa Jane 
Graham participated in the American His-
torical Society meeting in Philadelphia, Jan. 
5-8, and the American Society for Eigh-
teenth-Century Studies meeting in Mon-
treal, March 30-April 2. 

John and Barbara Bush Professor of 
Physics Jerry Gollub co-authored the arti-
cle "Chaos and threshold for irreversibility 
in sheared suspensions," which was pub-
lished in December in Nature, Vol. 438. 

Faye Halpern, acting director of the 
writing program and director of the Writing 
Center, participated in the Annual MLA 
(Modern Language Association) Meeting 
in Washington, D.C., Dec. 27-30. 

Visiting Professor of Music David 
Kasunik participated in the Fifth Interna-
tional Conference of the Fryderyk Chopin 
Institute, "The Sources of Chopin's Cre-
ative Style: Inspirations and Contexts," in 
Warsaw, Poland, Dec. 1-3. 

Associate Professor of Religion Ken 
Koltun-Fromm participated in the Ameri-
can Academy of Religion meeting in 
Philadelphia, Nov. 19-22, and in the Asso-
ciation for Jewish Studies meeting in Wash-
ington, D.C., Dec. 18-20. 
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Terry Belanger '63 

Gardner Center Dedication 
More than 200 alumni, students, friends, and other well-wish-

ers came out on a rainy Saturday morning on April 22 to cele-
brate the formal dedication of the Douglas B. Gardner '83 Inte-
grated Athletic Center. 

President Tom Tritton offered opening remarks and soon found 
his hands full, as Haverford student-athlete representatives 
approached the podium bearing ceremonial gifts of athletic gear. 
The Chamber Singers of Haverford and Bryn Mawr, directed by 
Thomas Lloyd, provided a rousing musical interlude. 

Master of ceremonies Arn H. Tellem '76 praised the facility and 
all of those who worked on the project, including those who raised 
funds for it, including lead donor Howard Lutnick '83—who, in 
turn, offered some emotional words to acknowledge the Gardner, 
Glasser, and Gooding families and the tragedy that took three vital 
members of the Haverford community on Sept. 11, 2001. 

Howard Lutnick '83 
warmly acknowledges 
Michael Gardner, son 
of the late Doug 
Gardner. Michael 
said all he wanted 
was to make a basket 
in the new gym. 

Rare Book Expert 
Wins MacArthur "Genius" Grant 

Rare book preservationist Terry Belanger '63 was one of 25 
MacArthur Foundation Fellows announced in 2005. 

Belanger, University Professor and Honorary Curator of Spe-
cial Collections at the Universi-
ty of Virginia, is founder of the 
Rare Books School, a teaching 
and archive facility. 

MacArthur Foundation Fel-
lowships are unrestricted fel-
lowships awarded annually to 
"talented individuals who have 
shown extraordinary originali-
ty and dedication in their cre-
ative pursuits and a marked 
capacity for self-direction." 
There are three criteria for 
selection of Fellows: excep-
tional creativity, promise for 
important future advances based on a track record of signifi-
cant accomplishment, and potential for the fellowship to facil-
itate subsequent creative work." 

The MacArthur Fellowship carries a "no strings attached" 
stipend of $500,000, paid out to the recipient in equal quar-
terly payments over five years. 

—J. L. 

Naomi Koltun-Fromm, associate pro-
fessor of religion, participated in the 
A \ R/BSL (American Academy of Reli-
gion/Society of Biblical Literature) annual 
meeting in Philadelphia Nov. 19-22, and 
in the Association of Jewish Studies meet-
ing in Washington, D.C., Dec., 18-20. 

Associate Professor of History James 
Krippner participated in the WASHLA 
(Washington Area Seminar on Latin 
American History) in Washington, D.C., 
Nov. 4-5. 

Emma Lapsansky-Werner, professor of 
history, co-edited the book Bach to Africa: 
Benjamin Coates and the Colonization Move-
ment in America, 1848-1880, released by 
Pennsylvania State University Press in 
November. 

Steven Lindell, associate professor of 
computer science, presented a lecture on 
"A normal form for singulary logic over 
physically realizable data models," at the 
Isaac Newton Institute Workshop in Logic 
and Databases at Cambridge University in 
England, Feb. 27-March 3. 

Anne McGuire, associate professor of 
religion, participated in the Annual Meeting 
of AAR/SBL in Philadelphia, Nov. 19-22. 

Assistant Professor of Biology Andrea 
Morris attended the Annual Biomedical 
Research Conference for Minority Students 
in Atlanta, Nov. 2-5. 

Zolani Noonan-Ngwane, assistant pro-
fessor of anthropology attended the Amer-
ican Anthropological Association Annu-
al Meetings in Washington, D.C. Nov. 
29-Dec. 4. 

Visiting Assistant Professor of Ger-
man Christopher Paysek's new docu-
mentary film To Those Born After pre-
miered at the International Documentary 
Festival Amsterdam in the Netherlands, 
Nov. 24-28. 

Joseph Russo, John and Audrey 
Dusseau Memorial Professor in the Human-
ities and Classics, attended Les Armes dAn-
tiquite at the University of Provence in Aix, 
France, May 10-12. 

Asima Saad-Maura, visiting assistant 
professor of Spanish, participated in Explor-
ing the Renaissance 2006: An Internation-
al Conference in Houston, March 9-11. 

Assistant Professor of Mathematics 
Joshua Sabloff participated in the Ameri-
can Mathematical Society Spring 2006 Fast-
em Sectional Meeting at the University of 
New Hampshire, April 22-23. 

Associate Professor of French David 
Louis Sedley's book Sublimity and Skepti-
cism in Montaigne and Milton was pub-
lished by University of Michigan Press in 
2005. 

Associate Professor of English Christina 
Zwarg participated in the American Stud-
ies Association Meeting Groundwork: 
Space and Place in American Cultures in 
Washington, D.C., Nov. 3-6. 
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Commencement 2006 
303 happy Haverford seniors marched to the podium 

in front of Roberts Hall on a cloudy and cool Sunday, 
May 14, to receive their hard-earned diplomas. 

enhance its position in the upper echelon of 
liberal arts institutions. Applications for 
admission have set records for five years 
running; the College now receives more 
than 3,300 applications for just over 300 
openings. The College's endowment has 
grown from about $200 million in 1997 to 
over $450 million currently. Annual giving 
more than doubled in that time; alumni 
participation is now consistently over 50%. 

The Koshland Integrated Natural Sci-
ences Center (KINSC) reflects the aca-
demic imprimatur of the Tritton years. 
When the KINSC opened in the fall of 
2001, students were able to take classes 
in the kind of science facility normally 
associated with the largest and most pres-
tigious research institutions. For the first 
time, the departments of astronomy, biol-
ogy, chemistry, physics, mathematics, 
computer science, and psychology were 
together in one place, promoting a  

unique, integrated research and educa-
tional experience for students. 

"This facility is a perfect example of 
the interdisciplinary approach Haverford 
takes to learning," says Cathy P Koshland, 
Haverford Class of 1972, co-chair of the 
College's Board of Managers, and vice 
provost for academic planning and facili-
ties at UC Berkeley. "Of course the phys-
ical space is aesthetically wonderful and 
absolutely functional in terms of promot-
ing the side-by-side research that is done 
by students and faculty at Haverford. But 
the synergy resulting from this kind of 
intentionally collaborative and commu-
nity-minded approach to learning is what 
really sets it apart. It is a model for how 
science is being handled now" 

The Gardner Integrated Athletic Cen-
ter, which opened in the fall of 2005, is a 
study in low-impact, environmentally con-
scious architectural design. Indeed, the  

100,000-square-foot building falls under a 
College-wide building policy, enacted by 
Tritton, stating that all new construction 
be "green," or environmentally friendly. 
The Gardner Center, designed by the inter-
nationally acclaimed architectural firm 
Bohlin Cywinski Jackson, utilized the lat-
est in environmentally sensitive materials 
and technology in order to qualify for 
Leadership in Energy and Environmental 
Design (LEED) gold-level certification 
from the U.S. Green Building Council. The 
facility energizes the College's south quad 
and strengthens the institution's empha-
sis on wellness and athletics as part of a 
comprehensive liberal arts education. 

The Peace and Global Citizenship Cen-
ter advances the College's mission by 
involving students in experiential learn-
ing, service, diversity, peace making, social 
change, and international education—key 
areas of emphasis during the Tritton pres- 
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Honorary degrees were awarded to Lois Gibbs, executive director of the Center for Health and Environmental Justice; Jane Golden 
Heriza, artist and founder of the Philadelphia Mural Arts Program; Tavis Smiley, political and cultural commentator on public radio and 
television; and Koichiro Matsuura '61, Director General of UNESCO. 

idency. Interns in this program have trav-
eled to Ghana, Guatemala, Pakistan, 
Rwanda, El Salvador, and many other 
countries to learn about communities 
throughout the world and to contribute 
to the solutions to global challenges. They 
have helped address a wide array of press-
ing social issues, including post-conflict 
peace building, transitional justice, pub-
lic health, education, gender inequality, 
education, fair trade, environmental degra-
dation, sustainable development, cultural 
preservation, and the arts. 

During Tritton's tenure the College 
joined the 568 Presidents' Group to fur-
ther assert its core belief in need-blind 
admission and provision of financial aid 
for all students who need it. The College 
remains committed to diversity in its fac-
ulty, staff, and student population, and 
consistently ranks among the elite aca-
demic institutions in diversity surveys and  

assessments. In the Philadelphia region 
the College is a leader for students obtain-
ing federal Pell Grants, outright grants to 
low-income undergraduate students who 
have not yet earned their degrees. 

A Lakewood, Ohio, native, Tritton is a 
1969 graduate of Ohio Wesleyan Univer-
sity. He earned a Ph.D. (biophysical chem-
istry) from Boston University in 1973 and 
served for 12 years each on the faculties 
of Yale University and the University of 
Vermont. Tritton's academic expertise is 
in cancer chemotherapy; he has published 
over 100 articles, reviews, and books, 
including several while at Haverford. A 
member of the American Association for 
Cancer Research, he also served on the 
chemotherapy advisory panel of the Amer-
ican Cancer Society during his Haverford 
tenure, and is currently on the Board of 
Directors of the Fox Chase Cancer Cen-
ter in Philadelphia. Formerly the vice  

provost at the University of Vermont, he 
assumed Haverford's presidency on July 
1, 1997. He is a member of the Society of 
Friends and has served on the board and 
the personnel committee of the American 
Friends Service Committee for the New 
England region. His wife, Louise, is an 
ecological consultant and holds a Ph.D. 
in forest ecology from Yale University. 
"Louise and I are taking delight in con-
sidering the many directions available for 
our lives," says Tritton. 

At press time, presidential search com-
mittee membership was being finalized; 
the committee will be chaired by board 
vice-chair Howard W. Lutnick '83. The 
committee will perform a comprehensive 
national search for Tritton's successor; 
more information will be available short-
ly, including an interactive Web site ded-
icated to the search. 
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Sister S ocieties 

Women's 

Antislavery 

Organizations 
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by Beth A. Salerno '91 

Sister Societies: Women's Antislavery Organizations in Antebellum America 
DEKALB: NORTHERN ILLINOIS UNIVERSITY PRESS, 2005. 

Do your eyes glaze over and you start to yawn when 
someone says "history?" Haverford alum Beth Salerno has 
a remedy for that. Her new book, Sister Societies: Women's 
Antislavery Organizations in Antebellum America, will keep 
you engrossed. How could you not be drawn in by a nar-
rative that begins "a crowd of thirty or forty young men 
hurled rocks and insults against the building?" After that 
attention-grabbing opener, Salerno goes on to develop a 
lively narrative about women's antislavery organizations in 
antebellum America. 

Salerno's intellectual interests were developed while she 
was a student in Haverford's undergrad- 
uate history department, which 
featured such stimulating and 
challenging professors as Linda 
Gerstein, Roger Lane, and John 
Spielman. Salerno then pursued 
her historical interests, earning 
a Ph.D. from the University of 
Minnesota in 2000. She describes 
herself as "interested in...how the 
women overcame violence, verbal 
critiques and their own internal 
disagreements." She also aims to 
explore "the networking and men-
toring relationships women creat-
ed, and gendered understandings 
of citizenship." In Sister Societies, 
she addresses those interests and 
goals. 

Through this exploration of 
women's political culture, Salerno 
also deftly draws readers into her 
interests. She gets us thinking about 
how networking and correspon-
dence worked in the pre-telephone, 
pre-Internet era. With a crisp writ-
ing style and an easy-to-follow organ-
ization—five chapters that lead us 
from "antecedents" to "conclusion"—she engages a num-
ber of the issues of modern scholarship. How does gender 
shape citizenship, political activism, and the interplay 
between the two? To what extent do the ways that women 
acquire and use leadership differ from the ways that men do 
these things? How do variations of personality and region-
al culture lead to conflicts among supposedly like-mind-
ed ideologues? 

Focusing on the relatively large number of antislavery 
women in New England (especially Massachusetts) Salerno 
asks what—if anything—is noteworthy about the way the 
relatively wealthy Boston antislavery women managed per-
sonal rivalries, as opposed to how such conflicts were han-
dled in smaller communities outside the big city. She 
answers by suggesting that Elizabeth Chase of Fall River 
sought greater communication and clarification of the issues: 
"the Mass. Women need talking to, and it can best be done 
by a woman." (p. 114) Though Chase apparently did not 
get her wish, her ideas about remedying discord buttress 

Salerno's argument that the women 
saw the solutions as coming from 
inside, rather than outside, their 
gendered organizations. 

As Salerno informs us, antislav-
ery societies abounded in antebel-
lum America, and studies of them 
have abounded since. So what does 
Salerno add that makes her volume 
worth reading? First, using the 
advantages of local history—the 
power of capturing compelling sto-
ries, rather than a broad sweeping 
narrative that, by definition, 
obscures detail—Salerno has given 
life and particularity to some of 
the little-known ligaments in the 
larger body of women abolition-
ists. Second, Salerno compares 
female antislavery societies across 
regions, and offers insights into 
the subtleties of region, class, and 
intellectual sophistication as they 
affect women's priorities in 
organization in 19th-century 
America. 

Salerno's volume also 
includes tools for those who want to continue pursuing the 
topic. There is a thoughtful Essay on Sources, and an appen-
dix that summarizes female antislavery societies by year of 
founding, and by state. She raises questions about public 
and private "morality" (pp. 39-42) that invite further inves-
tigation for their implications for our own time. But most 
importantly, Salerno's study tells a good story about women's 
commitment to social change, some of the unique qualities 
of their ways of organizing to effect it, and their willingness 
to resist violent attacks because of it. 

—Emma" Lapsansky-Werner 
Professor of History 

Haverford College 
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by Robbie Anderman '70 

"Wind in the Rhythm Circle" 
2005 

Paired up with friends Jean Brereton, Leo Brooks, Drew 
McAlpine, and Errol Francis, Robbie Hanna Anderman 
takes his listeners on a journey through the Rhythm Circle 
in his latest musical project, "Wmd in the Rhythm Circle." 
Creating unique sounds with instruments crafted around 
the world (including in Anderman's own home), 
Anderman and his friends have developed a compila-
tion of songs that utilize various wind and percussion 
instruments to play in the four directions described in 
the Medicine Wheel tradition of the Rhythm Circle. 

Anderman first learned about the circle during a 
gathering of men in his friend's timber framing shop. 
One of the men described each direction in the circle: 
the South (where the drum is played) is the direction 
of innocence and trust; the West (where wooden sticks 
are played) is the direction of the sunset, the autumn, and 
introspection; the North (where the rattle is played) is the direc-
tion of the wintertime, and the elders; and the East (where the 
chime, the flute, and the whistle are played) is the direction of 
the springtime, the sunrise, and inspiration. 

Each of the 14 songs on the CD has its own unique sound, 
created by a conversation between the instruments that each 
musician plays to the four directions in the circle. While most 
of the songs focus on the music created by flutes, a host of other 
instruments help create the tone and progression of each song. 
Included in the long list of instruments that the group performs 
with is a Native American flute, a clay Udu drum from Nigeria, 
Temple Chimes from Nepal, a Caxixi shaker from Africa, an 
Egyptian Doumbek, a Kalimba (or African thumb piano), a West 
African Djembe, a Chinese cymbal, 
Ecuadorian pan pipes, an elk hide hoop 
drum, and a deer antler whistle. 

Anderman has included an insert 
that informs the listener which instru-
ments he and his friends play during 
each song and provides a Web site that 
details how each song attends to the 
Rhythm Circle. The purely instru-
mental songs are a mix of slow 
rhythms that can relax the listener 
and faster beats defined by the con-
trast of the various instruments at play. While not 
everyone may understand the underlying beliefs of the Medicine 
Wheel tradition of the Rhythm Circle and how they affect the 
songs, listeners can certainly appreciate Anderman's, Brereton's, 
Brooks', McAlpine's, and Francis' mastery of the instruments 
they play and the unique musical sounds created when the five 
perform in concert with one another. 

—Lauren Donaldson '06  

by Marcy Dermansky '91 

Twins 
WILLIAM MORROW, 2005 

When Marcy Dermansky's novel Twins opens, the title pro-
tagonists, Chloe and Sue, are turning 13 and offering vastly 

different perspectives on their relationship. 
Defiant, manic Sue is obsessed with main- 
taining her longtime closeness with Chloe: 
"She was the better twin. She had the better 
name, and I was desperate to hold on to 
her." Chloe, whose voice alternates chapters 
with Sue's, is making new friends and striv-
ing towards independence and a life not 
defined by her twin status: "Everyone took 
for granted that Sue was my best friend and 
that I was hers. We were considered the same 
person, indistinguishable, even when Sue 
threw pens at boys or hopped through the halls 
like a kangaroo. But I was not Sue." As Chloe 

tastes the beginnings of adolescent popularity, Sue lashes out, 
manipulating Chloe both physically and emotionally and even-
tually breaking the nose of one of Chloe's friends. Throughout 
their high school years, both girls experience exhilarating highs 
and debilitating lows as they struggle with their peers, their 
outrageously self-absorbed lawyer parents, and their search for 
their own identities. However, it's not until they are apart from 
each other than they can find a way to co-exist, as a pair of 
twins and as two distinctive individuals. 

It may be cliche to call a book "readable," but that's just 
what Twins is; the tide of Chloe and Sue's turbulent tale pulls you 
along with irresistible force. In her first full-length novel, short 
story writer and film critic Dermansky has crafted two char- 

acters about whom you can't help but care, even when 
you're horrified by the things that happen to them 
and the things they do to each other. Its hard not to 
cringe, for example, when preteen Sue is rejected and 
ridiculed by Chloe's new friends and forces Chloe to 
join her in throwing up their food, or when older teen 
Chloe is abandoned by her parents and subsequently 
used by a new boyfriend and his friends who move 
into her vacated house. It's also hard not to cheer when 
Sue blossoms under the stabilizing influence of her 
older brother's serene girlfriend, or when Chloe finds 
her niche as a star of the girls' basketball team, trained 
by a classmate's NBA-star father. Dermansky poignant-

ly and accurately portrays the hallmarks of everyday adoles-
cence—parties, fair-weather friends, first loves, and rampant 
insecurity—but also gives us something out of the ordinary 
with Chloe and Sue, who illustrate the rewards and complex-
ities of surviving the teen years with a mirror image of your-
self always beside you. 

— Brenna McBride 
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by Christian M. Hansen '54 

In the Name of the Children: The Life Story of a Pediatrician to the Poor 
EDITED AND PRODUCED BY ROGER WARNER, 2005 

Pediatrician Christian M. Hansen is fond of the "Parable 
of the Starfish," in which a young woman flings stranded 
starfish back into the sea to save their lives. An old man hap-
pens by and asks her what she hopes to accomplish; with mil-
lions of starfish along the shore, how can she make a difference 
by rescuing these few? She looks down at the starfish in her 
hand and replies, "It makes a difference to this one." 

As Hansen, a Quaker since adolescence, describes the 
triumphs and trials of his serv-
ice to poverty-stricken children 
throughout the world in his pow-
erful new book, In the Name of 
the Children: The Life Story of a 
Pediatrician to the Poor, he echoes 
the sentiments of this parable: 
"Saving each child's life has value 
and meaning, even if we can't save 
them all." 

In stark detail and simple, 
honest prose, Hansen relates the 
"bewildering challenges" that 
true poverty presents to health 
workers. From the distressed city 
of Camden, N.J., to the Native 
American reservations of Arizona 
and New Mexico, to the 
Mississippi Delta at the height of 
the Civil Rights Movement, to war-
torn areas in Africa and the Middle 
East, to Haiti, one of the poorest 
countries in the world, Hansen bat-
tled racial injustice, malnutrition, 
abuse and neglect of children, a 
lack of medical supplies, running 
water, and electricity, and even his own mental state as he 
tried to provide patients with the kind of care they needed 
and could not have obtained otherwise. 

Among the experiences Hansen recounts are his intro-
duction to Martin Luther King, Jr. during his stay in 
Mississippi ("He appeared serene even after all he had been 
through. His eyes were bright and clear. He was not as slim 
as he had been in his youth, but appeared solid. There seemed 
to be a kind of aura around him, but perhaps that was my 
imagination."); his appreciation of the culture of Burigi in 
East Africa, where, he says, "I'll never forget the smell of char-
coal fires, the long lines at the wells, or the sight of young 
children walking back to their tents balancing five-gallon 
pails of water on their heads;" and his work in Baghdad dur-
ing the first Gulf War, when U.N. sanctions against Iraq had 
resulted in a severe dearth of medical equipment or supplies,  

and where Saddam Hussein's face, painted on billboards and 
walls across the city, seemed to haunt Hansen wherever he 
went. Each chapter covers a different location and includes 
color photos of the people and places Hansen encountered, 
making his stories even more poignant and gripping. 

Hansen is especially compelling as he reveals his near-
breakdown in 1985, when he took a position running a devel-

opmental disabilities program in 
Qator, Saudi Arabia. After having an 
acute anxiety reaction to the hope-
less medical conditions of young 
patients, he started on a tricyclic 
medication for depression but could-
n't alleviate a daily sense of doom. 
Back home in the United States, he 
was admitted to a psychiatric hos-
pital and was diagnosed with bipo-
lar disorder. He now takes lithium. 
"This disease," he writes, "has 
helped me to understand the tenu-
ousness of my hold, and every-
body's hold, on health." 

Hansen's goal in writing this 
book is not simply to transcribe his 
memories, but also to raise aware-
ness among his readers of the 
importance of saving these chil-
dren's lives. Poverty, he says, is a 
persistent foe in the fight for chil-
dren's health: "You have a much 
higher chance than the rest of the 
population of dying from a per- 
fectly treatable disease, such as 

asthma, or dying from a gunshot wound on a 
Saturday night." 

He wants to see doctors make more of their roles in fight-
ing poverty, perhaps giving a couple of years to public serv-
ice after finishing their training. 

"If we were to take as literal truth the words of our found-
ing fathers, that all men are created equal, we would start 
being very, very concerned about our effects on others, around 
the world and at home," he writes. "And we'd be more con-
cerned about the kids." 

Moreover, he encourages his readers to find their own ways 
to contribute to social justice fields regardless of medical back-
ground (or lack thereof), ways, he says, that "allow you to 
make a living and bring you satisfaction and joy" 

—Brenna McBride 

The Life Story of a Pediatrician to the Poor 
by Christian M. Hansen, MD. MPH 

Haverford Magazine 
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by John C. Whitehead '43 

A Life in Leadership: From D-Day to Ground Zero 
BASIC Boom, 2005 

At a time when the vehement criticism of world leaders has 
fostered a climate of intense political and ideological conflict, John 
C. Whitehead's autobiography, A Life in Leadership, offers an inspi-
rational account that moves the reader to confront the challenges 
of the 21st century with a renewed sense of hope and optimism. 
With an extraordinary career that has led him to the front lines 
of some of our nation's most remarkable events, John C. Whitehead 
has undoubtedly accomplished more in 80+ years than most peo-
ple could have with infinitely more lives. Whitehead vividly 
recounts these exciting tales in an enjoyable, 281-page narrative 
of insightful life experiences and invaluable leadership lessons. 

Told in the charming, humble voice of Whitehead's first 
person narration, the book begins with a 2001 telephone call 
from Governor Pataki, urging the renowned international 
statesman to oversee the monumental revitalization of Ground 
Zero (an offer that Whitehead loyally accepted, despite his 
previous plans to slowly move into retirement). Richly sym-
bolic, this opening scene presents a powerful metaphor that 
aptly captures an indelible hallmark of Whitehead's profes-
sional trajectory: his unwavering call to duty. 

In his early years as a student at Haverford College, 
Whitehead demonstrated this fearless commitment to serv-
ice through his ambitious pursuit of an impressively broad 
and abundant array of extracurricular activities—he sang in 
the glee club, played JV baseball and basketball, directed intra-
mural athletics, ran the international relations club, and, yes, 
even found time to serve as president of the student council. 
Later, as a young ensign in the United States Navy, Whitehead 
accepted his captain's desperate call for a landing craft com-
mander during the D-Day invasion of Normandy, one of the 
most gruesome battles in American military history. 

Whitehead makes it no secret that the cataclysmic events that 
defined the World War II years—events inescapably tied to his 
personal and intellectual development—prompted him to rethink 
his understanding of the world: "I was no longer just a student 
in a small college in Pennsylvania, but a citizen of a wider, far 
more dangerous world." The reader certainly cannot help but 
ponder the chilling parallels between Whitehead's words and 
those echoed by the students at his alma mater some 60 years 
later, as they contemplated the future of a post-9/11 universe. 

The troubling experiences of the war unquestionably shaped 
Whitehead's future opinions on globalization and foreign pol-
icy, constantly serving as a reminder of the ill effects that result-
ed in the absence of amicable foreign relations. It comes as no 
surprise to the reader, therefore, that, at Goldman Sachs, 
Whitehead decided to pursue opportunities to international-
ize the firm's business, even if that meant that the firm would 
have to sustain substantial short term losses in the process. 

Similarly, as Deputy Secretary of State, 
Whitehead defiantly advocated his vision 
to aggressively exercise diplomatic rela-
tions with the Eastern European coun-
tries, despite formidable opposition from 
his hardliner colleagues on the National 
Security Council. In both cases, 
Whitehead's successful combination of 
patience and persistence would 
inevitably pay huge dividends—today, Goldman Sachs con-
tinues to prosper as one of the world's most prominent global 
investment banks, while many still attribute the fall of the Soviet 
Union, in part, to the geopolitical pressure exerted by the inde-
pendence of the Eastern European nations. 

While Whitehead's fascinating tales of leadership inspire 
all audiences, they resonate with the Haverford community 
in a particularly meaningful way. Unlike most books written 
by today's business leaders, Whitehead's narrative does not 
purport to contain the "secrets" or "rules" of effective lead-
ership. Instead, Whitehead draws heavily upon the simple 
lessons that he acquired during his time at Haverford College. 
At countless moments in his autobiography, Whitehead revis-
its the quintessentially Haverfordian principles of compro-
mise, consensus, and understanding. One can even reason-
ably infer that the Haverford Honor Code inspired Whitehead 
to author a similar document of business principles years later 
at Goldman Sachs. Even in his current role as Chairman of 

the Lower Manhattan Development Corporation, Whitehead 
continues to invoke these Quaker values as he performs the 
delicate task of resolving disputes among competing stake-
holders in the redevelopment of the World Trader Center site. 

It is this very ability to understand people that empowers 
Whitehead to make a tremendous impact on his reader, just as 
he has on so many other individuals over the course of his bril-
liant career. Sure, many of us will probably never have the oppor-
tunity to race down the hills of Afghanistan on a mujahedin 
raid, or negotiate foreign policy with global heads of state. For 
many of us, such experiences will forever remain vicarious rem-
nants of an unattainably whimsical existence. Yet, by the end 
of the book, even the most timid reader is eager to apply John 
Whitehead's invaluable leadership lessons to the larger world 
that awaits him or her...on the front lines, of course. 

—Vincent Indelicato '03 

Vincent is currently a law student at the University of Michigan 
Law School. He served as the personal assistant to John C. 
Whitehead at the Lower Manhattan Development Corporation 
during the summer of 2002. 
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by Charles Curtis '04 

Munik the 
Magnificent 

magine the sound of 25,000 fans crowd-
ed into a stadium, screaming "Munik! 
Munik!". How do you say wunderkind in 
Nepali? Munik Shrestha, one of the biggest 
sports celebrities in Nepal, boy wonder, prodi-
gy. Munik's accomplishments on the crick-
et pitch have wowed not only his country-
men, but his international-level performance 
has raised eyebrows in the world communi-
ty. In his native Katmandu City, he can't walk 
anywhere without being stopped for an auto-
graph. Among a population of 28 million 
Nepalese, in a country approximately the size 
of Arkansas, and before even coming close 
to the age of 18, Munik Shrestha is king. 

Now picture Shrestha walking down a 
path of a small, green, quiet campus. He 
makes his way from his Gummere dorm 
room in to the Koshland Integrated 
Natural Sciences Center. There, he'll tutor 
physics students for their upcoming exam, 
a group more likely to ask him about 
Planck's Constant than for an autograph. 
Later that week, when he steps on to the 
cricket pitch on Cope Field, the scene is 
slightly skewed: he's got the KINSC on 
one side and president Tom Tritton's house 
on the other. Oh, and divide the number 
of fans he's used to seeing and hearing by 
1,000. 

Munik Shrestha '09 

Shrestha doesn't seem to mind leaving 
his celebrity persona behind. In fact, he's 
thrilled to be a big fish in a small pond, 
studying physics, his favorite subject, work-
ing in the Campus Center's game room, and 
living on Gummere 3/2nd (a hall adorned 
with a sign proclaiming "Land of the Bad 
Boys"). While sports are a major part of his 
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life at Haverford, there's a lot more 
Shrestha brings to campus besides his crick-
et bat and a celebrated career overseas. 

His journey to the Philadelphia suburbs 
began in Katmandu City, where he was 
raised by his mother, Muna, as the youngest 
of three boys. His father died of a liver prob-
lem when Munik was two. Shrestha's two 
brothers, Monish and Monir, both played 
cricket on a national level and helped raise 
him in a sports-intensive environment. "We 
had a field by our house, and we basically 
learned to play cricket watching games on 
TV and implementing that in our field," 
says Shrestha, who spent two years carrying 
water bottles for both brothers and prac-
ticing with their teams. "I don't think I 
would be anywhere without my mother's 
and brothers' encouragement." After play-
ing for local club and district teams, he 
joined the Under-17 national team and put 
on a slew of memorable performances. But 
one feat stood out from the rest. In the 55-
year history of Nepalese cricket, Munik is 
the first player to hit for what is known as 
a "century" (scoring at least 100 runs in a 
single at-bat) in international competition. 
He did it facing Singapore in the 2001 Asia 
Cup Tournament and, with the national  

team's coach looking on as he accomplished 
this feat, was almost immediately chosen 
to play for Nepal's international squad. But 
what's even more astounding is the fact that 
he was selected for the team when he was 
only 14, making him the country's youngest 
player to compete internationally. 

Unfortunately, that monumental accom-
plishment coincided with a political crisis 
in Nepal. For 10 years, Nepal had dealt 
with civil unrest during which rebels 
inspired by Chinese leader Mao Zedong 
attempted to topple the country's Hindu 
monarchy. The king, however, hasn't held 
complete power since the early 1950s, 
when a cabinet and prime minister were 
installed and subsequently, Nepal became 
a democracy in 1990. Since 1996, when 
the revolution began, over 13,000 people 
died in the conflict. As Munik grew up 
around this worsening political climate 
and alternated between studying for finals  

and touring with the national team, he real-
ized his accomplishments only went so far 
to help his country forget the daily 
tragedies. "The more I thought about it, 
the more I realized I had done nothing 
except bring some joy to a relatively small 
number of the population, because the 
majority of Nepal doesn't have enough 
resources to watch cricket," recalls 
Shrestha. "With fortune comes responsi-
bility, so I decided to get an education so 
I could do something to alleviate poverty 
and address social issues in the future." 
Though he does not have a set plan for 
post-graduation life (he is only a fresh-
man), Munik wants to take what he has 
learned and apply it to global education, 
especially in remote parts of the world. 

Conventional wisdom would say that 
Shrestha left Nepal for Haverford because 
the College is home to the only varsity 
cricket team in the nation. But according to 
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Munik, academics came first: "To be 
honest, my passion for physics and math 
was and is greater than that for cricket." 
Even more fascinating to Shrestha was 
Haverford's broad liberal arts curriculum. 
Or, as Munik puts it, "Where in the world 
can you study psychology, political science, 
religion, music, photography, and physics 
at the same time?" After spending a year 
at McKendree College in Lebanon, Illinois, 
he answered his own question, applying 
early decision to Haverford and receiving 
one of three academic scholarships award-
ed to international students every year. 

The transition to Haverford wasn't easy. 
Literally. According to athletic director and 
associate dean Greg Kannerstein '63, the 
19-year-old Shrestha arrived mid-May for 
a weekend visit. Or at least that's what 
Kannerstein thought. Shrestha had mis-
understood and expected to stay through 
the summer until the beginning of his first 
semester. Ever the opportunist and self-
starter, Munik calmly found his own hous-
ing, got a summer job with the 'Ford's 
grounds crew, and played for a cricket 
league in Philadelphia and Washington. 
"He also contacted a lot of future class-
mates by e-mail and knew half of them by 
the time they arrived," recalls Kannerstein. 
"A misunderstanding turned into an excel-
lent experience for all concerned." 

When coach and former member of the 
United States' national cricket team Kamran 
Khan saw Munik on the field, he knew 
Shrestha had something special. Khan 
called him an "all-rounder," meaning he's 
an excellent batter as well as a good bowler 
(equivalent to a pitcher in baseball). Munik 
stands at about 5'9", with a slender but 
muscular frame. Cricket is a sport that does-
n't require its athletes to resemble, say, 
Albert Pujols. He's quick on his feet and 
has a great batter's eye. Garrett McVaugh 
'04, a former member of the Haverford 
cricket team (known as the XI), says that 
Shrestha (with whom he played once) has 
the physical attributes required for a crick-
eter. "It is important to be physically fit, 
since the games last for many hours, and 
it is also important to have the mental 
aspects for those very same reasons," 
McVaugh says. "You must have the mind-
set for this quirky game." He points out 
that Shrestha is still improving the mental 
side of his game, but McVaugh was thor-
oughly impressed with Munik's raw talent. 

Need further proof of that natural abil-
ity? Shrestha's numbers from this season 
are astronomical: he led the team in total 
runs (251), tied with captain Sartaj 
Bhuiyan for an average of 41.83 runs per 
match, and scored a century in one of the 
XI's six matches this past season. According 
to Kannerstein, Shrestha possesses "great 
arm speed," which led him to permit a pal-
try 99 runs to score and an average of 7.8 
runs allowed for the season. Because he's 
only a freshman, there are still facets of his 
game that need some work (Kannerstein 
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College is home to the only 

varsity cricket team in the 

nation. But according to 

Munik, academics came first. 

describes his batting as "erratic" but thinks 
its due to his age). That means he has what 
professional American sports scouts might 
call "extreme upside." While he has some 
work to do hone his skills, Shrestha has 
the framework to become a great player. 

Yet the most important statistic does 
not belong to Shrestha alone: the team 
posted an 8-0 record during the fall sea-
son. Fielding a former national player did-
n't hurt, of course. "Having Shrestha on 
the team gives the other players a lot of 
pride and a standard to shoot for. Also, he 
has many cricket-talented classmates—the 
entire level of the team has risen. He is 
such an unselfish and modest guy that 
there is no resentment if he stands out," 
says Kannerstein. Adds Khan, "He is get-
ting more comfortable being a leader and 
brings a lot of experience, helping his team-
mates feel more confident." 

Off the cricket pitch, Shrestha is more 
than comfortable in his new surroundings 
Physics professor Walter Smith finds his star 
pupil well-adjusted and humble about his 
famed past. "It really came as a surprise to 
me to find out about his distinguished crick-
et career. That came up while we were hav-
ing lunch in the Campus Center café with 
Tom Tritton, during the winter break when 
Munik was doing research with me," says 

Smith. During this past winter recess, Munik 
assisted Smith in his work on Haverford's 
Atomic Force Microscope, improving the 
nanotubes at the tip of the machine in order 
to improve its resolution. Smith describes 
Shrestha as "engaged and active" in his stud-
ies and, with Munik's advanced background 
in physics, finds that he can depend on 
Shrestha to tutor his classmates. 

As if those aren't enough accomplish-
ments for a first-year international student, 
Munik has already made an impression on 
classmates and administration alike. 
"Munik is an amusing, friendly, droll fel-
low, with a bit of a 'Dalai Lama' personali-
ty. He has a thoughtful countenance which 
can break into a radiant smile," says 
Kannerstein. "He is very spiritually-mind-
ed, and an interesting combination of sci-
entist and philosopher. He has many 
friends from all segments of the commu-
nity and is not afraid to 'be his own man' 
while still being a contributing member of 
any group." It is this spirituality that made 
Shrestha feel even more at home in his new 
surroundings. "I think being a brilliant sci-
entist is not enough. We need to reach out 
to others and the world and help them as 
much as we can," Munik explains. "I am 
a great admirer of Quaker beliefs because 
they greatly resemble Buddhism: tolerance, 
respect, and concern of others." It's no 
wonder he feels right at home on 
Haverford's campus. 

With his first two semesters now behind 
him, Shrestha can look forward to expand-
ing his education even further as well as 
improving his skills on the cricket field. 
While Nepal and its turmoil may be thou-
sands of miles away, Munik has found a 
new home at Haverford. If he's ever home-
sick, however, he always has his memories 
of his success. Asked to describe his 
favorite recollection, Shrestha thinks of the 
moment he scored the century against 
Singapore. "As is the custom in cricket, I 
raised my bat to my teammates, and to all 
the crowd. I didn't want to lower my bat 
at all," he recalls. "But everything that rises 
has to come down." 

Fortunately for Shrestha, he can defy 
gravity—he's got nowhere to go but up. 

Charles Curtis '04 is a freelance writer in 
New York whose work has appeared in ESPN 
the Magazine, Entertainment Weekly, and 
TV Guide. 
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Administrative Service: 

Down to a Science 
Professor of Biology Philip Meneely assumes a new role 

as Haverford's associate provost. 

f you look at any Haverford commit-
tee roster from the past few years, you're 
likely to find Professor of Biology Philip 
Meneely's name. He's served as the natu-
ral sciences' representative on Academic 
Council, the Academic Council's repre-
sentative on the College Planning 
Committee, interim director of the 
Koshland Integrated Natural Sciences 
Center, chair of the biology department, 
and director of Haverford's Howard 
Hughes Medical Institute program, which 
funds biomedical research, faculty devel-
opment, and science education at col-
leges around the country. In the latter 
position, Meneely advocated courses and 
workshops for faculty members: "It's a 
question of, how do you keep getting bet-
ter once you're here? We needed to bring 
faculty together to learn from each other." 
Meneely now gets to tackle this question 
from a different perspective as the new 
associate provost of the College 

Although he's accumulated many 
years of administrative service, the 
Punxsutawney, Pa. (he's only the town's 
second most famous Phil) native's first love 
remains research, specifically in the area 
of genetics. "It lets you think about where 
things come from, what gets people from 
one generation to the next," he says. "It 
brings up the question, What is the mean-
ing of existence?'" He received his bache-
lor's degree from Geneva College in Beaver 
Falls, Pa., in 1975, and went on to receive 
a Ph.D. in genetics from the University of 
Minnesota, Twin Cities, in 1980. 

In graduate school he began working 
with the worm Caenorhabditis elegans, also 
known as C. elegans, and in doing so 
became something of a pioneer. "When we 
started working with C. elegans, there were 
12 labs in the world using it, and 77 peo-
ple total," he says. "Now there are over 
3,000 scientists studying it, but I'm proud 
to have been one of the first 77." 

"Since cancer is caused 

by a breakdown in the 

processes of the cell, if 

you understand more 

about these processes 

in normal cells, you 

understand what can 

go wrong in cancer cells." 

"He was very committed, very hard-
working," says Meneely's graduate advi-
sor, University of Minnesota Professor of 
Genetics Robert Herman, with whom 
Meneely still keeps in touch. "It's part of 
his nature to have a strong work ethic." 

Meneely continued working with C. ele-
gans from 1980-84 during his postdoctor-
al research at the University of Colorado, 
Boulder. He focused on sex determination, 
studying the traits that make the X chro-
mosome distinctive from all others. 
"Humans have 46 chromosomes," he 
explains, "and of these, 44 are unremark- 

by Brenna McBride 

Philip Meneely 

able, and then you have the X and Y. The 
function of the X chromosome is to deter-
mine the sex of that animal." There are 
many ways in which the X distinguishes 
itself from its fellow chromosomes, says 
Meneely: "For instance, in humans, only 
a few of the X chromosome's thousands of 
genes have anything to do with the differ-
ence between males and females." 

He carried this research over into his 
position as a faculty member at the Fred 
Hutchinson Cancer Center in Seattle, 
which he joined in 1985. The 'Hutch' is 
one of the leading cancer research and 
treatment centers in the world. "The great 
thing about the Center is their policy of 
inviting faculty members to work on what-
ever project they liked, and later they'd fig-
ure out how it related to cancer research," 
he says. "Since cancer is caused by a break-
down in the processes of the cell, if you 
understand more about these processes in 
normal cells, you understand what can go 
wrong in cancer cells." Meneely's projects 
were not directly part of the Center's can-
cer studies, but this experience gave him 
a chance to work with some of the lead-
ing molecular biologists in the world. 

Meneely came to Haverford in 1995, 
spurred by a desire to work more directly 
with students. "When I interviewed with 
(Professor of Biology) Judy Owen, I felt 
immediately that this was a person who 
would be a great friend and colleague," he 
recalls. "We had a common vision of 
undergraduate science education." 

Owen was impressed that Meneely had 
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taken every available opportunity 
to involve students in his work at the Fred 
Hutchinson Center, where he had also 
organized an active summer research pro-
gram. "His educational philosophy meshed 
beautifully with ours, in that he liked the 
department's approach to biology through 
the study of molecules and cells and with 
extensive student involvement in research," 

Owen was impressed that 

Meneely had taken every 

available opportunity to 

involve students in his work 

at the Fred Hutchinson 

Center, where he had also 

organized an active summer 

research program. 

she says. "He was thoughtful about cur-
riculum development issues and clearly 
had the experience that we needed in a 
senior appointee." 

Since he's been at Haverford, Meneely's 
research has centered on meiosis, a fun-
damental biological process of all organ-
isms that have a nucleus and chromo-
somes: "We have 46 chromosomes, and 
when we make sperm or eggs we put 
23 of these into the egg cell for offspring." 
Every human being has 23 pairs of 
chromosomes—two copies each—and 
Meneely examines the ways in which each 
chromosome finds its partner within a 
cell. He compares this pairing to a zipper,  

which comes together at one place before 
closing up. When a zipper fails, it is often 
in one of two ways: either the two pieces 
are unable to come together or it falls 
apart after it closes. "Meiosis fails in much 
the same way," says Meneely, "usually 
because the paired chromosomes fall apart 
early in the process." Errors in meiosis 
may lead to complications for pregnant 
women: Too many copies of chromosome 
21 could result in the baby's having Down 
syndrome, but too few copies of any chro-
mosome may lead to a very early miscar-
riage. 

Meneely still uses C. elegans in his proj-
ects. "It's inexpensive, easy to grow in a 
laboratory, and develops quickly," he says. 
The worm is so popular among biologists, 
he explains, that when scientists first con-
sidered sequencing the human genome, 
they turned to C. elegans to develop the 
techniques for high-throughput sequenc-
ing and dealing with large volumes of data: 
"It's the first animal to have its DNA com-
pletely sequenced." 

He involves Haverford students—
whom he describes as "intellectually fear-
less"—in his research whenever he can. 
Last summer, Ann Cooper '06 was one 
of six students who worked in Meneely's 
lab; she studied a meiotic protein called 
him-5 which is believed to regulate the 
number and distribution of pairing events 
on the X chromosome in C. elegans. "I 
had a wonderful experience working with 
Phil," she says. "His teaching style is one 
that strongly promotes independent 
thinking. Rather than providing direct 
answers to our questions, he often asks  

us more questions in return, a method 
that enables us to develop problem-solv-
ing skills and tackle scientific problems 
thoroughly." 

In addition to his Haverford responsi-
bilities, Meneely has served on an 
American Cancer Society advisory panel 
in developmental biology, a National 
Institutes of Health review panel for genet-
ics, and numerous review panels for the 
National Science Foundation. During the 
seemingly rare times he's not working, he 
goes home to Ardmore, where he lives with 
his wife, Deb, a librarian at the Newtown 
Square Public Library, and his oldest 
daughter Alison, a recent graduate of 
Franklin & Marshall College who now 
attends nursing school at Harcum College 
in Bryn Mawr. (He and Alison share the 
lifelong experience of informing the world 
that one's name is spelled with only one 
`I.') His son, Andy, is entering his senior 
year at Calvin College in Michigan. 

Considering his role as associate 
provost, Meneely plans to support Provost 
J. David Dawson in any way he can, 
examine what works and what doesn't 
about the way the office is run, help fellow 
faculty members better understand the 
decisions made by the provost, and—
most importantly—not screw up. There's 
a "Far Side" cartoon, he says, that per-
fectly illustrates this last hope: It depicts 
a woefully unprepared orchestra percus-
sionist, about to perform with only one 
cymbal. His only thought: "Don't screw 
up. Don't screw up." 

"I feel the same way," Meneely laughs. I: 

Philip Meneely has taught the following classes at Haverford: 

Human Genetic Diversity, a course for 
non-science students that examines human 
biology in light of the Human Genome 
Project. 

A year-long sophomore biology class 
emphasizing the relationship of the princi-
ples of genetics to broader findings in 
molecular and cellular biology. 

Advanced Genetic Analysis, which uses 
genetic tools to study complex biological 
problems; topics include gene families, func-
tional RNAs, histone modifications and 
structural features of chromosomes. 

Developmental Biology, which uses fruit 
fly development and a comparative evolu-
tionary approach to examine principles of 
animal development. 

Computational Genomics, combining lec-
tures and workshops to use the tools of bioin-
formatics and understand how they work. 
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■ n a steady drizzle with temperatures cling-
ing in the low 30s, Christopher Frey harnessed 
himself into a steel workbasket attached to a 
60-foot telescoping boom and advanced on one 
of the most daunting missions of his career. 

Scaling the historic buildings of Haverford's 
campus, Frey, an historic materials consultant, 
was on a hunt to collect, of all things, paint 
chips and mortar samples. Bagged and labeled, 
these half-inch-square sections painstakingly 
carved and pried out with a simple utility knife 
would offer a glimpse into the original colors 
and materials that once adorned the College. 

The two-year study and repair of Haverford's  

academic and residential buildings began in 
October 2002, and ended in May 2004 with a 
massive collection of data on how the struc-
tures once looked and which colors choices and 
mortar formulas would be accurate for a preser-
vation project to restore the facade. 

Surprisingly, instead of hushed and somber, 
Haverford's earliest design influences were dra-
matic and deep. With each building eventually 
repainted in shades originally borrowed from 
countryside and quarry, the campus likely will 
evolve into a hint of its initial intensity. 

"The whole process was really eye-opening," 
says Frey, sitting in his Doylestown, Pa., office 
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One College Circle: The President's House 

surrounded by a microscope, computer, 
and stacks of notebooks. "When you go 
through school you learn about paint 
palettes from different historical periods, 
but to see the mastery of color during the 
investigation was another thing altogether." 

"When I began to see natural colors 
turn up—it was exciting because it was 
unexpected," says Frey, who majored in 
history at Dartmouth and went on to spe-
cialize in the architectural conservation 
treatment of historic buildings at the 
University of Pennsylvania's historic preser-
vation graduate program. Frey and George 
E. Thomas, Ph.D., of CivicVisions, con-
ducted the Haverford study. Thomas, a 
preservation consultant, is an adjunct fac-
ulty member at Penn and has written and 
lectured widely on 19th-century and early 
20th-century American architecture. 

"The public perception of what 
Victorian color was—is not always accu-
rate," says Frey. "The pastel-like painted 
ladies of the Jersey Shore don't really reflect 
what the majority of Victorian architecture 
was about—an intentional use of organic 
colors which were found in nature and in 
natural building materials. Without ques-
tion, Victorian colors were dark—materi-
als were dark stone, schist, dark red, and 
brick. Those natural colors were incorpo-
rated into the paint scheme. I expected to 
see natural colors—the design intent has 
to be sympathetic to the surrounding stone. 
But it was more vibrant than I expected." 

John Diaz, associate director of physical 
plant, explains the intricacies of various 
restoration projects associated with the 
Getty Grant. Opposite: Chris Frey at work. 
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Archaeological Detection 
The study, which included 36 campus 

buildings, was made possible by a grant 
from the Getty Foundation's Campus 
Heritage Initiative. The program is highly 
competitive, says Robert Melnick, visiting 
senior program officer for the Getty 
Foundation. 

"It's a sign of the excellence of the pro-
posal that Haverford was chosen," says 
Melnick. "We found the resources on cam-
pus interesting and were excited that it was 
a extraordinary and cohesive collection of 
Quaker architecture. There was a real need 
that was expressed and a good work plan. 
It was clear the campus was behind this 
project and that the buildings really mat-
tered to Haverford." 

It was not just the state of the buildings, 
said Melnick, but the diversity of archi-
tecture that emerged as critical factors in 
choosing Haverford. "The wonderful thing 
about Haverford is that there's a sense of 
being in a pastoral setting. Haverford  

wouldn't be what it is if it wasn't for that 
landscape setting." 

The well-maintained history, he says, 
demonstrated long-term resource stew-
ardship. One of the more surprising details 
the Haverford study revealed: the layers 
and variety of paint discovered. "At 
Haverford you have an example of histo-
ry being painted over for years," says 
Melnick former dean of the University of 
Oregon's School of Architecture and Allied 
Arts. "You never know what you're going 
to get when you begin. It becomes a form 
of archaeological detection." 

The Getty Foundation, part of the J. 
Paul Getty Trust, an international cultural 
and philanthropic organization, relies on 
a range of national experts during the deci-
sion-making process. The panel includes 
art historians and preservationists who 
make final recommendations to the 
Foundation. In the four years since it 
began, this national initiative has now 
served about 60 schools. 



HAVERFORD 

The $170,000 grant is significant, not 
just for Haverford, but for the other schools 
that have gone on to receive it. 

"A number of years ago it became clear 
to us that there was a growing need to sup-
port campuses as they pay attention to 
their historic resources," says Melnick, a 
fellow of the American Society of Land-
scape Architects. 

"These campuses are repositories of 
great architecture and those resources were 
not getting the attention they might have 
because schools are under pressure to place 
their funds elsewhere. By the time you add 
that up, preservation wasn't getting the 
attention it should," he says. "We're already 
seeing that it's helping schools make deci-
sions about future changes." 

Another advantage of the Campus 
Heritage Initiative—it may spark a dia-
logue about the future of vigilant growth. 

"When you see large attention paid to 
those resources, the buildings, and the  

landscape, you realize it becomes a tool to 
think about future additions and changes 
to the campus," says Melnick. "I feel very 
strongly we need to both remember the 
past and be responsible to the future. It's 
a way to pay attention and take better care 
of the buildings we have. And when you're 
sitting down, making major decisions 
about the future of the campus, on that 
decision-making table ought to be the 
interests of preservation. 

"People would never think of a new 
building without talking about the need 
for restrooms or lighting. As a campus 
moves forward, preservation of its partic-
ular heritage should always be part of the 
conversation." 

Searching for Identity 
Indeed, partnering with Getty gave 

Haverford the research muscle needed to 
establish the historical significance of its 
buildings. But in many ways it also stirred  

a long-settled complacency over identity 
"The Getty study has revealed that this 

is not what the original campus looked 
liked at all," says John Mosteller, Haverford's 
Director of Foundation and Corporate 
Relations. "The monochromatic scheme 
was imposed on the entire campus in the 
1980s and looks 'appropriately' Quaker 
because it's understated and sleepy." 

This faux-Quaker aesthetic, he says, 
denies the complexity and history of what 
the Quakers found acceptable. 

"It projects a different image than what 
the College is trying to attract," says 
Mosteller. "What started as a school for 30 
local boys is today a place where we are 
purposefully trying to recruit a diverse stu-
dent body. Those students have to walk 
around this campus and ask themselves, 
Will I fit in here?" 

The Getty results will help Haverford 
focus on restoration, but perhaps more 
importantly, they serve as a draft for fur-
ther development. Making the historic 
renovations only as planned repairs come 
up offers time to choose which projects 
are priorities. 

"The collection of buildings and their 
relationship to the landscape will help 
inform our strategies on master planning," 
says Mosteller. "The exhibition was part 
of the education process. What's not under-
stood yet is how important cosmetics are to 
retain and recruit. I think we have a lot of 
educating to do. There are opportunities 
and unrealized potential here," he says. 
"It's a very new idea to view the buildings 
of an institution as an asset to advance its 
mission from the historical point of view" 
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George Thomas agrees. When every-
thing was painted "Haverford white," in the 
1970s and '80s, he says, the school risked 
a perception of monoculture. 

"It showed the trustees resisting the 
change of the culture of the times," says 
Thomas, who co-authored Building 
America's First University: An Historical and 
Architectural Guide to the University of 
Pennsylvania. "And there is a consequence 
of the choice. One of the things that we 
now see is architecturally; Princeton and 
MIT are about making big statements. 
Haverford wants to attract a diverse, dif-
ferentiated community ... if the College is 
really after a diverse community, there are 
ways to represent that. A student drives 
onto the campus and make up their mind 
in three minutes." 

Laying the Groundwork 
Historic preservation is not about freez-

ing buildings at a specific moment in time, 
Chris Frey says, but about responsible 
change management. 

"Each building presents its own unique  

record of changes over time—we're trying 
to give Haverford the tools to go forward. 
You have to weigh whether or not it's crit-
ical to have a pure historic renovation," 
says Frey. "We tried to provide Haverford 
with options." 

In the earliest stages of the research, 
Frey and Thomas meticulously catalogued 
each building while walking through the 
campus over a two-day period. While pho-
tographing exteriors, the two men talked 
about the best places to extract samples 
and estimated the number needed. In the 
end, an average of 35 samples would be 
mined from each structure. 

The Quaker influence, says Chris Frey, 
is evident particularly in the design and 
aesthetics of Founders Hall. But more 
expressive colors and design begin to 
emerge in the influence of Victorian archi-
tecture on campus in the second half of 
the 19th century—beginning with Magill 
Library and Barclay Hall—and then more 
extensively in the residential buildings 
along College Lane and College Circle. 

"If you're standing at the Green you will  

see the balance of two buildings that frame 
Founders," says George Thomas. "It's a 
communication of meaning. It's an agri-
culturally related domestic building—this 
is the moment when Haverford was trying 
to keep its agricultural meaning. But then 
look at the collegiate gothic chapel as 
library—this shows it's shifting to the 
mainstream. The next big piece is 
Barclay — high, collegiate gothic poly-
chrome slate roof in the order of what other 
colleges are building—a residential com-
munity, a lifestyle." And that assessment, 
of course, comes without regarding 
Barclay's regal tower, lost to fire years ago. 

It was daunting to assemble a project 
of this scope, Frey admits. 

"But it's been the greatest opportunity 
that I've had professionally because there 
are so many different types of buildings," 
Frey says. "We wanted to get a sense of 
how the buildings looked over different 
times in history" 

The most demanding building, says 
Frey, was 9 College Lane. An original 
section of the building with some addi- 
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tions showed evidence of three different 
historical periods. 

The most delightful building to study, 
he says, was the president's house. Because 
so many changes were made to the resi-
dential buildings, the Victorian homes were 
more complicated than the academic build-
ings. "We tried to determine which ele-
ments dated to the addition periods, and 
how the colors changed for all elements, 
original and added during different histor-
ical periods. We were looking for evidence 
of aggressive weathering or fire damages." 

Catalogued in four plain notebooks on 
his office bookshelf are Frey's fastidious 
notes including numbered, hand-drawn 
ink illustrations of the buildings where he 
had chiseled out paint and mortar samples. 

"Sampling insures you have all the right 
information and you cover your bases," he 
says. "I cross-check and double-check the 
physical evidence and correlated the infor-
mation to historic photographs. Managing 
nearly 1,300 specimens was overwhelm-
ing—but it gives us a sophisticated tech-
nical study." 

Structural Jeopardy 
One blistering July afternoon last sum-

mer, John Diaz edged his golf cart into a 
spot behind the Ira DeA. Reid House to 
inspect a patch of peeling paint. The 
Haverford associate director of physical 
plant knew it was no emergency—but the 
College had spent the last several years 
entrenched in a campus-wide restoration 
project. The weeping strips of paint, tucked 
close to a sloping roofline, presented a 
problem that required some very exacting 
color-matching standards to mend. 

Turns out the small area of paint at Ira 
DeA. Reid House had been poorly prepared, 
Diaz guesses, and likely was applied without 
using a primer and going down to bare wood. 

"I didn't like to see that," says Diaz, who 
has worked at Haverford for 20 years. "But 
we go back to the Munsell chips and it was 
easy to take off the defective paint. The 
Getty grant sets up standards for all these 
historic buildings. It's nice to have that out-
lined to go forward. Even more importantly 
we now have recipes for the masonry 
mortars that are invaluable." 

Used by many preservationists to match 
historic paint chips as precisely as possi-
ble with paint made by current companies, 
the Munsell Color System used in the 
Getty study is a standardized technical ref-
erence and color-matching system. 
Haverford has used M.A.B. exterior paints 
for most of its projects. 

After the match work is finalized, most 
paint repairs are straightforward. But 
many of the Getty Grant projects were 
more intricate. It was an exciting time for 
Diaz, who worked with Frey and has 
managed all the repairs. They spent time 
at Magill Library with Diana Peterson, 
Haverford's manuscripts librarian and 
archivist, poring over historic drawings, 
photographs and other archives in hopes 
they would uncover the original look of 
the buildings. 

"We wanted to know what the College 
looked like originally, particularly in 
regard to the Carvill Arch," says Diaz. Vines 
creeping in a mass over the arch had veiled 
some of the structure, leaving the team to 
discover what was hidden. With the 
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research complete, an engineer prepared 
drawings and the reconstruction of what 
remained of Haverford's original green-
house began. 

"What triggered the repair of the 
Carvill Arch was that it was structurally 
in jeopardy because the moisture was 
destroying it and the pointing and mor-
tar repair over the years was not uniform 
and not appropriate," says Diaz. "We were 
close enough, so we thought we might as 
well do the whole thing." 

Built in 1839 and hence saturated with 
moisture, the arch required skilled 
masons, working three men at a time for 
about three months, to complete the job. 
They began by drying out the Carvill 
Arch. Ultimately, the base and top were 
waterproofed and the pointing of the arch 
was done with Saint Astier's Natural 
Hydraulic Lime imported from France 
and purchased from a Quakertown, Pa., 
distributor. A new stainless sub-structure 
for the arch was also installed (which is 
not visible behind the brick-and-mortar 
facade). 

"It was exciting because it may be one 
of the few installations that we've done 
without cement and it's self-healing," says 
Diaz, who first became interested in his-
torical mortar during renovations of 
Founders Hall in 1993. "It gets rid if the 
water by itself and it's more pliable and mal-
leable. It's the way things should be done," 
says Diaz. "We didn't want to use artificial 
samples. We had to let them dry and cover 
them with burlap and then wet them each 
day. It was laborious and detailed and con-
scientiously done," he adds. 

Using the formulas described in the 
Getty grant, Diaz created detailed batch 
sheets, now a permanent and priceless 
resource for future restoration projects at 
the College. 

At Magill Library the windows facing 
Founders Green were made to look his-
torically accurate, complete with a delicate 
rippling in the glass. Diaz replaced sashes 
with mahogany wood, added new bronze 
chains, pulleys, and sash locks. The sash-
es were painted a darker color according 
to the scheme provided by the Getty grant. 

Largely satisfied with the projects, Diaz 
still finds some hurdles with long-term 
restoration. "The most frustrating thing is 
that you still negotiate (with each repair). 
Its not totally pure as far as the results are  

concerned. It relates to functionality, aes-
thetics, and appearance. The nature of paint 
is that is more correctable—mortar is not." 

A Strong Sense of Place 
The meticulous results of the Getty 

grant have launched a comprehensive his-
toric preservation drive at Haverford. Still, 
the College wrestles with the question of 
just how much architecture and landscape 
fuel identity 

"Your academic program is the reason 
why people come here," says Haverford 
President Tom Tritton. "They want to 
learn. I'm very content the academic cen-
ter of the College is our purpose. But 
we've been doing a lot of thinking about 
our identity and what messages we proj-
ect either intentionally or unintentional-
ly. It's been said before that 'beautiful 
spaces create beautiful thoughts.' It is the 
complex interplay between all the things 
that are important." 

Haverford must explore what message it 
conveys through its campus and perhaps 
how it creates a brand identity for the 
school. But Tritton is not easily swayed by 
the jargon of commerce. 

"I have to say I don't like the word 
branding," says Tritton. "It seems very cor-
porate and we're not. We have a strong 
sense of purpose of what were trying to 
accomplish. What I think we don't have is 
as strong a sense of place. Our historical 
heritage needs to be protected. It's a social 
obligation to take care of things that real-
ly belong to everyone. But we also need to 
express contemporary values. It's a hard 
balance to strike." 

Whether a prospective student is 
swayed by soaring modern architecture or 
soothed by a bucolic setting, Tritton says, 
is arbitrary 

"That sense of place is more of a sub-
conscious factor when they're deciding 
where they should go," says Tritton. 
"That's what makes it fascinating. These 
kinds of perceptions are personal. There 
are only two entrances to our campus—
and either way you come in, what you're 
struck with is the serenity and beauty of 
the landscape, natural environment, and 
the grace of the buildings. It's fortunate 
you don't see one of the world's truly ugli-
est structures, the Field House, until you 
are already inside. If that was the first 
thing you saw it would create a com- 

pletely different impression." 
Haverford administers a student ques-

tionnaire both for students who choose the 
school and for those who go elsewhere. 
"We hear fairly regularly about the beau-
ty of the campus," says Tritton. "But it's 
rarely the principal reason for why they 
made their decision." 

A campus master plan shows a view of 
buildings surrounded by green space. 
Future structures won't intrude upon the 
natural areas, says Tritton, and those 
buildings will reflect green design prin-
cipals. The campus was designed with 
harmony and coherence, says Tritton, and 
future plans will follow that blueprint. 

"I'm optimistic about what Haverford has 
begun," says George Thomas. "It's not about 
the grant, it's about the dialogue it engen-
ders. It's not just about appearance—it's 
about the social dynamics. Haverford's ahead 
in the race because its asking questions." 

* * * 

On his way into Magill Library for a few 
hours of study, Derek Ettensohn '06 took a 
minute to chat about the influence of 
Haverford's campus. The English major, 
just back from a visit with friends at 
Middlebury College, says its tough to pin-
point exactly why the grounds and build-
ings resonate with him. He was glad to be 
back, though. And the pastoral setting, he 
says, does impact his proficiency. 

"The buildings here have a homey feel, 
the stone and light colors I think are less 
intimidating than a campus with a lot of 
daunting, tall buildings," says Ettensohn. 

Even when it comes to his preference 
in Haverford's libraries, Ettensohn gravi-
tates toward Magill's dark and gracious cor-
ners instead of the more modern design of 
the science library "Magill has a more inti-
mate feel," says Ettensohn. "The look of 
the campus has impacted me positively as 
far as being comfortable and that makes 
me much more productive." 

Kate Campbell is a freelance writer. Her work 
has appeared in The Philadelphia Inquirer, 
The Boston Globe, and People magazine. 
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A Campus Informed by the Quaker Aesthetic 

Traditional Quaker art and design has 
not changed much since the campus was 
founded, says Haverford history professor 
Emma Lapsansky, co-editor of Quaker 
Aesthetics: Reflections on a Quaker Ethic in 
American Design and Consumption, 1720-
1920 (University of Pennsylvania Press, 
2002). "The focus was on natural materi-
als, and on being utilitarian, unostenta-
tious, and easy to maintain." 

As for the campus, she says, "there con-
tinues to be a focus on horticulture, on the 
arboretum, and on natural materials like 
stone and wood rather than brick. The 
`stucco' that adorns Founders Hall is a fair-
ly 'natural' clay." 

Although it seems inconsistent to see 
the more formal architecture of Magill just 
a stone's throw from the more agrarian 
Founders Hall, Lapsansky explains the 
Orthodox branch of Friends who started 
the school tended to be somewhat influ- 
enced by the general Christian movement 
of the Second Great Awakening Era, which 
was more concerned getting Christianity 
and the Bible in the hands of folks than 
with retaining the patina of "plain-ness." 

According to Lapsansky, who also is 
curator of the College's Quaker Collection, 
Quakers held that certain kinds of art were 
discouraged, lest they lead to vanity. 

"If you painted a picture and obtained 
artistic effect by emphasizing or playing 
down certain features, then in some sense 
you've told a lie," Lapsansky says. "Repre-
sentational art, therefore, presented two 
kinds of problems for early Friends: The 
first was that by producing it, or focusing 
attention on it, one risked being distract- 
ed from Divine reality, being distracted by 
`frivolity' and not putting one's attention 
on work and bettering the lot of those who 
were in need in the world." 

The second problem, says Lapsansky, 
is that portraits and other art works invit-
ed vanity. 

"Such art encouraged people to adorn 
themselves, and their homes, with "waste-
ful" trinkets. The resources used for such 
unnecessary items detracted from resources 
that could be put to the uses of serving the 
poor, or set aside so that one could retire 
from work and devote oneself to prayer 
and good works. To summarize, then, art 
was seen as a distraction from the quiet, 
prayerful posture that would allow one to 
hear the "still small voice of God." 

Many of these rigid structures have been 
softened in the modern Quaker world. 
However, whatever changes are to come, 
says Lapsansky, Haverford can remain loyal 
to the Quaker roots of beauty and sim-
plicity by keeping its architectural evolu-
tion focused on natural materials and 
uncluttered lines. CI) 

—K.C. 
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Stephen Harper '76 at home 
in his Miami Shores snowbird 
retreat in January 2005, two 
months before the Supreme 
Court ruled against the juvenile 
death penalty: "We were 
cautiously optimistic," he 
remembers. Opposite: Damon 
Peterson at 30. 
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Stephen at work at the Miami Public Defender's office: "I thought I could make 
a difference in South Florida." 

1111111 : ''''' 1i11111117711.1111.111'111 7" 
111111111117111 tworinr:u 	wit ounni in 

 

Against Death 

over her head and a broom handle over 
Damon's leg, at 2372 1/2 NW 47th Terrace 
(1981-85); Lawrence Sheppard, a crackhead, 
at 2366 NW 101st Street (1985) —but Jo 
Ann alternated living with Artis and 
Sheppard for the next 10 years, also taking 
occasional side-stays with other men, among 
whom was one Willie Williams (1985-95), 
whom we'll hear more of . . . 

Damon had seen his mother doing drugs 
and having sex with all of her boyfriends, 
and being beaten unmercifully, too. He would 
occasionally drift back and stay with his 
grandmother Mary Corston, then float 
between Artis's and Sheppard's apartments, 
but as things degenerated and Jo Ann's life 
unraveled into a kind of anatomy of melan-
choly, he began living on the street, eating 
and sleeping where he could, scavenging, 
stealing; by age 10, he was a regular in Little 
River Park, 10525 NW 24th Avenue in unin-
corporated NW Miami-Dade, a no-man's-
land of bums, hookers, junkies, thieves, and 
other wild kids like himself. 

In 1989, when he was 12, Damon and an 
older boy were arrested for throwing rocks 
and bricks at cars from overpasses (the case 
was nolle prossed). Six months later he was 
arrested for car burglary with two nephews of 
Vivian Woodard, mother of a friend from 
Little River Park, a dope addict who some-
times let him stay with her; when he turned 
13 he was arrested again for car burglary  

and later grand theft auto, and was finally 
committed to the "Try Center," an experi-
mental Miami facilty for the hordes of large-
ly minority delinquents plaguing Dade 
County. The Try Center was a non-residen-
tial program that concentrated on remoti- 

From the age of 6, school 

records show an unusually 

bright, educable boy, but the 

chaotic life he led pointed 

straight down. Soon he was 

missing school and turning 

inward. By age 12, he was 

committing crimes. At 16, 

he was a murderer. 

vating troubled bids by attempting to help 
them establish better relations with their fam-
ilies . . . but Jo Ann never attended confer-
ences and was reported to be heavily addict-
ed to crack at the time. 

Damon's "report card" pronounced him a 
good boy, having attended classes regularly 
and having made "good relationships." But 
he was living at Sheppard's part of the time, 
though not being fed or clothed by him, and  

for the rest—weather permitting—sleeping 
in the streets and stealing food from super-
markets like a young coyote. Two weeks after 
graduating from Try, he was arrested for 
smashing a car window with a spark plug 
and stealing a purse, and placed in a shelter 
until trial (no family members were avail-
able to take him). Drug evaluators said he 
was using marijuana, "about once a week, 
so Damon was recommended for treatment. A 
child psychologist found he suffered from "no 
serious psychopathology" but was "a quiet, 
almost morose child". . . The psychologist, 
Dr. Walter Reid, expressed concerns about 
the boy's illiteracy, his mother's severe addic-
tion, and the fact that he wasn't attending 
school at all: "Some cultivating now could 
keep him out of the adult system . . . ." 

* * * 

"Of course he didn't get much in the 
way of 'cultivating,"' Stephen Harper '76, 
an adjunct professor of juvenile justice at 
the University of Miami, and Assistant 
Public Defender in that city, recalls, remem-
bering his first juvenile death penalty case 
(Damon's crime was quickly adjusted 
downward as he pled guilty, accepting a 
life sentence that may see him paroled in 
his 40s.) "The realities of some of these 
kids' lives are so different from the lives 
most of us know, our judgmental standards 
are off . . . I mean it requires an act of imag-
ination to put yourself in their heads, that 
many jurors and judiciary and police find 
hard to do . . . it isn't anyone's fault, its just 
a sad reality of the times . . ." Harper, from 
Warren, Pennsylvania, operates from a 
moral perspective he says he came to 
Haverford to enhance in 1972, his dad 
Samuel Knox Harper '38, uncle Heber R. 
'42, a lawyer and a political science pro-
fessor respectively, and brother John L. '72, 
a diplomatic history professor at Johns 
Hopkins in Italy, all having benefited con-
siderably from what he calls "the Quaker 
traditions of the place." (Though the 
Harpers were born Methodists). "Home 
life, the '60s and Quaker beliefs had some 
obvious effect on my opposition to the 
death penalty," he says now After gradu-
ation he worked for a year as a laborer, saw 
a bit of the world, and eventually gradu-
ated from Northeastern University School 
of Law in Boston, in 1984: [At Haverford] 
"I was going to major in history, but got 
sidetracked by sociology and anthropolo- 
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On the steps of the Supreme Court Building, Nina Totenberg interviews Stephen, Len Rubenstein (Director of Physicians for Human 
Rights), Steve Orizin, Lawrence Steinberg, and Marsha Levich. 

gy. Wyatt McGaffey, Bill Hohenstein, and 
Mark Gould got me interested in how soci-
eties work and why . . . more diverse than 
I ever knew . . . ." 

Harper, a strikingly handsome man 
whose dark hair is going gray, has about 
him the air of the more solid lefties of the 
'60s—Tom Hayden, Mitch Goodman, 
Dennis Hayes, Mario Savio—crossed with 
the forthrightness of a silent movie hero, 
Richard Todd, maybe, and the contrasting 
determination of the poet Ted Berrigan . . . 
A certain clarity of eye much missed in con-
temporary culture, where wised-up practi-
cality often glazes over moral perception. 
The tendency today is for left activists to 
concentrate on "doable" possibilities rather 
than visionary ones, as if American culture 
had been tainted by our experience since 
Reagan, and the whole enterprise dropped 
a couple of imaginative notches . . . Harper 
is a practical guy, too, but doesn't subscribe 
to such limitations. South Florida fit right 
into his world view: "In Miami, I thought I 
could do some good," he says. 

His first priorities involved minority 
kids, who in the '80s "Miami Vice" era, 
were tending to get shot at a lot by cops, 
and sentenced to jail terms disproportion-
ate to their crimes. Nobody had had it 
tougher than Damon Peterson. 

From the age of 6, school records show 
an unusually bright, educable boy, but the 
chaotic life he led pointed straight down. 
Soon he was missing school and turning 
inward. By age 12, he was committing 
crimes. At 16, he was a murderer. When 
Harper met him he was 5-9, rangy, with a 
hangdog look, Rastafarian dreadlocks, and 
knock-off Air-Jordans—"felony kicks." But 
they connected: "You could see what he 
had in him," Harper remembers. And what 
a waste there'd been. 

Stephen Harper's long fight against the 
juvenile death penalty, won a little more 
than a year ago, when the Supreme Court 
ruled that youngsters who'd committed 
capital crimes at less than 18 could no 
longer be summarily executed in the U.S. — 
and his campaign against the death penal-
ty in general—can't be said to have begun 
with the Peterson case; but they certainly 

"I remember throwing up 

after we left the prison and 

thinking something like 

what I witnessed was the 

spirit of life itself, what the 

Quakers call the light of 

God within us all . . . For 

any of us to extinguish it, 

would be like extinguishing 

God itself." 

coalesced around it. The emotional flash-
point, though, happened earlier: "I was in 
law school and visited a man on [Florida 
State Prison's] Death Row [at Starke] with 
a lawyer I was interning with. The guy was 
crazy [so crazy he's never been executed]. 
And yet in the craziness, it was clear that 
he did not want to die . . it was like there 
was an independent force inside him, apart 
from him." The condemned man was 
straining to hear news of an appeal he'd just 
lost in the 5th Circuit, writhing his head to 
catch the words better, beyond the patent 
reassurances and well-meaning general-
izations of counsel, and rolling his eyes to 
see past their professional expressions . . . 

He wanted to live very badly—right 
through the mere language of the law . . . 
"It was life itself," Harper recalls, remem-
bering the weight of it, and sounding awed. 
"I remember throwing up after we left the 
prison and thinking something like what I 
witnessed was the spirit of life itself, what 
the Quakers call the light of God within us 
all . . . For any of us to extinguish it, would 
be like extinguishing God itself." 

The Damon Peterson case focused most 
of this, and came to Steve through his sec-
ond wife Odalys Acosta, MSW, a therapist 
at Hialeah Miami Lakes High School, 
whom he met at the Public Defender's 
Office. She kept raving about how much 
insight and intelligence the young man 
had, and how much damage he'd sus-
tained. "He was [already] trying to get edu-
cated and was being used by the jail in 
`scared straight' classes for troubled kids," 
Harper told me. [As a Muslim Imam] "He 
[now] helps young fellows coming into 
the system for the first time, who aren't 
sentenced [to long terms], to cope, to make 
something of themselves [not just get 
caught up in the drugs, violence, and per-
version of prison culture.] He's a much bet-
ter man than he was when he came in. He's 
helping. By the time he gets out, he'll have 
developed in ways that couldn't have been 
foreseen..." And that wouldn't have hap-
pened if prosecutors hadn't agreed to a deal, 
because before Steve's and other anti-juve-
nile death penalty law teams' efforts, the 
U.S. saw 22 children executed, two-thirds 
of them in Texas, in the "modern," post-
1973 years. Florida hadn't put a child to 
death recently, reversing many sentences, 
but feeling was running high in the Miami 
area on Peterson, as a series of auto-jacking 
deaths had been plaguing European 
tourists—especially Germans for some 
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reason—for several years, and the state's 
lifeblood is tourism. It was a squeaker for 
Damon, but Harper successfully petitioned 
State Attorney Katharine Fernandez-
Rundle to allow his client a life sentence 
instead of "Old Sparky," as Florida wits 
used to call the electric chair. And hope of 
parole sometime in his 40s . . . "for some-
one," as Damon put it, "to show me the 
mercy I was never taught or showed [to 
his own victim]." 

"Childhood is the one prison from 

which there is no escape, the one 

sentence from which there is no 

appeal. We all serve our time." 

— P.D. James 

Damon's mom, Jo Ann Allen, was one of 
six children born to Mary Corston. All of 
Corston's kids had different fathers. Many 
were abusive, too, so a psychological pat-
tern of "acceptance" formed in Damon's 
mother's and grandmother's minds. "Men are 
just like that, Damon," he was told. Corston 
didn't work regularly, and often left the chil-
dren with relatives. Jo Ann was raised by an 
elderly aunt and uncle in rural Plant City, 
Florida, strict and abusive to the point where 
screaming and beatings with frying pans 
were "just like that," too. Corston only saw 
Jo Ann twice a year, spending her life in 
Miami bouncing among boyfriends not fond 
of family responsibility . . . After graduat-
ing from high school, though, Jo Ann sought 
her mother out, and lived for a while with 
her and a sister. Her siblings were mostly in 
trouble, too: 

As of 1996, the Miami Public Defender's 
office filed the following notes on them: 

• Her oldest brother, Murphy, had active 
AIDS, was a drug addict, and had 
served prior prison terms. 

• Her sister Wendy Miller was addicted 
to drugs. 

• Her brother Anthony had prior incar-
cerations, was a mentally ill drug 
addict, and was HIV positive. 

• Only her sister Maryanne was a man-
ager at K-Mart. 

Ms. Corston did not remember the dates 
of her own children's births. 

Damon and Jo Ann lived with Corston 
until Damon was three. At that point her 
mother decided that Jo Ann was experiment-
ing with cocaine and marijuana, and threw  

them out, though she would occasionally let 
Damon crash with her when things grew too 
hectic with his mother's boyfriends. When 
Damon was four, Jo Ann began seriously 
abusing drugs and alcohol, neglecting him 
in favor of her addictions. From that time on, 
she was dependent on "boyfriends" who pro-
vided her with drugs and a roof in return for 
sex, and who turned her into a battered 
woman. 

The first was Stafford Irons. While Jo Ann 
worked part-time in a nursing home, he sold 
weed, visited other "girlfriends" and got into 
fights. He would often take Damon with him 
to visit one of his ladies, and the boy watched 
them doing drugs. She was jealous, and 
caused fights between Jo Ann and Stafford, 
with Jo Ann always getting the worst of it. 
Damon would cower behind the TV until his 
bruised mother would drop with exhaustion 
on the couch, begging him to "take care of 
your Momma." Damon would stay with her 

The idea that kids aren't 

as responsible for their 

actions as "hardened" 

adults, always present in 

some form, was mitigated 

by sterner, Old Testament 

religious views in those days. 

all night, and now remembers this as the only 
affection he ever received from her. 

But he was incredibly protective of, and 
tender toward, Jo Ann, and felt helpless in 
not being able to defend her from the blows 
and curses of Irons, Clement Artis, Lawrence 
Sheppard, and the rest. Jo Ann suffered bro-
ken arms, black eyes, and deep bruises on 
a regular basis. It got to the point where she 
was so high or dazed she didn't recognize 
her son on the street. He went to live with 
a relatively stable drug dealer, Vivian 
Woodard, but she sometimes turned on him 
too, and a slow-burning rage was lit that 
fueled his later crime spree. 

When he was nearly 14, he and his moth-
er were walking down the street when a man 
on a bike approached them. It was Willie 
Williams, another of her boyfriends, and he 
jumped off and began beating Jo Ann with a 
large stick. Damon threw rocks at him, but  

he kept smashing at Jo Ann until he'd broken 
an arm and ribs, and she was bloody and 
unable to move. She subsequently lost all 
hearing in her left ear. 

Four days later Williams was arrested, but 
Damon, with his mother in the hospital and 
possibly dying, began having a series of night-
mares. When Jo Ann recovered and suggested 
revenge, he found Williams and despite his 
young age beat him badly, but because of his 
premature "adult" appearance, Williams 
thought Damon was her boyfriend Clement 
Artis, and the cops picked Artis up. To make 
things right with her man, Jo Ann then took 
Damon to the police station and, incredibly, 
turned him in! He was held for months at the 
Juvenile Detention Center at 3300 NW27th 
Avenue , but his mother refused to see him 
there, for fear of angering Artis. Later, when 
he was in jail for burglary and auto theft, 
another of her boyfriends was being held in 
the same facility. She visited the boyfriend, 
but wouldn't see Damon. 

Later, after Damon shot Jorg Schell, she 
drifted away to South Carolina, and now bare-
ly talks to her son by phone, where, as inmate 
#196657, he has been incarcerated at the 
Apalachee Correctional Institution in Sneads, 
Florida, since 1997, when he was 21 . . . He 
is now 30, six feet tall, 190 pounds . . . . 

"Every day is a winding road." 

— Sheryl Crow 

The impetus to defeat the juvenile 
death penalty in the U.S. is older than the 
country, the first "American" children hav-
ing been put to death in the colonies in 
1642. Since then, at least 366 executions 
of minors have taken place—early records 
aren't always exact. From nearly the begin-
ning, on religious or humanitarian 
grounds, individuals have tried to inter-
vene in the cases of children accused of 
capital crimes or other "horrendous" acts. 
Juvenile judgmental abilities and "moral" 
sense weren't considered as adequately 
developed, even back in kneestocking 
times, though special circumstances, like 
"infestation" (possession), would some-
times warrant a hanging, smothering, ston-
ing, stabbing, or burning. Certain moral 
wrongs invited God's terrible wrath. 

The idea that kids aren't as responsible 
for their actions as "hardened" adults, 
always present in some form, was mitigat- 
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Stephen and Odalys in a victory hug. 
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ed by sterner, Old Testament religious views 
in those days. But what was interesting until 
March 1, 2005, when the Supreme Court 
finally ruled 5-4 to abolish, was the fact that 
the U.S. was one of the few countries left 
in the world that did condone the juvenile 
death penalty—along with Saudi Arabia, 
Iran, Pakistan, Nigeria, Yemen, China, and 
the Congo. Strange company one would 
think, and a fascinating, speculative doc-
toral thesis for ambitious legal or sociology 
candidates . . . . 

"I remember after Stephen 

had his operation, as soon 

as he felt well enough, we 

all [anti-jdp lawyers] gath-

ered in a hotel on Miami 

Beach, and we were in this 

room, everyone was being 

disc!'eet—but he was the 

most energetic of us, the 

one urging us on 

A father of the postmodern anti-juve-
nile death penalty movement was clearly 
Victor L. Streib, professor of law at Ohio 
Northern University, author of over 300 
books, chapters, articles, and papers, plus 
interviews on "60 Minutes," and in The 
New York Times, The Wall Street Journal, 
on "All Things Considered," etc., arguing 
against the dp. ("I told him for years that 
he pushed the boulder up the hill alone," 
Harper says now) Streib, beginning around 
the time pro-death penalty Supreme Court 
Justice Antonin Scalia replaced Justice 
Louis Powell in 1986, inspired other lib-
eral lawyers, judges, and professors to form 
action groups, such as the Citizens United 
for Alternatives to the Death Penalty, 
Journey of Hope, Murder Victims' Families 
for Reconciliation, Network for Justice, 
Quixote Center, Philadelphia Juvenile 
Law Center, etc. But it wasn't until 1999, 
when Steve Drizin, Assistant Director of 
the Bluhm Legal Clinic at Northwestern 
Law School in Chicago, and Supervising 
Attorney of the Children and Family 
Justice Center there; Bob Schwartz of 
the PJLC; Dr. Laurence Steinberg, 

Distinguished University Professor of 
Psychology at Temple and Director of its 
Graduate Program, and Patti Puritz, 
Executive Director of the American Bar 
Association's National Juvenile Defender 
Center in Washington, D.C., who all hap-
pened to be friends of Stephen Harper, 
helped form the Juvenile Death Penalty 
Initiative. It included some of the above 

and also the Florida Justice Project, the 
International Justice Project, and the 
Criminal Justice Reform Education Fund. 
In addition, it had ties to the AMA, the 
ABA, the American Psychiatric Association, 
the Child Welfare league, NEA, National 
Council on Crime and Delinquency, the 
European Union, the Pope, and former 
President Jimmy Carter. In the late '90s, 
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after a long trend toward more and more 
executions, both juvenile and adult (in the 
face of rising waves of crack-fueled crimi-
nal violence in the cities and suburbs), a 
curious counter-feeling began. Suddenly, 
after 1999, even tough states like Florida 
were cutting back on juvenile executions. 
"It was a kind of revulsion," Puritz believes. 
"You can't kill all capital defendants," Steve 
Drizen says dryly. 

Schwartz, Drizen, and Harper were all 
Haverford grads, Schwartz being slightly 
older and something of a mentor to the 
others, having worked as a pre-law advis-
er here. They bonded intellectually on 
many liberal issues, but the death penalty 
seemed to unite them emotionally. The 
JDPI provided technical assistance and 
coordinated efforts to try to prevent death 
sentences for kids, and to lobby for legis-
lation to end the jdp. Puritz remembers 
Harper's emergence as the driving force in 
their campaign: 

"He's gentle and kind . . . doesn't accept 
the general cruelty many adults steel them-
selves to. He's very smart. Passionate. I'd 
want him to defend me in any serious case. 
And you have to remember the anti-death 
penalty issue wasn't terribly popular when 
we got into this. Not a big constituency 
out there [given the conservative public 
opinion sweep for most of the years since 
Reagan] . . . In our group, Drizen led at 
first, but pulled back after awhile, and 
Stephen took over." 

The bellwether case on the jdp turned 
out to be a problematic 1993 murder in 
Missouri, Roper vs Simmons, in which 
Christopher Simmons , then 17, and a 
friend, only 15, broke into a middle-aged 
female truckdriver's trailer, bound her 
with tape, drove her vehicle off a bridge, 
and netted $6. Simmons and his friend, 
who committed the murder/robbery for 
money to buy drugs, were quickly con-
victed, and Simmons sentenced to die. 
Particularly maddening was Simmons' 
alleged boast to friends that even if he 
were caught, he wouldn't get the death 
penalty because of his age. A true test of 
liberal belief. 

He had a bumpy legal ride, since "Show 
Me" state prosecutors were adamant in their 
desire to see the original sentence carried 
out, but eventually the Missouri Supreme 
Court ruled that Simmons' conviction vio-
lated his Eighth Amendment rights and con- 

stituted "cruel and unusual punishment." 
Because of his "immaturity" Missouri pros-
ecutors then appealed to the U.S. Supreme 
Court, which, after months of hearing argu-
ments and weighing precedents, agreed on 
the close 5-4 vote to uphold the Missouri 
decision: "This is a great day" said Marsha 
Levick of the Philadelphia Juvenile Law 
Center. "It confirms that America's stan-
dards of decency have indeed evolved and 
that children are different," Stephen Harper 
told The Christian Science Monitor. Antonin 
Scalia, however, along with the late Chief 
Justice William Rehnquist, Sandra Day 
O'Connor, and Clarence Thomas, disagreed, 
arguing essentially that the meaning of the 
Eighth Amendment should not be deter- 

Different centers of the 

brain, it seems, each with 
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sized amygdala, for exam-
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mined by "five members of this court 
[Kennedy, Ginsburg, Souter, Stevens, and 
Breyer], and like-minded foreigners" —a 
reference to world opinion, which had 
turned irrevocably against the jdp in the last 
20 years. Nevertheless, 72 young death-row 
inmates in 12 states were then removed 
from what Texas cons have come to call 
"countdown mode." 

The fulcrum for making the case that 
children under 18 should not be execut-
ed was based on a strategy founded on the 
scientific research of men and women like 
Dr. Ruben C. Gur, Chief of the Brain 
Behavior Laboratory at the University of 
Pennsylvania Hospital, and a professor of 
psychiatry, neurology, and radiology at the 
University of Pennsylvania; Dr. Deborah 
Yurgelun-Todd of McClean Hospital in 
Belmont, Massachusetts, and Harvard, an  

investigator of how the brain changes from 
adolescence into adulthood; Dr. Abigail 
Baird of Dartmouth; and Dr. Jay Geidd at 
the National Institute of Mental Health 

Different centers of the brain, it seems, 
each with distinctive roles, are sometimes 
at odds: The thumb-sized amygdala, for 
example, is a bank of emotional impulse, 
while the frontal cortex, is a locus of 
planning, regulating emotions, and 
understanding the consequences of 
behavior. (Both are located in the frontal 
lobe.) The amygdala might urge you to 
drink a six-pack and drive at high speed, 
while the FC puts the brakes on. 
Yurgelun-Todd conducted MRI studies 
on youngsters from 11 to 18 , and con-
trasted them with similar studies on 
adults. They showed that the frontal cor-
tex was least active in the youngest sub-
jects, while its activity increased steadily 
as age did. Also, the reverse was true of 
the amygdala: "That in particular made 
us think that the likelihood for impul-
sive behavior [is greater in adolescents] , 
though MRIs can't prove this conclu-
sively" Yurgelun-Todd observes. 

Gur concurs that a process involving 
the over-production of "gray matter" 
(which enhances the "thinking process"), 
increases during adolescence—account-
ing for erratic adolescent reasoning—and 
is gradually "pruned" back during the early 
20s, accompanied by another phenome-
non called "myelination," which involves 
the brain's "white matter," or "insulation." 
White matter tissue focuses, refines, and 
makes the brain's operation smoother and 
more precise. But these activities are not 
complete until the ages of 22 to 24, and 
are in fact the last things in the brain to 
mature. "These results have profound 
implications for understanding behavioral 
development," Gur says, "perhaps most 
relevant . . . in the control of aggression 
and other impulses . . . planning for long-
range goals, consideration of alternatives 
and consequences, and in . . . processing 
moral judgment." This would appear to 
demonstrate conclusively that those under 
18 are organically less morally culpable 
than adults. Science over law. 

In the planning strategies to fight the 
jdp, Harper's group and others decided the 
precedent of an earlier Supreme Court ril-
ing in favor of banning the execution of 
mentally deficient defendants provided a 
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rough parallel. If organic deficits were oper-
ating in one case, why not another? 
Eventually this tactic proved successful, 
though the parallels are inexact. There is 
no way to set a standard of precise meas-
urement of how someone's amygdala was 
doing vs. his frontal cortex, during the 
commission of a crime, or to determine 
whether pruning and myelination were 
functioning properly at the crucial moment 
(as there is to establish diminished capac-
ity). It Would seem for example, safer to 
argue t e organic effects of stress or drugs 
on the body and mind at particular 
times Damon Peterson, a quiet, good-
natured bright kid forced into hellish liv-
ing con itions and eventually acting out 
destruc ively, vs. Christopher Simmons, 
whose ackground was not as extenuat-
ing, and who appeared to behave in a more 
premeditated way. 

But law crusade rationales can't become 
too dene. Certain expedient arguments 
must be made in order to carry the day ... 
It's the difference between serious advoca-
cy and serious prose of all kinds . . . 

"Each man tries/ from his very 
first b ath to devise shrewd 
mean of outwitting death." 

—James Cagney, age 16 

Which is not to say that the science-
based argument for the importance of the 
frontal lobe is dismissable, something 
Stephen Harper found out for himself in 
September 2001, in the most profound way. 
He'd been feeling off, experiencing some 
problems in doing a number of simulta- 
neous 	i neoustasks in the Public Defender's Office 
and at the University of Miami; he was sud-
denly spelling with difficulty, having short-
term memory loss, having trouble con-
centrating, and experiencing a shorter 
temper—so he went in for tests. 

He was diagnosed with an astrocytoma, 
a tumor in the left frontal lobe and small 
part of the amygdala. It was interfering 
with frontal lobe activity in some of the 
ways listed above, and so was operated on. 
Most but not all of it was removed. 
Radiation and chemo have shrunk it fur-
ther, and it is a slow-growing cancer, so 
he's fine cognitively, experiences no pain . 
. . its jut that the tumor is likely to accel-
erate. P gnosis is guarded. He gets MRIs  

every three months . . . median survival 
rate is about seven years after surgery. 

"I remember after Stephen had his oper-
ation, as soon as he felt well enough, we 
all [anti-jdp lawyers] gathered in a hotel 
on Miami Beach, and we were in this room, 
everyone was being discreet—but he was 
the most energetic of us, the one urging us 
on," says Patti Puritz, his old friend: 'I think 
I've found the way to beat this [jdp] !' he 
told us, "explaining the frontal cortex 
research. People had gathered around his 
chair. We all believed in the rightness of 

It was two months before 

the Supreme Court would 

rule, and Steve was being 

cautiously optimistic: "It's 

important to remember that 

we work on a kid-to-kid 

basis—we're not against 

punishment where it's 

warranted." 

our cause, but he felt it more, as if it was 
his life at stake, not some worthy names 
culled from reports e-mailed in from 
around the country .. ." She broke off, then 
added that she loved Stephen: "He sees 
the whole process, the unfairness [of 
defendant social situations], the politics 
[of prosecution cases], the odds against 
[poor] defendants—and yet he goes on 
fighting." 

* * * 

We were in the living room area of 
Stephen Harper's home in the Miami 
Shores section of North Miami. A big, com-
fortable house, converted from a snowbird 
retreat of the 1940s—pre-air-condition-
ing construction with no dividing walls 
separating the dining room, Florida room, 
and living room, so that the cross-breeze 
goes unobstructed. 

His sons Alex, 17, and Sam, 13, from 
his first marriage, were bouncing around. 
Odalys, who despite her children (also 
from a previous marriage), Joe, 22, Kali, 
21, and Jason, 19, looks like a teenager 
herself, was preparing a feast of arroz con 
pollo, frijoles negros, and plantains. Dos 
Equis beer flowed better than wine. 

It was two months before the Supreme 
Court would rule, and Steve was being 
cautiously optimistic: "It's important to 
remember that we work on a kid-to-kid 
basis—we're not against punishment 
where it's warranted. We don't represent 
some 'liberal conspiracy' of left judges, 
lawyers, academics, and students . . . some 
`line' of thinking with roots in the 
Abraham Lincoln Brigade" [Old Left anti-
fascist Spanish Civil War American vol-
unteers] — this despite the networking of 
the JDPI. 

"I've always thought that when it came 
to capital punishment, the desire to kill a 
killer by legal means was simply dressing 
up the base human instincts of fear and 
anger. Death penalty proceedings are sur-
real. The legal process is almost mundane 
and everyone acts like it's just civil 
litigation! There is no humanity. Tony 
Amsterdam [Haverford '57, an attorney 
long active in anti-death penalty activities, 
whom Steve's father Knox once cited to 
his young son as "a real lawyer"] said: 'The 
decisions that lawyers make and mediate 
in capital prosecutions come as close to 
exercising God's own powers as humani-
ty can come. Not only is the judgment to 
take life irreversible, it is literally incom-
prehensible. Whatever else we humans 
know, life and death are mysteries beyond 
our understanding; and when we decree 
that a person's life is forfeit, however 
solemnly, however righteously, we com-
mit an act whose nature and consequences 
we cannot grasp.' No one seems to be able 
to take on this reality. Tellingly, everyone 
involved in the process tries to pass 
responsibility for actually taking the life. 
The prosecutors say they are just following 
the law. The jury is told that they are sim-
ply making a recommendation, that the 
judge will make the final decision. The 
judge says that he/she is just following the 
jury's recommendation. The executioners 
say they are just carrying out the sentence 
of someone else . . . ." 

I told Harper his argument finally 
sounded spiritual. Man's evasiveness pre-
cludes his presumptions to act as a god. 

"It's why you're against death," I tried. 
"It's why I'm for life," he corrected me. 
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The author and her husband 
Colin '93 (right) welcome 
Ghebre Selassie Mehreteab '72 
(center) to their San Jose home 
in June 2005. 

In 1995, my husband Colin Rule '93 and 

I locked our belongings in storage, waved 

goodbye to friends and family, and 

embarked on a multi-year journey to Eritrea, 

a newly-independent East African nation 

about which I knew embarrassingly little. I 

spent a good portion of the 15-hour flight 

in a state of nervous disbelief. We had 

joined the Peace Corps. 

Since March 1, 1961, 139 Haverford alum-

ni have served in 64 developing countries 

as Peace Corps Volunteers. According to 

Nathan Arnold, a Peace Corps spokesman in 

Washington, D.C., Haverford is in the top 

10 percent of the over 2,800 colleges and 

universities whose alumni have volun-

teered. As this ranking does not take into 

account the size of the student bodies, 



Haverford's high placement, given its small 

alumni base, is impressive. 

rt.i  In a dition to the Peace Corps, countless 

Haver ord alumni have pursued service 

oppo nities both at home and abroad with 

a host of other organizations: WorldTeach, 

AmeriCorps, Teach For America, the 

American Friends Service Committee, and 

the lik . Each organization has a different 

  

mission and philosophy, but all offer men 

and women the opportunity to share their 

skills, challenge their assumptions, and 

make human connections in some of the 

most underserved communities across the 

nation and the globe. 

These pages examine the lives of six alumni who have had a con-

nection to the Peace Corps in one form or another—as volunteers, 

employees, and one as a student of Peace Corps teachers. Their expe-

riences—and the forces that led them so far from their comfort zones—

defy neat categorization, but all six acknowledge the profound impact 

their time overseas had on their views of themselves and the world. 

Here are their stories, across the decades. 



George G.C. Parker '60's 
yearbook photo. 

Across the Decades 

George G.C. Parker '60 
George Parker served in 1962, during 

what he terms the "glamour days of the 
Peace Corps." Part of the third group to 
head overseas, Parker was in the first Peace 
Corps group in Peru. Whereas many for-
mer volunteers romanticize their reasons 
for joining the organization, Parker's deci-
sion was a practical one: to obtain a defer-
ment from the draft during the Vietnam 
War. "As a committed Quaker and con-
scientious objector, I suppose I could have 
done alternate service by being a non-
combatant or working in a hospital, but 
the Peace Corps held a great deal of 
appeal," he says. 

Freshly minted with the Stanford 
M.B.A. he earned post-Haverford, Parker 
and his wife, serving together high in the 
Andes, inherited a credit union from a 
Catholic priest. "It was in huge disarray. I 
went in as the general manager, and we 
pulled it together and got it to grow" 

While proud of his accomplishments, 
Parker insists on keeping his success in per-
spective. "For the most part, the Peace 
Corps positively impacts the lives of its vol-
unteers, who return to the United States as 
citizens who have vastly 
more interest in and com-
mitment to the world than 
they did before leaving. The 
open, stated agenda is to 
impact development abroad. 
But the hidden agenda is to 
make the volunteers com-
passionate citizens of the 
world." Parker considers 
himself primarily a citizen of 
the world and, secondarily, 
a citizen of the United States. 
"We are changed people, in 
a better way," he reflects. 

After his service, Parker 
returned to Stanford to pur-
sue a Ph.D. in finance and to run a Peace 
Corps training program. "While I was run-
ning this program I thought it was impor-
tant for the volunteers to learn how to play 
soccer before they headed overseas." A 
friend knew a young Peruvian soccer play-
er living in San Francisco; his name was 
Alejandro Toledo. Parker and his friend 
recruited Toledo—at $11 an hour—to 
teach the new trainees the ins and outs of 
the game. 

Three and a half decades later, Parker 
was invited to accompany former President 
Jimmy Carter to Peru to certify the results 
of presidential election. While there, he 
met the candidates, one of whom was 
Toledo. "You helped me teach soccer at 

"For the most part, the 

Peace Corps positively 

impacts the lives of its vol-

unteers, who return to the 

United States as citizens 

who have vastly more 

interest in and commit-

ment to the world than 

they did before leaving." 

Stanford in 1967," Parker reminded him, 
unsure whether the Peruvian recalled their 
interactions years earlier. "I remember 
you," Toledo replied, "You paid me $11 
an hour!" Toledo is the current president 
of Peru. 

For his part, Parker, who is 
the Dean Witter Professor of 
Finance and Management, has 
been a fixture at Stanford 
Business School since 1973 
and has played a key role in 
administering Stanford's honor 
code. In 2002, he was honored 
by the Business School facul-
ty with the Robert T. Davis 
Award for extraordinary life-
time contributions to the 
School. His expertise in exec-
utive teaching has taken him 
to over 30 countries, includ-
ing Ethiopia, Dubai, Kuwait, 
and numerous countries in 

Asia, Africa, and Latin America. He has 
returned to Peru several times as well. 

Parker served on the Haverford Board 
of Managers from 1977 to 1989. Though 
proud of all his affiliations—with 
Haverford, with Stanford, and with the 
Peace Corps—Parker believes his path in 
life stems from a deeper place. "It is my 
Quakerism," he says, "that has shaped the 
person I have become." 

Tom Kessinger '63 / '65 
Everyone who attended Haverford dur-

ing the years 1988 to 1996 knew that 
President Tom Kessinger had served as a 
Peace Corps volunteer in India. Though 
he took his job at Haverford very serious-
ly, Kessinger was well-known for his casu-
al, approachable style. He peppered his 
addresses to the student body with anec-
dotes from his many years overseas and 
imparted his considerable knowledge 
through the class he taught during seven 
of his eight years at the College, 
Contemporary South Asia in Historical 
Perspective. 

Kessinger spent his early years in north-
ern New Jersey, a proud alumnus of the 
Ridgewood public school system. In 10th 
grade, his college counselor advised him 
to consider Haverford. "Kessinger, you're 
the Quaker, you should go to Haverford-
we have not had anyone go there for 
years," he recalls hearing. Kessinger heed-
ed this advice, applied, and was accepted. 
This was the first time Kessinger chose 
Haverford, something he would do twice 
more in the coming years. 

Kessinger played football and baseball 
during his first two years, was class presi-
dent, and took part in organizational 

"When I entered Haverford 

in 1959 I had a clear but 

not specific idea of doing 

some sort of 'voluntary' 

work after graduating—

probably with the 

American Friends 

Service Committee." 

meetings of CORE, the Congress on Racial 
Equality at Haverford/Bryn Mawr. He also 
worked as an assistant football coach at 
The Haverford School. 

Then, in 1961, after completing his 
sophomore year, Kessinger look a leave of 
absence from Haverford to join the Peace 
Corps. "When I entered Haverford in 1959 
I had a clear but not specific idea of doing 
some sort of 'voluntary' work after gradu-
ating—probably with the American 
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Friends Service Committee," he says. Two 
factors changed the timing of his plan: the 
first was JFK's call to service during his 
Janus 20, 1961, inaugural address, the 
second the establishment of the Peace 
Corps few weeks later. 

On ctober 1, 1961, Kessinger joined 
the nin Peace Corps group to head over-
seas an the first to go to India. He was 
posted, with three other volunteers, just 
outside the market town of Nabha (pop-
ulation 35,000) in Punjab State in the 
norther part of the country. 

While other volunteers worked in rural 
development, low-cost housing, or voca-
tional education, Kessinger's position was 
more di 'cult to describe. "I was a bit of a 
misfit b :cause I had no background in any 
of the fi lds either by education, training, 
or life xperience, as did the rest of the 
group. But I had done very well in the 
training program at Ohio State University, 
which was more liberal arts in content than 
technical, so was selected anyway" He was 
ultimately assigned to work with rural 
youth clubs, leading meetings with stu-
dents and biking to15 different villages to 
work directly with youths on many facets 
of institutional life, including athletics and 
musical programs. He and his co-volun-
teers also helped introduce modern poul-
try breeds and management methods in 
small villages. 

It wits also during this time that 
Kessinger met Varyam Chawla, one of four 
female faculty at the training institute that 
served Kessinger's home base. They mar-
ried on hot day in 1962 and have been 
togethe for more than four decades. 

In th spring of 1963, Kessinger began 
thinking about completing his under-
graduate education. Seeking to focus on 
India anal South Asia and the broad process 
of socia and economic change over time, 
he rese rched institutions that offered 
approp ate courses—all of them univer-
sities, some very large. He discovered the 
University of Pennsylvania's South Asian 
Regional Studies Program; the cooperative 
agreeme t with Haverford (still in its infan-
cy at th time) meant he could return to 
his a 	mater. "I realized that I still want- 
ed what Haverford could offer education-
ally and as a community, and do the work 
I wante to do at Penn." This was the 

second time Kessinger chose Haverford. 
Returning to the States, the newlyweds 

were determined to pay for Tom's remain-
ing years of college themselves. Varyam 
worked full-time job as a dietician at Bryn 
Mawr Hospital and the two did everything 
to make ends meet, from babysitting to 

"My Peace Corps experience 

has, in a certain sense, 

shaped the specifics of my 

whole life. It enabled me 

to discover the interests 

and motivations that have 

shaped my entire working 

life, and to meet Varyam." 

painting houses to life-guarding at the fac-
ulty pool. Kessinger graduated from 
Haverford with the Class of 1965. 

After earning his Ph.D. from the 
University of Chicago in 1970, he spent 
the next six years teaching South Asian 
History, first at the University of Virginia, 
and, later, at the University of 
Pennsylvania. In 1977, he began an 11-
year tenure with the Ford Foundation in 
New Delhi, Jakarta, Sri Lanka, and Nepal. 

Tom Kessinger '63/'65  

In 1988, he chose Haverford for the third 
time, resigning his post at Ford to become 
Haverford's 11th president, a position he 
held until 1996. 

Tom and Varyam Kessinger now live in 
Geneva, where he serves as general man-
ager of the Aga Khan Foundation. His col-
leagues include two former Peace Corps 
volunteers and a fellow Haverford alum-
nus, John Tomaro '64. The Foundation, 
part of the Aga Khan Development 
Network, focuses on rural development, 
basic education, community health, and 
the development of civil society organiza-
tions in the Muslim world. His work takes 
him frequently to countries in which the 
Network is active, including Tajikistan, 
Afghanistan, Pakistan, India, Kenya, 
Mozambique, and Syria. 

"My Peace Corps experience has, in a 
certain sense, shaped the specifics of my 
whole life. It enabled me to discover the 
interests and motivations that have shaped 
my entire working life, and to meet 
Varyam. In retrospect, it is clear that I 
gained so much from the experience that it 
certainly, and unfortunately, dwarfs any-
thing I was able to contribute to those 
around me during the two years of serv-
ice. My main solace in this regard is that I 
have been given many opportunities to 
draw directly on my Peace Corps experi-
ence in the positions and responsibilities 
I have been fortunate to have." 

To learn more about the activities of the 
Aga Khan Development Network, visit 
www.akdn.org. 
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Ghebre Selassie Mehreteab '72 
An immediate, unspoken kinship often 

exists between former Peace Corps vol-
unteers and individuals they meet, later in 
life, who hail from their country of serv-
ice. Such was the case when I discovered 
that a member of the Class of 1972 was 
born raised in Eritrea, the country where 
my husband and I served as volunteers in 
the mid-1990s. Ghebre Selassie Mehreteab 
also had a strong connection to the Peace 
Corps. 

The second child in a family of five boys 
and four girls, Mehreteab was born and 
raised in Asmara, Eritrea's capital city. From 
an early age, his parents emphasized the 
paramount importance of two things: edu-
cation, and helping Eritrea in its struggle 
for independence from Ethiopia. (Eritrea 
gained independence in 1993.) Mehreteab 
pursued both with an unwavering passion 
and was arrested twice—the first time in 
sixth grade, the second time in ninth— for 
participating in pro-independence demon-
strations. 

In 1962, one year after President 
Kennedy established the Peace Corps, 
Mehreteab was a seventh grader and a 
voracious reader. "I had finished reading 
all the books written in Tigrinya (the local 
language) including the newly translated 
Bible. I felt I knew everything there was to 
know" 

Then he met a Peace Corps couple, 
Terry and Lois Shoemaker. Young Ghebre 
visited them one day at their apartment 
and was astounded by what he found: 
bookshelves filled with English language  

books. Having assumed that he'd already 
read all the books in the world, he could-
n't believe his good fortune. "I quickly dis-
covered that unlike the Tigrinya books that 
I had completed reading, I may never get to 
read all the books in English. Learning 
English was a double-edged sword for me: 
on the one hand, it exposed me to a new 
world. On the other hand, it revealed my 
blissful ignorance." 

Later that year, Mehreteab met some-
one who would change the course of his 
life dramatically. He and three classmates 

"I had finished reading 

all the books written 

in Tigrinya (the local 

language) including the 

newly translated Bible. 

I felt I knew everything 

there was to know." 

were chosen to accompany Harris Wofford, 
then the Peace Corps' special representa-
tive to Africa and director of operations in 
Ethiopia, on a visit to Debre Bizen, a male-
only monastery located on top of a moun-
tain outside Asmara. Mehreteab believes 
the four students were chosen because they 
had shoes that could handle the climb. 

Wofford, who would later become asso-
ciate director of the Peace Corps in the 
Johnson administration and, subsequent- 

ly, U.S. senator of Pennsylvania, recalls 
their meeting: "I remember a little 12-year-
old boy escorting us up a mountain to a 
monastery in Eritrea. He arrived—dressed 
in suit and tie—and was very respectful." 
Wofford received word in the middle of 
the excursion that he needed to return to 
the capital immediately, so Mehreteab 
escorted him down alone. This was the 
beginning of a 40-year friendship, though 
neither of them knew it at the time. "Little 
did I know," Mehreteab reflects, "that meet-
ing Harris Wofford was going to change 
my life." 

In the mid-1960s, Mehreteab attend-
ed high school at Prince Maconnon 
Secondary School in Asmara, a hotbed of 
Eritrean politics. "We had Peace Corps 
teachers for four years who challenged 
our thinking," he says. Mehreteab's "best 
and worst" teachers during this period 
were Peace Corps volunteers. Many vol-
unteers were sympathetic to Eritrea's polit-
ical plight and provided books to the stu-
dents that may have otherwise been 
inaccessible. 

After teaching at a Peace Corps lan-
guage training program in St. Croix dur-
ing the summer of 1968, Mehreteab 
renewed his acquaintance with Harris 
Wofford when he obtained a scholarship 
to study at the State University of New York 
at Old Westbury. Wofford was the 
University's president at the time. 

During his two years at Old Westbury, 
Mehreteab was selected to represent the 
student body at a celebration of the 

Ghebre Mehreteab '72 Center and right Photos from Ghebre's childhood in Eritrea. He was born and raised in the capital 
city of Asmara and was taught by his parents to work for Eritrea's independence from Ethiopia. 
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Mehreteab (second from right) tours Colonial 
Afwerki (second from left). 

astronahts' moon landing, which took 
place at the Waldorf Astoria Hotel in 
New Yo'k City. University presidents and 
their spouses watched the affair from 
the balcony. At one point, Wofford 
recalls fondly, his wife tapped him 
urgently on the shoulder and whispered, 
"Look! ' Mehreteab was on stage with 
Nelson Rockefeller, introducing himself 
and ma ing the rounds of all the lumi-
naries. " e's been just as adventurous and 
self-co ident since," Wofford says. 

In 1 70, when Wofford left SUNY-Old 
Westbury to accept the presidency of Bryn 
Mawr llege, Mehreteab left, too, trans-
ferring o Haverford to complete his final 
two un ergraduate years. A double major 
in poli ical science and economics, 
Mehret b appreciated Haverford's "excel-
lent curriculum, Honor Code, Quaker tra-
dition and charming president." What he 
bemoaned was the lack of diversity in its 
student body and faculty. Not one to sit 
idly by, he led a black students' uprising, 
boycotting all activities except class. "In 
typical Haverford tradition, it was nonvi-
olent," he says. "Unlike at many other col-
leges, Haverford refused to call law 
enforcement officials. In the end, we all 
felt we had gotten our concerns heard and 
the College was responsive in increasing 
the numbers of minority faculty and stu-
dents." Mehreteab became head of the 
Black Students' League, a controversial 
selection since he was a foreign student. 

Williamsburg with Eritrean president Isais 

"But I am black," he says. "I was living in 
America. I still perceive myself as a gen-
uine African American both literally and 
figuratively." Mehreteab graduated from 
the College in 1972 and has been an active 
alumnus ever since. He has served on the 

"Like the other Eritreans 

we met during our 

Peace Corps days, Ghebre 

Selassie Mehreteab exuded 

warmth, greeting us like 

long-lost friends." 

Board of Managers and, to this day, con-
tinues to spearhead alumni events in 
Washington, D.C. 

[Ghebre is not the only member of the 
Mehreteab family with Haverford ties: his 
younger brother Efrem graduated from the 
College in 1977, and his older brother 
Ammanuel taught chemistry there in the 
late 1970s.1 

After graduating in 1972, Mehreteab 
worked for the Health and Welfare 
Council, East Mount Airy Neighbors, and 
the Philadelphia YMCA. He became a com-
munity activist, registering many African 
Americans to vote. (He earned his own 
right to vote when he became a U.S. citi-
zen in 1984.) 

In 1978, he began working with the 
New World Foundation and, later, the Ford 
Foundation. While at Ford, several of his 
former Peace Corps teachers requested 
grants for their respective organizations, 
much to Mehreteab's great pleasure. One 
grant-seeker was former Ethiopia Peace 
Corps volunteer Paul Tsongas. Wofford 
recalls, "When Tsongas went to apply for a 
grant from the Ford Foundation, there was 
Ghebre Selassie!" Apparently, both parties 
were equally surprised by the other's pres-
ence in the office. 

In 1987, Mehreteab accepted a job with 
the National Housing Partnership, a pri-
vate real estate company located in 
Washington, D.C. He later established the 
NHP Foundation, one of the nation's 
largest non-profit owners of affordable 
housing, and is currently its CEO. NHPF 
owns approximately 7,000 apartment units 
in 11 states. Haverford alumni Barry 
Zubrow '75, the current chair of the Board 
of Managers, and Ralph Boyd '79, execu-
tive vice president of Freddie Mac, are 
among the Foundation's trustees. 

Although Mehreteab and his wife of 17 
years, Sally Jones, split their time between 
Washington, D.C., and New York, he 
remains closely connected with the affairs 
of his native land. A member of the 
Council on Foreign Relations, he also 
serves as an advisor to Eritrean President 
Isaias Afwerki, with whom he enjoys a 
close friendship. "I serve as his advisor in 
fostering the relationship between my 
country of origin and country of citizen-
ship," Mehreteab says. 

On June 11, 2005, Mehreteab flew to 
northern California to celebrate his 
nephew's graduation from Stanford. 
Because he was in our neck of the woods, 
my husband and I had the pleasure of 
meeting him in person. Like the other 
Eritreans we met during our Peace Corps 
days, Ghebre Selassie Mehreteab exuded 
warmth, greeting us like long-lost friends. 
Our bond is three-fold: we understand fully 
when he says, "Nothing in my life has 
impacted me more than Eritrea, the Peace 
Corps, and Haverford." 

To learn more about the NHP Foundation, 
visit www.nhpfoundation.org. 
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Robert Strauss '78 at his office in Yaounde, Cameroon. 

Across the Decades 

Robert Strauss '78 
Robert Strauss's dual perspective on the 

Peace Corps spans several decades. A 
young volunteer in Liberia in the late '70s, 
he presently serves as a Peace Corps 
Country Director in Cameroon. Like a frus-
trated student who later becomes a teacher, 
Strauss can now implement the changes 
he sought as a volunteer. 

Strauss's reasons for joining the Peace 
Corps were twofold. Interested in medi-
cine from living with his brother—a med-
ical student in Mexico—Strauss joined the 
Peace Corps to obtain first-hand medical 
experience without spending years com-
pleting additional coursework. The sec-
ond impetus, he jokes, was a charismatic 
Haverford hall mate. "My classmate and 
next-door-neighbor in Barclay, Damon 
Brandt, had expressed interest in the Peace 
Corps. Damon was fabulously handsome 
and very popular with Bryn Mawrters in a 
way I was not. I figured if he was interest-
ed in the Peace Corps, there must have 
been something to it. I wound up in 
Liberia. Damon wound up opening an art 
gallery in Manhattan." 

Strauss served as a health educator in 
the remote village of Yourpea (population 
700), which was anywhere from 12 hours 
to two days' distance from Liberia's capi-
tal of Monrovia. (The season and road con-
ditions determined how long the journey 
would take.) The Gio (Dan) and Krahn 
tribes coexisted peacefully in Yourpea; 

these tribes would later face off when civil 
war broke out in Liberia in1989. 

At the health clinic where they worked, 
Strauss and his colleagues vaccinated chil-
dren and treated patients with malaria, 
diarrhea, difficult pregnancies, skin infec-
tions, TB, leprosy, and those who believed 
they had been "witched." One patient, a 
small child, had fallen into a pot of boil- 

Strauss served as a health 

educator in the remote vil-

lage of Yourpea (population 

700), which was anywhere 

from 12 hours to two days' 

distance from Liberia's 

capital of Monrovia. 

ing oil and died at the clinic. Another 
young boy had meningitis. Strauss insist-
ed they use all the ampicillin they had on 
hand to treat the child, but his Liberian 
counterpart refused. After an extended 
shouting match, Strauss prevailed, and the 
boy eventually recovered. Strauss received 
a ceremonial spoon from the boy's family as 
a token of gratitude. "It is one of very few 
items I've kept from Liberia," he says. 

At the end of his Peace Corps service, 
Strauss pursued an M.B.A., which he 
earned from Stanford in 1984. (The busi- 

ness schools at both Stanford and Harvard 
had rejected his applications for admission 
straight out of Haverford; both accepted 
him following his Peace Corps service.) 
The M.B.A., he felt, would give him the 
skills "to help make a development outfit 
run better." 

Strauss spent the next 16 years as a con-
sultant in the development field, working 
in such far-flung places as the Philippines, 
India, Botswana, Afghanistan, and Mali. 
These were largely frustrating years as 
Strauss witnessed widespread corruption 
and felt disillusioned by the ineffectiveness 
of the organizations for which he worked. 

Rather than leave the field altogether—
which he considered doing on several occa-
sions—Strauss stayed the course. After 20 
years of considering a return to the Peace 
Corps, he became Country Director in 
Cameroon in 2002; he now oversees 125 
volunteers and a staff of 35. "Country 
Directors are invested with a tremendous 
amount of authority. Now that I am in the 
position, I have a clearer idea of my influ-
ence. I recall reading somewhere that the 
military Chief of Staff said that his ambi-
tion 'was to change the military one per-
cent.' I thought that wasn't very ambitious 
at the time, but I now see that it takes time 
and perseverance and repeatedly not taking 
no for an answer to institute change." 

He has been pleased with his progress in 
Cameroon, where the U.S. Embassy and 
the Cameroonian government are engaged 
in major campaigns against both corrup-
tion and the sexual exploitation of young 
girls by older men. Both of these initiatives 
stemmed from discussions Strauss had 
with the U.S. Ambassador and senior 
Cameroonian officials. "If Peace Corps had 
not been here for 43 years, I'm not sure we 
would have had the credibility to get peo-
ple to listen and take action." 

"Personally, my goal is to see Peace 
Corps win the Nobel Prize for Peace. That 
requires that we be very serious as a devel-
opment agency. Sometimes the decisions 
I make are not the most popular with vol-
unteers—but my interest is to see us 
achieve our potential and do the most we 
can for Cameroon." 
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Jenny with her teaching colleagues . . . and with two children from her Gabonese family in Mimongo. A typical Gabonese living room. 

Jenny Hamilton '88 
Jenny Hamilton's early passion for for-

eign language may have foretold her future 
adventures in the Peace Corps. Every sum-
mer frotn her 10th year until she turned 
16, she attended Lac du Bois, a Minnesota-
based French camp and part of the 
Concordia Language Villages. "My parents 
always encouraged me to explore," 
explains the Iowa native. The summer after 
her juni or year of high school, she tray-
eled to Normandy, France, with the 
Experin ent in International Living. 

Hamilton recalls February 23, 1984, 
vividly. It was her birthday, and the day she 
learned she was admitted to Haverford. 
"Happy birthday, Jenny,' the admission let-
ter read. 'You've been accepted at Haverford 
College.' It was so personal," she remem-
bers, "I just completely fell in love with 
the place and withdrew my other applica-
tions." Hamilton's love of travel continued 
in college, and she spent the spring semes-
ter of her junior year studying in Florence. 
A growth and structure of cities major at 
Bryn M 
	

she graduated from Haverford 
in 1988 

In 1990, Hamilton's desire to live in a 
remote, xotic culture and make a differ-
ence m he world drew her to the Peace 

.  

Corps, nd she settled in the Gabonese 
mounts n village of Mimongo. With only 
2,000 inhabitants, Mimongo is home to 3 
separate ethnic groups, each of which 
speaks its own language. (Since French is 
the only common language, Hamilton's 
many summers attending French camp 
served her well.) 

The small house in which she lived had  

been built for the school principal years 
earlier; feeling optimistic, the builders had 
laid water pipes, assuming that running 
water would soon come to the village. (It 
did not.) The house had electricity—some-
times, depending on how much power the 
generator had—and an indoor toilet 
Hamilton flushed with a bucket. Corner 
stores sold rice, onions, garlic, manioc, cas-
sava, and peanuts, but Hamilton purchased 
meat directly from the hunters. "Hunters 
would go out and get bush meat. You'd buy 
them a box of bullets, and they would 
bring back their kill. The little boy across 
the way would prepare it, and I'd cook it 
in a stew and share it with a local family. 
My favorite meal was porcupine and ante-
lope." 

Hamilton taught eight English classes 
at the local middle school. Many Africans 
from neighboring countries worked at the 
school because the salaries, at the time, 
were notably higher in Gabon than else-
where in the region. Her nine colleagues—
who quickly became close friends—hailed 
from six different countries, including 
Zaire, Togo, Benin, Mali, and Ghana. "I 
was a foreigner among foreigners," she 
says. 

Maman Mabe, a village woman, was 
Hamilton's cultural touchstone, her 
"Gabonese mom." Gabonese women, who 
are traditionally referred to as Maman 
(mother), form the heart of the matriar-
chal society. "The country is oriented 
around procreating," Hamilton says, "so 
much so that the national stamp of Gabon 
depicts a woman breastfeeding a child." 

Hamilton extended her service in the 
Peace Corps beyond the traditional two 
years in order to work in the capital city 
of Libreville. She also indulged her love of 
travel by visiting Malawi, Kenya, and 
Zimbabwe. Of her time in Africa, she is 
notably nostalgic. "I've developed a love 
for Africa, a sense that the world is bigger 
than I am, and the ability to view issues 
from multiple perspectives and to under-
stand better how people can disagree by 
seeing things from other points of view" 
The urban Philadelphia neighborhood she 
lives in today "functions very much like 
my village in Africa. We sit on the stoops, 
we're a community, and we look out for 
each other. I couldn't handle the loneliness 
of the suburbs." 

Hamilton's career since her Peace Corps 
days has focused on community-building 
and service. After a stint with PADCO 
(Planning and Development Collaborative 
International, a USAID contractor), 
Hamilton spent nearly 10 years with 
AmeriCorps, first with the National AIDS 
Fund, and later with City Year Greater 
Philadelphia. She now serves as executive 
director of ASAP (After School Activities 
Partnership), a Philadelphia-based non-
profit that recruits volunteers to run after-
school enrichment programs for inner city 
youth. An avid photographer, Hamilton 
continues to travel in her leisure time. "I 
miss the friendly chaos of the Third 
World," she says. 

To learn more about ASAP, please visit 
www.phillyasap.org. 

Spring 2006 43 



Across the Decades 

Molly McCollom '02 
Molly McCollom was one of 9 

Haverford alumni serving in the Peace 
Corps in 2005. Consider this Haverford 
reference from the March 4, 2002, entry of 
her Web log: "I come from a place where, 
when living as a college student, the house 
I shared had three TVs, two refrigerators, 
an oven, and five computers. More than 
likely the five of us had more appliances 
than the nine thousand inhabitants of 
Kankossa combined." 

Kankossa is a large village in southern 
Mauritania located between a sand dune 
and a lake. The population, which fluctu-
ates seasonally, averages around 4,000. 
While there is no electricity, there are some 
public faucets for running water, but most 
villagers, including McCollom, use the well 
instead. 

McCollom has been serving as a com-
munity health and water sanitation vol-
unteer, spending her days alongside doc-
tors and nurses at a feeding center at the 
regional hospital in Kankossa. While the 
hospital itself serves roughly 20,000 people 
in surrounding communities, the feeding 
center treats severely malnourished chil- 

dren under the age of five. McCollom has 
also planned seminars on AIDS and STDs, 
assisted with medical waste projects, and 
contributed to vaccination campaigns. 

"The children in my site have been a 
constant source of inspiration and 
anguish," she says. "They are able to be so 

"The children in my site 

have been a constant 

source of inspiration and 

anguish. They are able to 

be so happy, even in the 

face of abject poverty, and 

are remarkably honest 

with me. 

happy, even in the face of abject poverty, 
and are remarkably honest with me. They 
have a spirit that never seems to waver. On 
the other hand, I watch these children get 
sick, and sometimes die (especially the 
starving children I see at my feeding cen- 

ter on a daily basis). At times, I feel com-
pletely powerless to help them, although 
I do what I can to spread basic nutrition 
and sanitation information. They remind 
me why I am here — to look past my petty 
difficulties and recognize my true priori-
ties." 

McCollom's experience has opened her 
eyes to Muslim culture, and her Web log 
is peppered with the phrase "Inshallah," 
meaning "as God wills" in Arabic. She has 
extended her service for a third year, which 
she will spend in Mauritania's capital city, 
Nouakchott, working on AIDS-related 
projects. "I simply feel that my work here 
is not yet finished. I have more to give my 
community, and it has valuable insights 
and experiences to give me as well." 

To learn more about McCollom's Peace 
Corps experiences, visit her blog at 
http://mollytania.diaryland.com. 

Cheryl Sternman Rule, Class of 1992, served 
as a Peace Corps volunteer in Decamhare, 
Eritrea, with her husband Colin '93. She is 
a freelance writer based in San Jose, 
California. 

Left: McCollom set up a baby weighing program. Weight is the x-scale and height is on the y-scale. If a baby is underweight, it will be too 
tall for its weight and will be in the red zone, which qualifies the baby for special feedings at the hospital. Pictured with McCollom is her 
counterpart, Kouba Demba, at the hospital in Kankossa. Center: McCollomn '02 giving a talk on nutrition to teenage girls in a girls' men-
toring center. In addition to French, McCollom speaks Hasaniya Arabic and a little Pular. Right: Every Peace Corps volunteer is assigned a 
host family in the village in which they live. McCollom's host father is Yahya Traore (center). Her actual father Brian McCollom (left) came 
for a visit in May 2005. 
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A Balanced View of Athletics 
As a Haverford grad, Class of 1958, 
I am very much aware of the, at times, 
astonishing success our teams are having in 
intercollegiate competition. Worthy of spe-
cial note is the extraordinary success Tom 
Donnelly enjoys with cross country and 
men's track and field. Bringing track up to 
the level of Division I competition is, in 
itself, deserving of special notice. Success 
in other major and minor sports con-
tributing to a fundamental shift in priori-
ties at Haverford is exciting. Yet, accord-
ing to the articles in The New York Times 
(Sunday, Dec. 4, 2005, "In Winnowing the 
Candidates at Haverford, Every Little Thing 
Counts" and "Books and Bouncing Balls 
In a Delicate Balancing Act"), questions 
emerge about the methodologies of recruit-
ing and, in my mind, the ends and pur-
poses of the program as a whole. 

I confess to having been a product of a 
Haverford athletic program which, at times, 
came under the unfavorable scrutiny of the 
school's newspaper editor, boasted a foot-
ball squad of only 22 men who were cele-
brated at halftimes by the famed "Drum 
and Kazoo Corps," but had spectacular suc-
cess in some sports, notably soccer, tennis, 
fencing, and cricket. The 1957 football 
squad, moreover, I am proud to say, won 
four, lost two, and tied two of its season's 
games. Everything considered, the coaches 
were, I believe, generally idolized or at least 
highly regarded by the players. In my opin-
ion, they were gentlemen skilled in their 
professions who prepared their teams for 
competition with outstanding Ivy League 
and Middle Atlantic schools extremely well, 
winning contests with Penn, Navy, 
Princeton and other quality competitors. 
This was particularly true of the soccer team 
coached by the well-liked Jimmy Mills. I 
attribute the successes of the athletic pro-
gram at that time to three factors: 1) a bal-
anced view of the value of athletics by the 
school administration; 2) the quality of the 
athletic department's leadership, headed by 

Roy Randall; and 3) the spirit and dedica-
tion of the Haverford athlete. Based upon 
my own experience and conversations with 
another Ford, it is conceivable that a type of 
recruiting did go on in the '50s but on a 
scale much less sophisticated than that 
described in The New York Times articles. 

As a former head and assistant track 
and football coach at secondary level, and 
Haverford's weight event coach (1955-
1958) for the track team by permission of 
Coach Alfred "Pop" Haddleton and his 
successor, Joe Miller, let me share a few 
insights into the world of scholastic-inter-
collegiate athletics: One, there is nothing 
wrong with losing if you are prepared to 
learn from the lessons it teaches—in the 
halcyon days of Haverford in the '50s, we 
were told that "character building" was 
important. It was. I do not recall any stu-
dent who bemoaned either team or indi-
vidual losses, nor did any administrator 
attempt to tie sports performances to the 
image of the College. The great profes-
sional football coach Vince Lombardi 
would call learning from losing, "second 
effort." (His legendary successes were, by 
the way, based upon training and inten-
sive skills development of the squad at 
hand, not aggressive recruiting.) Two, how 
the individual athlete prepares him/her-
self for any given contest/event is a func-
tion of who he/she is as shaped daily by 
peer group, family, and society—variables 
not always amenable to the persuasion of 
coaching techniques. The coach who 
thinks he/she can routinely control these 
variables is kidding him/herself. All of this 
is to say that because a particular athlete 
shows up for practice with proven talents 
and skills, whether from off- or on-cam-
pus, does not mean that those talents and 
skills will automatically emerge as and 
when needed. Three, coaches are them-
selves the unique, sole builders-and sus-
tainers of the quality of their work and 
must be administratively given both lati- 

tude and support. Good coaches, further, 
should be encouraged to "recruit" from 
within the existing student body. Members 
of the student body not immediately 
involved in varsity athletics are not exclud-
ed from trying out for varsity athletic com-
petition and they should be regularly 
encouraged to do so. Physical develop-
ment does not stop at the secondary or 
collegiate level or because the student is 
not tapped for participation on a particu-
lar team. Four, winning is a developmen-
tally useless value if it does not enhance 
the character growth of the student-ath-
lete—that is, winning cannot come at the 
expense of good sportsmanship, respect 
for others, and appreciation of—rather 
than the downgrading of—the opponent. 
Five, winning should not be a primary 
strategy for desirable institutional public-
ity and/or public relations. Student-ath-
letes, and their achievements, are not sub-
stitutes for positive college public relations 
efforts. The focus should always be upon 
the student-athlete and his/her positive 
development. 

The inevitable questions raised—Are 
athletics over-emphasized at Haverford? 
Do athletics detract from other, serious 
intellectual involvements? Should the ath-
letic program be counterbalanced by more 
emphases on the fine arts programs?—are 
vital and speak well to the Haverford 
College tradition that such questions are 
better, and healthy, for the student body 
openly discussed, rather than concealed 
in the fabric of administrative decision-
making. Yet, a critical ethical question for 
Haverford remains: whether the student 
applicant for the freshman class who has 
good grades, specializes in a third language, 
and happens to be a lacrosse goalie, being 
recruited with the utmost, vigorous recruit-
ing skills, is, in the end, merely a means 
to an end using complex recruiting tools 
to fill a temporary team vacancy? 

To achieve the same result would it not 
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he more ethical—and productive—to 
encourage the lacrosse coach a) fore-
seeing eventual positional vacancies, to 
develop applicable talent within the 
ranks of the existing team—he/she has, 
after all, players from the three preced-
ing classes to select and train the 
replacement. The question then 
becomes whether the new freshman 
with developed skills at one position 
will surpass an underclassman with a 
minimum of at least one year of experi-
ence on the team but temporarily with-
out the advanced skills at the desired 
position. All scholastic-intercollegiate 
athletics is predicated upon the dedica-
tion, desire, and hard work of team 
members who are periodically asked to 
assume new responsibilities to help the 
team; b) look to the existing student 
body, perhaps to athletes in other sports 
in other seasons, to recruit the needed 
skilled position; or c) depend on the 
quality of his own program to attract 
worthy candidates from the ranks of the 
student body, whom he would then 
train and instruct. An illustration comes 
from an experience I had with a pre-
mier high school soccer coach who 
always recruited his soccer goalies from 
the ranks of top basketball players 
because they had good overall body bal-
ance and obviously good hand control 
of the ball. The famous New England 
track coach Ralph Lovshin routinely 
recruited his shot putters also from the 
ranks of basketball players due to their 
proven, overall body balance. Relief 
from positional vacancy needs does not 
always have to come from the outside. 

In conclusion, as I read the com-
ments of Mssrs. Kannerstein and 
Rawlings, which mainly seem to stress  

how an institution is perceived in the 
win-loss columns, I had the sense that 
emphases were/are being placed on pub-
lic relations strategies rather than upon 
the development of the student-athlete 
where a positive attitude and capability 
for intercollegiate competition are pro-
fessionally nurtured. The ultimate value 
of any intercollegiate program should 
be placed on how the whole team is pre-
pared for competition in terms of train-
ing and skill development, not upon a 
"must win" mentality forged in the cor-
ridors of the admission department and 
the student application process. An even 
more nagging question is whether the 
team-building-by-admissions approach 
will foster coaching dependence upon 
newly recruited player skills rather than 
reliance upon hard work by the coach-
ing staff to develop existing team skill 
levels? Training and skills development 
are the very best means available in the 
academic and arts curricula to foster stu-
dent success—are these long-proven 
means now somehow inadequate for the 
athlete? Haverford College, with its cher-
ished Honor System requirements, high 
academic standards, small class size, and 
retention of Quaker values is a great 
institution that, to sustain its image, does 
not need an artificial culture of sports-
building dependent upon overly elabo-
rate recruiting methods. 

Eric Harrison '58, a multi-sport athlete 
while he was at Haverford, was subsequent-
ly invited to practice as a walk-on with the 
Baltimore Colts. He attributes much of his 
success as a high school teacher and coach 
to his experiences at both Haverford and 
Phillips Exeter Academy. 

It has been the worst 
of winters... 

Although I have read about record snowfalls a 
century or even half a century ago, it has been 
the worst of winters in the decade that I have 
been in the North West. 

It has been the worst winter in the decade that 
I have been in Seattle and that is why I am singing 
"Lhude sing Goddamm." 

There will be no spring. Cherry blossoms in 
shocked half bloom, arrested midway. And though 
the fine rain, god's nasal spray that is collecting 
on the Cherry and Hawthorne branches and on 
barren black berry vines is like the finest of tiny 
shiny translucent pearls, the beauty that the rain 
creates, ever so incidentally, suffices no allevia- 
tion, nor the great mysteries in which the world 
becomes enshrouded when the weather God has 
a prolonged cold and sneezes its prolonged fine 
nasal spray . . . and, perhaps, as happens once 
every ten years, no summer. Pure uninterrupted 
dankness. Moss growing thick on the north-fac-
ing roofs. 

The December rains came in late October, and 
by the winter solstice the first really prolonged 
cold in a decade, not just a nite or two of frost, 
but day time freezes in the teens, so that the ponds 
froze and the ducks and geese looked aghast at 
their freezing feet and at me, as though I were to 
blame, as they went curling on the ice . . . 

After the long cold snap, no not a snap but a 
cold, long lasso that drove droves of spiders 
indoors, the rains returned, not with a vengeance 
but with something worse, with boring regular- 
ity, mild rain, and the ponds thawed and the 
ducks clucked or sounded like creaky doors 
although Paul says that they quack and the geese 
went back to plucking grass . . . and sounded as 
forelorn as ever at nite . . . 

But the sequence of long frozen spells, suc-
ceeded by ever danker colder rains, itself has 
become an unending seeming sequence... which 
is why I am so thoroughly sick of it . . . Lhude 
sing Goddamm. 

Just as the cherry blossoms are in full bloom, 
after nearly two months of temperate rain, the 
north freeze, straight from Alaska, is setting back 
in. Just as Winter began to alternate with Spring, 
April that brute returned. It is being a miserable 
Spring, the seventh month of rain and little relief 
in sight. Lhude sing Goddamn. 

—Michael Roloff '58 
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