


PERSPECTIVE 

On March 2, 1972, chemistry professor 
Harmon Dunathan addressed his Haverford 
colleagues as part of the faculty research 
talk series, a program through which mem-
bers of Haverford's teaching staff describe 
their own research efforts to interested 
faculty and students. Before launching into 
his discussion of "Research, Vitamins and 
Haverford," Prof. Dunathan raised some 
basic questions about the importance of 
research at Haverford. His introductory 
remarks, which are printed here for the first 
time, evoked considerable enthusiasm from 
his listeners. 

Three years ago, when the present series 
of faculty research talks was initiated, 

[Provost] Gerhard Spiegler introduced the 
speaker with these words: "If you would 
really know one of our faculty you must 
know that which is closest to him—his own 
work." 

With those words, a wave of empathy 
swept the auditorium. It was as if everyone 
were saying to himself: "Right On!" "That's 
how it is!" "That's the real me—and how 
few people here we really know!" 

Both our traditions and self-image sup-
port Gerhard's statement. We think of our-
selves not only as scholars but as rather suc-
cessful scholars! Outside examiners call us  

"university oriented"; I suspect this is a 
polite -way of saying "pretentious in 
scholarship." 

And it does seem pretentious to think 
that such a small undergraduate faculty with 
such limited resources could hold such 
apparently high standards for itself. 

I'd like to ask two questions about the 
scholarly life of the college—not because 
I have important answers but because these 
questions are seldom discussed and the 
answers that are usually given are often too 
pat. 

First, what can Haverford offer as a set-
ting for serious research? Clearly, the 
answer is not time, facilities, or graduate 
students. No, hope must be in another direc-
tion, and I think it is contained in the answer 
I gave to a particularly condescending uni-
versity professor who asked me recently, 
"How can you do your work with so few 
resources?" 

My reply was, "It doesn't take resources 
to think." On second thought, I think my 
answer should have been, "Haverford has 
good resources for thinking," for I believe 
that we do. 

As I look at my own science, chemistry, 
I am often depressed by the influence of 
fad and fashion in dictating the direction 
of the discipline. Others complain of the 
same thing in their fields. 

The only sure escape from these traps 
is to be in constant contact with some out-
side, yet intelligent and critical, audience. 
Unfortunately, in most fields only intelligent 
undergraduates and a few rare faculty are 
in a position to be true outside critics, with 
the necessary mix of intelligence, naivete 
and lack of strong commitment to the field. 
Graduate students are hardly unbi-
ased—they made their most critical judg-
ment as undergraduates when they chose 
not to go into a particular field. 

At Haverford, our students have filled 
this role well. We should tell them how 
important it is and how we depend on it. 
We also have more than our share of faculty 
who are willing to express an interest in and 
thus, in a way, take responsibility for the 
work of other faculty members. 

In short, Haverford offers the scholar the 
luxury of an intelligent, interested but skep-
tical, critical audience that may save him 
from the cultism and faddism that so often 
sweeps the scholarly world. 

But what of scholarship's contribution 
to Haverford? One often hears people 
defend "research" as necessary for good 
teaching. These defenses are usually 
couched in terms that make research sound 
like a cure for "tired blood." 

We can be more specific than that. I'll 
mention only two factors that seem very 
important to me. 



First, an institution of our size should 
always be afraid of isolation, of a comfort-
able provincialism— particularly in Haver-
ford, Pa. Today, the college's primary con-
nection to the larger academic world and 
to society in general is still through the pro-
fessional activities of its faculty. In a sense, 
we tie the institution to the "real" world. 

We may bemoan the narrowness of 

some of these links to "reality," but that 
should not obscure the fact that they are 
all we have. 

Secondly, our academic quality depends 
to a very large extent on the ability of our 
faculty to make sound independent judg-
ments about their fields—judgments made 
by persons who are part of a discipline but 
not subject to it. The quality of these judg-
ments controls our curriculum, gives the 
flavor to all our courses, and makes true 
innovation possible. 

How'does one achieve this state of inde-
pendent jgment? It seems to me that over 
thelong run the best way is to be an active 
part of that discipline. It's a lot to ask for 
someone to have a passive relationship with 
his discipl ine and still maintain independent 
judgment over a long time period. 

The observations are not new. But, with 
many issues pressing on the college, we 
should take time to discuss these basic ques-
tions and to plan strategies to enhance the 
values we see in scholarship. 

Haverford o, 
College 

HORIZONS 

Volume 70, Number 6 

CONTENTS 

	

2 	PERSPECTIVE: Chemistry professor Harmon 
Dunathan examines the role of research at Haverford. 

4 A FAREWELL TO HAVERFORD: Emeritus profes-
sor of English Frank Quinn reflects on his years at 
Haverford, sharing "a few shameful secrets" and 
pointing to events that convinced him that Haverford 
was "a place eminently worth working for." 

	

10 	SOMETHING NEW...: A look at 120-year-old Foun- 

ders Annex, five years ago destined for demolition, 
now providing a new, perhaps unique, dimension 
to education at Haverford. 

14 A HOONDRED YARDS: Soccer buff and alumni 
director Tim Bell traces the history of Haverford's 
most popular sport. 

	

17 	CAMPUS BRIEFS: News of students, faculty and 
others. 

	

18 	ANNUAL GIVING 1973: A report on last fall's 
luncheon kicking-off Haverford's 1973 Annual Giving 
Campaign. 

	

20 	ALUMNI NEWS: Class happenings, marriages and 

deaths. 

	

23 	HAVERFORD AWARD: Ellsworth C. Alvord Jr. '44 

is the fourth of the 1971 recipients to be profiled 

in this series. 

Editor: William F. Balthaser 

Managing Editor: George N. Couch '64 

Haverford College Publication, Vol. 70, No. 6, Dec. 1972. Issued six times a 
year—Jan., Feb., May, Aug., Sept., and Dec. by Haverford College, Haverford, 
Pa. 19041. Entered as second-class matter and postage paid at Haverford, Pa. 

Students meet In the 
vestibule of Havertord's 
new Margaret Gest Center. 
See page 10 for details. 

3 



A 
Farewell 
to 
Haverford 
by Frank Quinn 

Breaking with a tradition that brought 
such nationally prominent figures as Eugene 
McCarthy and Ramsey Clark to speak at 
Haverford's commencements, the Class of 
'72 sought a speaker who would bring a 
personal touch to their graduation. The 
seniors selected English professor Frank 
Quinn, who, they felt, had developed a rap-
port with students that was hard to match. 

A native of Glasgow, Scotland, and a 
graduate of Oxford, Quinn came to the 
United States and joined the Haverford 
faculty in 1952. He retired from teaching 
last spring and with his wife, Doris, has 
returned to Oxford, where he's editing the 
third volume of a medieval Scots manu-
script, "The Meroure of Wyssdome." 

In the commencement address pub-
lished here, a farewell to Haverford, Quinn 
shares "a few of the shameful secrets of [his] 
life inside and outside the classroom." 

F first, I wish to thank the senior class for 
the honour they have done me in asking 

me to give this commencement speech. 
That they should ask a member of the facul-
ty to speak today is, in my view, a recogni-
tion of one of the principal attributes of this 
college: the relationship that exists between 
students and faculty, and the mutual respect 
on which that relationship is built. 

It may be that some of us here do not 
feel this very strongly, but it is, for most of 
us, a fact, and, I think, one of the most impor-
tant facts at Haverford. 

The senior class made a fine and signifi-
cant departure, and I hope that other classes 
will see fit to follow them in this. It may 
be that the senior class has begun a tradition. 

The students set me quite a little task. 

"Mr. Quinn," they said, "will say some-
thing relevant to us, and he won't be a bore." 

In the face'of that challenge what I am 
most aware of is the awesome truth that the 
human brain is a truly wondrous organ. It 
begins to work even before we are born, 
and it stops only when we get on our feet 

to make a speech. 

Students are fortunate; they don't ha 
to listen to many commencement speeche 
Many of us listen to—or at least are prese 
at—one each year. 

Probably the most prevalent expectation 
among the faculty is that they will feel a 
certain apprehension before the speech, an 
agonizing desire to sleep during the speech, 
a certain wave of gratitude and relief at the 
end of the speech, and, with regard to its 
content, a deep and lasting amnesia. 

Most of you seniors, now that you are 
leaving Haverford, have, no doubt, been 
thinking over your four years here, and what 
your experience has amounted to. 
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I am in a somewhat similar situation. 
I, like you, have been thinking of my years 
at Haverford, and it seemed appropriate that 
today I should tell you something about 
them. 

I propose to share with you a few of 
the shameful secrets of my life inside and 
outside the classroom. I hope it will be clear 
that these reminiscences are more than 
merely anecdotal. 

Then I wish to point to a few events in 
Haverford's history which convinced me 
that Haverford was a place eminently worth 
working for. Because poetry has been so 

much a part of my life here, it seemed right 
to end by reading one of my favourite 
poems. 

TEAPOT. Teaching at Haverford has not, 
of course, been entirely free of awkward 
moments. One such moment occurred on 
a day when I had a student in my office 

reading his paper to me. 

It was a warm spring afternoon. I looked 
out of the window. I had had a very late 
and tempestuous night the night before. I 
was drowsy, but I was determined to remain 
fully awake and give the paper the attention 
it deserved. 

My mind was drifting to and fro from 
the paper, the voice, the cool-looking trees 
waving gently at the window, the general 
drowsy, murmuring nature of everything, 
and I said to myself firmly: "It's all right, 
Quinn.Aou're not going to sleep. I know 
wre t4paper is leading. I can see the 
argument. I needn't hang on all that 
tenaciously." And so on, and so on—in 
drowsy little circles and frantic little spurts 
of eye-lid propping. 

Now I must interrupt this peaceful scene 
to tell you about our teapot. I contended 
with my wife for months that our teapot, 
which spluttered tea all over the place when 
we tried to pour the tea, should be thrown 
away. 

My wife said: "No, it requires just a little 
care in handling and it's a perfectly good 
teapot." 

I said it simply didn't pour properly. We 
kept the teapot. Have you ever attempted 
to separate an Englishwoman from her 
teapot? 

Back to my office: My mind kept drifting 
around, keeping in very close touch with 

everything. Then I became aware of some-
thing quite alien to the scene. I became 
aware of silence. I had no idea how long 
the silence had been going on—a few sec-
onds? a minute? five minutes? 

With a certain horror, the unique horror 
of nightmare, I heard a voice—and I wasn't 
quite convinced it was my own voice 
—saying: "Good paper! Good paper! But 
I'm afraid we will have to throw it away. 
You see, the trouble with this paper is, it 

doesn't pour properly." 

Somewhat later, and somewhat more 
wide awake, I remembered an incident in 
my student days. I have never been very 
convinced that history repeats itself, but 
perhaps it does. 

Years ago, I went to my tutor at Oxford 
with a long and, I thought, extremely inter-
esting paper, the outcome of a hard week's 
work. It was my tutor's business to listen 
to this paper while I read it and discuss 
it with me. 

I had read one of my brilliant fifteen 
pages when he asked whether it would be 
all right if he lay down on his couch. He 

was rather tired, he said. 

Towards the end of one more brilliant 
page my tutor was peacefully asleep. I mur-
mured through another page, unwilling to 
disturb him by any sudden silence, and 
when I thought it safe, I stole silently and 
almost tearfully away. When I got to the 
bottom of the stairway, a rather frantic—al-
most hysterical voice shouted down: "Good 
paper, Quinn! Damned good paper!" 

FRESHMEN. In my freshman year at 

Haverford, I had a large class in a course 
dealing with English literature from Beowulf 
to Virginia Woolf. In those days, after each  

class we had to make an absence report 
to the dean. 

Coming fresh from Oxford (where the 
student has the freedom to go to lectures 
or not as he pleases, and where he is free, 
eventually, to hang himself on the tree of 
ignorance), I being much more confident 
about good and bad classroom techniques 
than I am now, deplored this practice of 
reporting as repressive, puerile and just plain 
silly. 

At my first meeting with this large class 
of 45 students, I made my large gesture. I 

told them they were going to be treated as 
mature people. There would be no 
attendance taking, and, naturally, no 
penalties for absence. 

At the second class, there were—
perhaps —20 of my 45 students present; 
at the third class, perhaps ten; and at my 

fourth class, there were six. The number 
remained depressingly consistent at six. 

However, Frank Quinn had made his 

great statement about freedom and maturity, 
and he was not going to jettison any of his 
principles. I was not going to compromise 
on anything. 

This lugubrious business, in which my 
faithful six tended my wounded vanity, went 
on for almost three weeks. 

Insofar as pulling its weight in the col-
lege, this was really a non-course; and I 
finally admitted to myself that I had made 

a stupid mistake. I sadly conceded that I 
had better get back in the reporting line 
before the administration suggested deduct-
ing a third of my salary. 

On a grey morning I decided to unsay 
my silly statement, and, as I made this 
decision, one of my faithful half-dozen tele-
phoned me, asking me to come to the class 

half an hour late. When I got there the room 

was full. 

What the gallant six had done was to 
go round the dorms, telling the other stu-
dents that they were taking advantage of a 
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situation in which they were being treated 
in the way they said they ought to be treated, 
and that their behaviour, if not shoddy, was 
at least not particularly laudable. 

The class held together beautifully from 
then on. Most of the students thanked me 
for that course. I, as a freshman teacher, 
found that moving, encouraging and sus-
taining. I have always felt gratitude towards 

those six students, who rescued the rookie 
teacher who had rushed into an awkward 

position. 

A month or so ago, I had a letter from 
an alumnus. I quote: "I was lying in bed 
thinking aboot Haverford—how much it 

meant to me—how much you taught 

me—and how much I owe you. Then I said 
to myself: 'Now why do I lie here thinking 
this? Why don't I get up and say it in a 

letter!' And—as you can see, Mr. Quinn 
—that's exactly what I'm doing." 

When we don't obey that kind of gener-
ous impulse, it is often because of diffidence; 
a feeling that perhaps it might appear senti-
mental or be misunderstood in one way or 
another. But we human beings can never 
get in touch by leaning backward. Getting 
in touch requires a forward movement. 

MILTON. I had a student in a Milton 

course who simply didn't understand this. 
He sat in the classroom, swaying distract-
ingly and rather dangerously on the back 
legs of his chair, and with his mental feet 
up on the table. It was as though he were 
trying to get his head and his heart as far 
away from the proceedings as possible. 

He had, he said, an open mind about 
literature, and Milton in particular. He was 
not quite sure that Milton could speak to 
his condition. That a mind can be so open 
that anything which goes in falls out again, 
or that one's condition sometimes leaves 
something to be desired, were suggestions 
he was not prepared to consider. 

He was willing to listen with his great 
open mind while I demonstrated that Milton 
was a great poet; and that, he thought, was 
as far as his duty as a student should take 
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him. I argued that this attitude of his, while 
perhaps proper enough when buying a 
refrigerator, could not possibly come to any-
thing fruitful when engaging with a poet. 

I urged that he had to assume that Milton 

was great; and that if, despite his efforts and 
mine, Milton nevertheless seemed less than 
great, then he could regretfully say that 
whatever the truth might be-about Milton's 
greatness, Milton was not for him at that 
particular moment. Well, he could not, as 
he said, accept this, but he hoped there were 
no hard feelings. 

There was, it seemed, nothing more I 
could do about the situation, except agree 
that there were no hard feelings. But when 
we have done our best and still face defeat, 
the gods sometimes intervene; and I think 
this is what happened in this case. 

This student came to me one day and 
told me—we were very good friends—that 
during the big weekend which was coming 
soon he would like to bring his new and 
wonderful girl friend to tea at my place. 

"She really is a beautiful person," he 
said. "You will see what I mean when you 
get talking to her about some of the things 
she's really interested in. She will be a bit 
shy at first, but if you kind of encourage 
her, you know, to talk, you'll see what I 
mean." 

I said: "Of course, bring her along, but 
I'll tell you what I am going to do. As soon 

as you say: 'This is Miss So-and-So,' I'm 
going to say: 'I'm happy to meet you. He 
says you are wonderful. I always keep an 
open mind in these cases."' 

That made the point. The student could 
see that his girl friend had no chance what-
ever so long as I leaned back with my open 

mind. Needless to say, I did not subject his 
girl friend to this, nor, I'm happy to say, 
did he subject Milton to it any longer. 

RESPECT. Some time ago, I asked a 
junior here how he liked Haverford. "Well," 
he said, "let's put it this way. I've found 
one or two teachers and a couple of students 

whom I can respect." 
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That, to me, was an alarming statement. 

The student didn't quite know what he had 
said. He was quite unaware of the lopsided 
nature of his attitude. He was leaning back 
much further than the Milton student; and 
unless he became rather more balanced, he 
was going to fall severely back into 
loneliness. 

After my first term as a studArit atrixford, 

the principal of Ruskin Coll e; who had 
been responsible' for my being iSccepted at 

the university proper, asked me how I was 
doing. I told him that I thought I was doing 
reasonably well, and I felt my tutors were 
pleased with me. He thought that was not 

the point. The point was: "Was I pleased 
with them?" 

Maybe my attitude was too different from 

that of the student I've just referred to. I'm 
not sure. But I don't think much harm can 
come from thinking of yourself as working 
to gain the respect of those around you, 
while a great deal of harm can come from 
regarding yourself as some kind of dispense' 
of respect to which others may have access 
if they behave themselves and meet your 
exacting standards. 



Five-year-old Charles Frederick Turner, son of a former Haverford English instructor, 
visits "Uncle Frank" Quinn on the speakers' platform. 

Two members of the faculty were suf-
ficiently disturbed about this as being some-
thing alien to a Quaker college, to call for 
a meeting of the community to discuss the 
matter, It was a very small, weak little meet-
ing; but out of it other meetings grew, until 
there was a crowded meeting representing 
a real concern of the college community. 

The college, as a Quaker institution, was 
on trial. 

A committee was set up to go into the 
whole matter. This committee faced a very 
serious dilemma. There were two important 
principles at stake: 

One: The Friends' Peace Testimony pre-
cludes any involvement with war; 

Two: The principle of individual free-
dom of conscience and conscientious 
action, which is at the heart of the Quaker 
religious philosophy, demanded that these 
men be allowed to behave in accordance 
with their own conscience. 

The board of managers made its 
announcement in September, 1957: 

Because Defense Department funds are 
allied for by, and awarded to, the 
sponsoring institution, rather than the 
LndiVidual faculty member, the college 
would then be involved in the adminis- 

r. 

	

	tration of the fund; therefore, the col- 
lege should not act as sponsor for such 
funds. 

Further, the board held that the source 
of funds obtained by faculty members as 
individuals should not be the.concern of 
the college. At the same time, the board 
voted an appropriation of $10,000 to act 
as a basis for the Haverford Research Fund, 
and to make an annual appropriation for 
the fund. 

What this proved to me was that here 
was a place in which two members—and 

two very new and not at all influential mem-
bers—could be effective in bringing a whole 
community to an awareness of the principles 
on which it was built, and could thus bring 
about right action. 

In this world, "pure" action is hardly 
possible. "Pure" action, in this case, might 
have been to make available to the 
individual all the money that he could pos-
sibly obtain from the Defense Department. 
But the magnitude of that sum made this 
impossible. 

In a world in which the desirable is 
always in conflict with the possible, Haver-
ford College on that occasion demonstrated 
that its principles stood for realities, and that 
those principles could be appealed to, 
effectively, by anyone. 

Again when, in 1964, the board of 
education of Philadelphia tried to revoke the 
scholarship they had given to Haverford stu-
dent Russell Stetler, the board of managers 
supported Stetler splendidly. 

Stetler had formed "The Student Com-
mittee to Send Medical Aid to the Front of 
National Liberation of South Vietnam." As 
a result, the Philadelphia board of education 
was being urged to stop Stetler's $400-a-year 
scholarship. 

At that time, protesting against the war 
in Vietnam was not a very popular thing 
to be doing. 

At the hearing of Stetler's case on April 
30, 1964, the board of managers presented 
a statement from which I quote: 

Haverford College holds that open-
minded and free inquiry is essential to 
a student's educational develop-
ment.... To be complete, this freedom 
to learn must include the right of inquiry 
both in and out of the classroom.... The 
freedom to learn, to inquire, to speak, 
to organize and to act with conviction 
within the bounds of the law, are held 
by Haverford College to be a corner-
stone of education in a free society.... 

PRINCIPLES. Now I would like to sug-
gest why Haverford seemed to me to be an 
institution for which anyone could be proud 
to work. 

In 1957 three faculty members asked the 
college to sponsor their applications for 
grants from the Defense Department. 
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There have been other occasions where 
I could see that Haverford College really 
had principles, and that when challenged, 
these principles were found to be not ver-
biage, but realities. 

In our recent experience*, we have 
shown once again that a minority can be 
effective in making us examine ourselves 
critically. Institutions, like people, can 

become complacent, lazy and ultimately 
self-destructive. If we are to avoid this, the 
critical voice of the minority must always 
be listened to, not merely with tolerance, 
but with sympathy, and perhaps with 
gratitude. I am convinced that Haverford 
College does understand this, and so long 
as this is so, we need not fear or deplore 
criticism. 

At the height of our recent self-
examination, I was reminded of the Greek 
visitor to London. He asked his host: "Is 
it true that England is full of trouble—strikes, 
marches, protests, wage demands which are 

Mrs. Quinn, who also taught English 
literature at Haverford, listens as her 
husband tells the Commencement Day 
audience of the teapot that "didn't 
pour properly." 

crippling the economy, squabbling in Parlia-
ment almost near to physical violence about 
morals and education?" 

His host regretfully admitted that this was 
so. "How wonderful it all is," said the Greek. 

"I hope you realise how fortunate you are." 

COMPLACENCY. Nevertheless, the trap 
of complacency and self-congratulation is 
always open. In an academic community, 
this trap is carefully camouflaged to look 
like a large table—a table we are all very 
fond of. 

We gather round this table, and we talk. 
It is one of the hazards of the profession 
that we may think that in doing so we are 
dealing with the problem. There is a time 
to get up from that table, a time to turn those 
ideas into shapes and give them a local habi-

tation and a name. If we don't identify that 
moment correctly, we can all be caught, 
and possibly hurt rather badly. A friend of 
mine used to put this rather dramatically, 

if not too delicately. He'd say: "You've got 
your head in the sand, and if you keep it 
there much longer, you'll get your great and 
glorious rump cut off." 

As I said at the beginning of this speech, 
these reminiscences were intended to be 
more than anecdotal, and I wish to empha-
sise the significance of what I consider the 
most important of them. That is, we have 
to try to behave in a way which will gain 
the respect of others, because in my view, 
that is the only way in which we can gain 
self-respect. 

A very important aspect of what we call 
the self exists in the minds of those who 
know us. As someone put it recently, "I see 
myself by catching my reflection in the eyes 
of others." 

What we call our personality, our 
character, our concept of ourselves, we 
derive from other people. We see ourselves 
as intelligent, generous or whatever because 
parents, teachers, friends, have told us that 
this is so. 

If, for a sufficiently long period of time 
we are subjected to nothing but derogatory 

"see Horizons, May, 1972 

and derisive voices, telling us that we are 
stupid, mean and cruel, and we can hear 
no voice which supports us, what we so 
proudly call the self will crumble to nothing. 
Once we admit in all earnestness and humi-
lity that we are held up in existence by those 
around us, that they are really our only sure 
support, we can lay down this tiresome bur-
den of self-importance and walk with 
another kind of confidence. 

I am not urging this as some moral 
imperative, but as a simple act of good sense. 
By this free admission of dependence, we 
become truly interdependent, and we gain 
our real importance as individuals. By this 
simple act of good sense we come to see 
ourselves as the only sure support of those 
around us, and that gives us, and only that, 
gives us the true ground of our worth as 
individuals, our right to self-respect, and our 
claim to human dignity. 

In the spirit of that statement, I wish to 
thank everyone at Haverford now, and those 
who have been here in the past 20 years. 
They have helped to give me my concept 
of myself. I wish to thank not only the stu-
dents I have known over the years, but espe-
cially the students of this senior class, and 
also the numerous secretaries, librarians, 
groundsmen, painters, book-store people 
and medical people—all the people of this 
community who have, in one way or 
another, made 20 years of my life at Haver-
ford seem all too short. 

I would like to close by reading you one 
of my favourite poems—Dylan Thomas' 
"Fern Hill." To those of you who are not 
accustomed to this kind of poetry, may I 
just say that you should not struggle to make 
straightforward logical sense of the words. 
Simply try to see in your mind the pictures 
which the words suggest, and the meaning 
of the poem will come through, even at the 
first hearing. 	 1 

In this poem, the poet is looking back 

at the innocence and happiness of his 
boyhood. There is a Haverford scene which 
reminds me of "Fern Hill": that is the chil-
dren playing on the climbing tree. They, of 
course, are not aware that they are singing 
in their temporal chains. They are simply 
having a good time. 



11111. 	We, as adults, because we know of the 
transience of their innocent state, feel the 
poignancy and beauty of that scene, a poig-
nancy which the children, too, will one day 
experience when they look back. 

I chose the poem because of the children 
and the climbing tree and because of its 
relevance to this whole occasion. 

.. • 	1,. 

-die poem is relevant to "Paradise Lost," 
''' in that Adam and Eve leave their state of 

innocence and go out into a world where 
they have fallen into freedom and respon-
sibility. 

It is relevant to most of the senior class 
as they move towards a life in which there 
will be more freedom and, consequently, 
more responsibility. 

It is relevant to me in that I am leaving 
what has been for me a very happy place. 

Finally, the burden of the poem, the 
poignancy of the loss of innocence,is rele-
vant to all of humanity, sooner or later. 

FERN HILL 
by Dylan Thomas 

Now as I was young and easy under the apple boughs 
About the lilting house and happy as the grass was green, 

The night above the dingle starry, 
Time let me hail and climb 

Golden in the heydays of his eyes, 
And honoured among wagons I was prince of the apple towns 
And once below a time I lordly had the trees and leaves 

Trail with daisies and barley 
Down the rivers of the windfall light. 

And as I was green and carefree, famous among the barns 
About the happy yard and singing as the farm was home, 

In the sun that is young once only, 
Time let me play and be 

Golden in the mercy of his means, 
And green and golden I was huntsman and herdsman, the 

calves 
Sang to my horn, the foxes on the hills barked clear and cold, 

And the sabbath rang slowly 
In the pebbles of the holy streams. 

All the sun long it was running, it was lovely, the hay 
Fields high as the house, the tunes from the chimneys, it 

was air 
And playing, lovely and watery 

And fire green as grass. 
And nightly under the simple stars 

As I rode to sleep the owls were bearing the farm away, 
All the moon long I heard, blessed among stables, the night- 

jars 
Flying with the ricks, and the horses 

Flashing into the dark. 

And then to awake, and the farm, like a wanderer white 
With the dew, come back, the cock on his shoulder: it was all 

Shining, it was Adam and maiden, 
The sky gathered again 

And the sun grew round that very day. 
So it must have been after the birth of the simple light 
In the first, spinning place, the spellbound horses walking` 

warm 
Out of jhe whinnying green stable 

On to the fields of praise. 

And honoured among foxes and pheasants by the gay house 
Under the new made clouds and happy as the heart was long, 

In the sun born over and over, 
I ran my heedless ways, 

My wishes raced through the house high hay 
And nothing I cared, at my sky blue trades, that time allows 
In all his tuneful turning so few and such morning songs 

Before the children green and golden 
Follow him out of grace, 

Nothing I cared, in the lamb white days, that time would 
take me 

Up to the swallow thronged loft by the shadow of my hand, 
In the moon that is always rising, 

Nor that riding to sleep 
I should hear him fly with the high fields 

And wake to the farm forever fled from the childless land. 
Oh as I was young and easy in the mercy of his means, 

Time held me green and dying 
Though I sang in my chains like the sea. 

Reprinted by permission of Harold Ober Associates Incorporated. 
Copyright 1946 by New Directions Publishing Corporation. 



Founders Annex, shown here before renovation began, didn't change much on the outside. The interior, though, is a differs 
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SOMETHING NEW... 
Founder's Annex, nearly 120 years old, has found a new lease on life and added a new dimension to education at 

Haverford as the Margaret Gest Center for the Cross-Cultural Study of Religion. 

I t's 8:25 a.m. on a wintry Monday. A 

half-dozen students stroll into the new class-
room and select seats at a large, oak seminar 
table. In the.next few minutes another 15 
students enter the room and sit down, adjust-
ing their bodies to the new captain's chairs, 
also of oak. One carries a cup of coffee, 
donut balanced precariously on top, 
remnants of a hurried breakfast in the nearby 

dining center. 

At 8:30 Prof. Paul Desjardins enters, 
greets the class and asks for reactions to the 
weekend reading assignment in Plato. The 

student with the coffee responds and others 
join in; the class goes well and, a short 
hour later, is over. 

One by one, the students push back their  

chairs and leave the room. In the large 
central vestibule they mix with other stu-

dents, arriving for an English literature class 
scheduled to begin in the next room. 

The two seminar rooms, located side by 
side and similarly furnished with natural-

finish oak tables and chairs, will be busy 
for most of the day. Later that morning one 
will hold a class in religion. In the afternoon 
the other will house a class in anthropology 
and the other, another philosophy class. 

Elsewhere in the building, about 3 in the 
afternoon, Prof. Desjardins will meet with 

a group of four philosophy students in his 
second floor office. 

That evening two dozen students might  

gather in a third, and larger, seminar room 
on the first floor to hear a lecture by, and 
meet with, a guest speaker -- perhaps a noted 
anthropologist. 	 4 

The previous evening that same room had 

been the site of a dinner for some 16 students 

and faculty, served Japanese-style with 
Japanese cuisine and a discussion of the 
meaning behind the customs and ritual. 

A hodgepodge? A random mixture of 
unrelated classes and activities? Not at all. 
Rather, it's an example of synergy at work 
at Haverford. This mix of activities all takes 
place in Haverford's new Margaret Gest 
Center for the Cross-Cultural Study of Relig-
ion -- better known to alumni as Founders 
Annex. 



Professor Paul Desjardins likes the 
"hollow-square" shape of the seminar tables. 
"You can see a person's feet as well as his 
head," he explains. "It helps you remember 
that you're talking to a whole, complex person, 
instead of a row of faces." 

The 96'x25' annex was built between 
1853 and 1855, providing a gymnasium on 
the first floor and science labs on the second. 
Later, it served as carpenter's shop and 
employees' living quarters. During those 
later years few Haverford students had cause 
to enter Founders Annex. Deterioration of 
the building over the years led to plans in 
the mid-60's for its demolition. 

In 1965, however, the college learned that 
a neighbor of the college, Miss Margaret 
Gest, had bequeathed Haverford some $3.5 
million, the money to come to the college 
at a later date. The bequest, her will 
specified, was to endow a program "to pro-

mote better understanding among peoples" 
through the study of the "fundamental unity 
of religions" without "negating the diffe-

rences." 

Why such a program at Haverford? Miss 

Gest had grown up on a large estate on City 
Line Avenue. An educated woman, she had 
studied Latin, translated the works of 
Horace, and become an accomplished 
painter. Through the years she had visited 
Haverford and had heard speakers like Rufus 
Jones and Douglas Steere discuss religious 
questions from a cross-cultural point of 
view. These visits lay behind her choice. 

The funds, when available to the college, 
were to endow the program; however, there 
was no provision for a facility to house it. 

A close friend of Miss Gest, Miss Miriam 
Thrall, knowing that the Gest bequest was 
destined for -- but not yet available to --
Haverford, offered to provide a facility. 

Because of its architectural simplicity and 

central location, Founders Annex appealed 
to Miss Thrall and many others in the college 
community. The simplicity of the structure 
made it an appropriate setting for diverse 

cultures. Its central location would make it 
accessible to all on campus, an important 
factor for a center that would involve many 
academic disciplines. Engineering studies 
showed the building to be structurally 
sound. Founders Annex won a reprieve from 
the wrecker's ball. 

The Philadelphia architectural firm of 
Cope & Lippincott drew up plans, and the 
renovation work began in 1971. The Gest 
Center opened for classes this fall while the 
finishing touches were being completed. 
Cost of the project, including furnishings, 
was some $180,000. 

Work on the exterior was minimal. The 
roof and stucco walls were repaired, and 
new doors and lighting fixtures were added. 

Plans for the interior called for a mixture 
of old and new. The walls, floors and ceilings 
were new. The window frames and sash 
were old, retaining the sense of age and 
tradition. So, too, were the original wooden 



The largest seminar room was the last to 
receive its handcrafted oak furniture. 
Meanwhile, cushions on the floor and a low 
makeshift table made it a "natural" for 
a Japanese-style dinner. 

support columns. 

Designed to be practically a self-
contained learning center, the Gest Center 

has classrooms and faculty offices. The first 
floor contains three seminar rooms -- for 15, 
20 and 30 students. The largest room also 
doubles for small lectures, dinner parties, 
films, etc. A small kitchenette, rest rooms 
and a large vestibule round out the first floor. 

On the second floor six faculty offices, 

some of which can also serve as small class-
rooms, are spaced around a secretarial area 
and combination gallery-lounge. 

Underlining the concept that a truly cross-
cultural study of religion must include the 
study of ideologies, philosophies and primi-

tive cults as well as the world's major relig- 

ions, faculty members from the English, 
anthropology and classics departments join 
faculty from the philosophy and religion 
departments having offices in the Gest 
Center. In addition to philosopher Desjar-
dins, others in the building are anthropology 
professor Wyatt MacGaffey, classics profes-
sor Diskin Clay, philosophy professor Asoka 
Gangadean, visiting religion professor Doris 
Srinivasan and English literature professor 

Edgar Rose. 

The decor and furnishings are purpose-

fully eclectic. The first floor seminar rooms 
are furnished with custom-built oak tables 
and chairs, hand-crafted on Haverford's 

campus. The second floor gallery-lounge is 

furnished largely with antiques. Included are 
19th century pieces from the collection of 
Miss Thrall and 17th century pieces from 

Mrs. Bennett Cooper, a gift to the college 
in memory of her son, Brooks B. Cooper 
'50. 

Religious art and artifacts representing 
vastly diverse cultures are displayed in the 
upstairs lounge. A number of oil paintings 
by Miss Gest are hung throughout the build-
ing. 

After generations of relative obscurity on 
the Haverford campus, Founders Annex has 
gained a new purpose as the Margaret Gest 
Center for the Cross-Cultural Study of 
Religion. Even before the endowment funds 
for that program are available, the renovated 
Gest Center brings together different cultures 
and different disciplines, enriching the 
educational experience for generations of 
Haverford students to come. 
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Some of the six faculty offices, spaced around the central gallery-lounge, can double as 
small classrooms. The cross-cultural, interdisciplinary theme has a philosopher next to an 
anthropologist, a classicist next to a literature professor. 

e modern, but plain, interior renovation 
ates an appropriate showcase for the 

Ilection of antiques and religious art and 
ifacts -- a visual symbol of the cross-
ural ideal of the Margaret Gest Center. 



lioondred Yarrds 
Text by B. F. Bell III '54 

Photos by Theodore Hetzel '28 and Samuel Nocella 

Soccer became a college sport at Haverford in 1901. Four years later the 
Fords met Harvard twice for the first intercollegiate soccer games in the U.S. 
Haverford won them both 1-0. 

"Tim" Bell, who joined Haverford as director of alumni relations last spring, has 

loved soccer as a player on both student and alumni teams and as a spectator. 
In this brief look at the sport, he reports that Haverford soccer continues to provide 
high quality action and excitement. 

E ver since man learned to walk up-
right, he has enjoyed kicking things 

for sport; pebbles, skulls, and balls made 
of raffia, rubber, or stuffed hides are 
known have been used in organized 
games throughout history. 
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Eventually, these sports evolved into our 
modern game of soccer, which allows the 
player to strike the ball with his head as 
well. To make one thing perfectly clear, 
there is absolutely no truth to the rumor that 
spending one's formative years hammering 
a heavy ball with the head will addle the 
brain. 

Soccer, probably the world's most 
popular organized outdoor sport, has a long 
and honorable history. Since its formal 
organization in the mid-nineteenth century, 
the game has grown world-wide to the point 
where regional and international matches 
draw crowds of well over 200,000 fanatics 
to stadiums in the British Isles, Europe and 
Latin America, and the World Cup final is 
watched on television by 700 million 
people. 

In the United States, however, the 
growth of another fall sport, loosely derived 
from the game of Rugby football, or 
"Rugger," invented by the sons of gentry 
at an English school, has overshadowed 
soccer. 

In recent years, soccer has steadily 
become more popular at schools and col-
leges around the United States. Even at 
Haverford, where the sport has long been 
a favorite, its popularity has reached new 
heights. This fall, 53 students went out for 
the team—an all-time record. 

Soccer, which was known as "as-
sociation football" at Haverford as late as 
1909, has played a proud part in the athletic 
history of the college. Take the 1907 season, 
for example. That year saw Haverford beat-
ing Cornk311, Pennsylvania, Harvard, Colum-
bia and the of the local cricket clubs. We 
lost to Ya16- nd—are you ready for this?—to 
the Pennsylvania Railroad! 

Of course, this yearly struggle against 
the Goliaths of the Ivy League couldn't last. 
They kept growing, and attracting-more and 
more foreign students from countries where 
children learned to dribble a soccer ball as 
soon as they stopped dribbling baby food. 
Eventually, we were simply not able to com-
pete with them, but it was only two seasons 
ago that we were dropped from Penn's list 
of opponents. (This year Penn is ranked 
Number Two nationally.) 

Soccer at Haverford is still of high 
quality. During the 1940's, 50's and 60's, 
,ender the gruff tutelage of Jimmy Mills, our 
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teams won eight Middle Atlantic States 
championships, and a sizable number of our 
players were chosen as All-Americans. 

Mills, who was U.S. Olympic soccer 
coach in 1956, and a member of the Soccer 
Hall of Fame for his play in his native Scot-
land, was unforgettable to any man who 
played for him. His pre-season stories of the 
"black draught" given to purge Scottish 
players arriving at training camp, and his 
outraged bellow of "Ye've got a hoondred 
yarrds!"at some luckless winger who'd shot 
the ball behind the goal, will stay forever 
in the memories of generations of Haverford 
soccermen. 

Dave Felsen '66, who played under 
Jimmy's fierce generalship, has been his suc-
cessor since the fall of 1970. His team, con- 

tinuing the short-passing game developed 
by Mills, last year compiled a record of nine 
wins, including a 5-1 upset over league-
leading Swarthmore, against six losses—not 
bad at all for a first season. This year the 
Ford booters won seven, lost seven, and tied 
one, in a season marked by bad weather 
and injuries to key players. 

Two of the wins deserve special men-
tion: the game with Drexel, ranked seventh 
in the whole Delaware Valley region, was 
one of them. In the teeth of a 20- to 40-
mile-an-hour wind and a driving rain, the 
Fords played consistently superior ball, and 
ended up victors, 4 to 2, in overtime. Main-
taining ball control and outstanding field 
position, the Fords scored the two winning 
goals within 17 seconds of each other in 
the first five-minute overtime. 

The Homecoming game against Stevens 
was a good one too, again in the rain. An 

unusually large crowd, including members 
of the college's board of managers and the 
Alumni Council, braved the rain to watch 
it. They saw a lop-sided game, perhaps, 
—Haverford won by a score of 6 to 2—but 
the team played well, and Bruce Brownell 
'73 scored the "hat trick" (three goals in 
one game). The excitement was contagious; 
the whole crowd went up in the air together 
and came down screaming. 

The soccer season is over now. The Class 
of '88 field is quiet while the gymnasium 
and Alumni Field House are alive with the 
sounds of wrestling, fencing and basketball. 
But it won't be long. In only eight short 
months the observatory walls will again 
echo the sounds of soccer at Haverford. 
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Unveiled: Retiring 
chairman of Haverford's 

board of managers, 
Jonathan E. Rhoads, M.D., 

'28 (right), receives 
congratulations from 

president John Coleman 
following the unveiling 
of a portrait of Rhoads 

painted by the late 
Philadelphia artist 

Franklin Watkins. The 
portrait, donated by 

James P. Magill '07, was 
unveiled during a 

luncheon for the college 
corporation at its annual meeting, Oct. 14, 1972. The portrait, currently hanging in the Magill 

Library's Sharpless Gallery, is the last done by the noted artist. 

Whitehead 

Campus Briefs 

ELECTED 

❑ John C. Whitehead '43 (photo); to 

serve as chairman of the Board of Managers 
of Haverford College. Whitehead is a part-
ner and member of the management com-
mittee of the New York investment banking 
firm of Goldman, Sachs & Co. and lives in 
Essex Fells, N.J. He has served on Haver-
ford's board since 1962 and has been chair-
man of the board's finance and investment 
committee since 1970. 

As chairman, he succeeds Jonathan E. 
Rhoads, M.D., '28, who has served since 
1963. Rhoads will continue as a member 
of the board and as president of the Corpora-
tion of Haverford College. 

Other elected officers of the corporation 
are: J. Morris Evans '43 vice president; Wil-
liam Morris Maier '31, treasurer; and John 
F. Gummere '22, secretary. 

In addition to Whitehead, newly named 
officers of the board are: J. Morris Evans 
'43, vice chairman for business affairs, and 
Robert P. Roche '47, vice chairman for 
academic affairs. Maier will continue as 
board treasurer and William Nelson West 
'24 as secretary. 

Cope 

❑ P4d M. Cope Jr. '47 (photo); to a three-
-Sear term on the Board of Managers. Cope, 
a resident of Radnor, Pa., is a partner in 
the Philadelphia architectural firm of Cope 
& Lippincott. 

Re-elected for three-year terms on the 
board were: James B. Bradbeer '55; Thomas 
S. Brown '34; Gaylord P. Harnwell '24; 
Robert MacCrate '43; Martha -Stokes Price; 
Robert P. Roche '47; and David E. Stokes 
'44. 

HONORED 

❑ G. Richard Bacon '32, Theodore B. 
Hetzel '28, Charles W. Powers '63, and 
Charles F. Wurster '52; by being named 
recipients of the 1972 Haverford Awards, 

presented annually to no more than four 
Haverford alumni who "best reflect the uses 
to which...graduates put their knowledge, 
humanity, initiative and individuality." 
Bacon retired this year after 16 years as 
executive director of the Pennsylvania Pri-
son Society; Hetzel, who also retired this 
year following a 36-year career teaching 
engineering at Haverford, remains active in 
Indian affairs. Powers, assistant professor of 
social ethics at Yale University Divinity 
School, has made significant contributions 
to the study of corporate and institutional 
ethical responsibility; Wurster is professor 
of environmental sciences at the Marine Sci-
ences Research Center, State University of 
New York at Stoney Brook. 

ISSUED 

❑ By president John R. Coleman; an 
interim report summarizing the college's ac-
tions to date implementing the college's 16-
point commitment to diversity, announced 
last Feb. 25 in response to 16 specific con-
cerns raised by the Black Studentc League, 
the Puerto Rican students, and women stu-
dents (see "Horizons," vol. 70, no. 3, pages 
8-16). 

Coleman noted that the steps listed are 
not viewed as "the end of the road," and 
that many of the steps cannot be evaluated 
for a year or two. In the report, made to 
the board of managers and dated Sept. 15, 
Coleman noted, among other points, that: 
1) few shifts in the budget had proved neces-
sary; 2) both faculty and administration had 
selected participants to join student rep-
resentatives on a new Study Group on 
Governance; 3) a bilingual (Spanish and 
English) counselor had been hired; 4) eight 
Haverford and five Bryn Mawr students 
attended a summer program for entering 
minority freshmen, sponsored jointly by the 
two colleges; 5) the Distinguished Visitors 
Committee had earmarked funds to get visit- 

ing speakers who would reflect minority 
concerns; 6) a minority admissions officer 
had been hired; 7) two assistant professors 
were appointed to teach Spanish, following 
the retirement of Prof. Manuel Asensio; and 
8) the library had begun a vigorous effort 
to strengthen holdings of Spanish materials 
and to review the already strong collection 
on black history. 

DECEASED 

❑ Joachim Maass, lecturer in German at 

Haverford from 1965 to 1963; on Oct. 15, 
1972. He was 71. A novelist, poet and 
essayist, he had also taught at Mount 
Holyoke College. 

❑ S. Emlen Stokes '14, former chair-
man of Haverford's board of managers; 
on Oct. 9, 1972. (See page 22.) 

❑ Francis de Pasquale, cellist and artist-

in-residence at Haverford since 1969, on 
Sept. 26, 1972. He was 52. A graduate of the 
Curtis Institute of Music, he joined the Phila-
delphia Orchestra in 1943, the first of the 
four brothers to do so. In 1962, the brothers 
(including violist Joseph, and violinists 
Robert and William) formed the de Pasquale 
String Quartet. 

❑ William Docherty Jr., professor of phys-

ical education, on Oct. 27, 1972. He was 
57. Docherty joined Haverford's coaching 
staff in 1937, following his graduation from 
Temple University. In his 35 years at Haver-
ford, he coached varsity football, baseball, 
basketball and golf, and directed the instruc-
tional and intramural sports programs. He 
is survived by his wife, Patricia, manager 
of the Haverford College bookstore. A 
memorial fund has been established in 
honor of William Docherty to support 
Haverford's athletic facilities and program. 
Contributions may be sent to: Vice President 
for Development, Haverford College. 
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Annum. ovine 

1973 

Robert P. Feeser '54, Philadelphia-area special-gifts chairman, toasts the 
success of Haverford's 1973 annual-giving campaign with general chairman Richard D. Rivers '55. 

T o the strains of a swinging five-
piece Dixieland band, featuring psy-

chology professor Thomas D'Andrea on 
drums, some 40 Haverford annual-giv-
ing volunteers and their families gath-
ered on October 21st to launch the 1973 
campaign. 

After luncheon in the dining center, the 
gathering switched to the Class of '88 Field 
to see Haverford meet Muhlenberg for 

soccer. The band changed locations too, via 
flat-bed truck, and played at the game for 
a while. But despite this strong support, 

Haverford lost, 2 to 1. 

Highlight of the afternoon was the 
introduction of the 1973 Annual Giving 
campaign plan by general chairman Richard 
D. Rivers '55, an attorney from Rosemont, 
Pa. Rivers explained that the 1973 campaign 
will be keyed to "the continuing viability 
of the values that (former Haverford pres-
ident) William Wistar Comfort held most 
dear." The campaign folder is headlined 
"Uncle Billy Needs You," Rivers said. 

"The 1972 campaign was a tremendous 
success; it resulted in gifts totaling more than 
$463,000," Rivers continued, "the highest 
amount in Haverford's history." Rivers cre-

dited much of that campaign's success to 
the impetus of a challenge made by a small 
group of anonymous Haverfordians, who 

Pewter Haverford mugs were awarded 
to eight volunteers who had completed five 
years of service. They are: Omar Bailey '49; 
Samuel Cook '27; Edward L. Engelhardt '41; 
Donald G. Gamble '57; John F. Gummere 
'22; Forrest E. Klinger Jr. '62; R. Allen Irvine 
'56; and Sterling Newell Jr. '43. 

Awards for the leaders of the record-
breaking 1972 campaign were made at the 
luncheon by college president John R. 

Coleman. Stephen R. Miller '49, the 1972 
general chairman, received the college's 

gold pin, awarded to general chairmen who 
have completed their second year of service. 

Annual giving volunteers at the kickoff 

luncheon came from as far as Washington, 
D.C., and represented classes from 1905 to 

1970. 

offered to match increases in giving, dollar-
for-dollar. 

The 1973 campaign also will have a 

challenge—in fact, two challenges. "The 
1973 group of challengers will match you, 
dollar-for-dollar, for any increase of $5 or 
more over your 1972 gift," Rivers explained, 
"and still another challenge group in 1973 
has zeroed in on the goal of raising Haver-

ford's percentage of participation (52 per 
cent in 1972), which already is among the 
highest in the nation." 

If the rate of participation goes to 53 

per cent this year, Rivers said, those challen-
gers will give the college a bonus of $1,000. 

If it goes to 54 per cent, the bonus becomes 
$2,000, and so forth until the top bonus of 
$10,000 is reached at 56 per cent. 
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William B. Freilich '62, this year's 1960-64 division chairman, dips for snacks, while psychology 
professor Thomas D'Andrea beats out a ragtime rhythm in the background. 

Record-Breaker: 1972 Annual Giving genera 
chairman Stephen R. Miller '49 shows friends his 

new gold award pin. 

A quick head-table conference (I to r) involves: Charles Perry '36, associate director 
of development; Stephen G. Cary '37, vice president; Mrs. Richard Rivers, wife of 
the 1973 general chairman; and president John Coleman. 

John B. Hurford, 1960 class chairman, and 
his wife look over new annual-giving 

campaign literature. 

Honored: Three of the eight 1972 mug winners 
hoist their trophies, each indicating five years' 
• service. They are (I to r): Forrest E. Klinger Jr. '62; 
John F. Gummere '22; and Edward L. Engelhardt '41. 

.11111.- 

Fresh from their luncheon serenade, the annual-giving Dixieland band arrives at 
the Haverford-Muhlenberg soccer match, October 21st. 
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you may be 
able to more than 

triple your return 
From certain highly appreciated, low-yield securities through 
Haverford's Program for Tomorrow 

I- 
I want information, without obligation, on giving highly appreciated, low-yield securities. 
(Please print; list phone if you want to receive a call.) 

name 

street 

city 	 state 
	 zip 

Sometimes the market can put you in a funny 
position. Take those 16 shares of IBM you bought 
in 1960 for $8,000. In a way, you made a great 
buy. With splits and appreciation, you now have 
90 shares worth a total of around $36,000, and 
they're still appreciating steadily in value. 

In another way though, they don't really answer 
your current needs for income. They only bring 
in an annual return of around 1.4%, and the same 
money invested in other shares could bring you 
three or four times that return. Common sense tells 
you that now's the time to sell the IBM and to 
buy some higher yielding stock that would give 
you a better income. But you can't. The IBM has 
appreciated so greatly in value since you bought 
it that you're faced with a huge capital-gains tax 
if you sell it. There's no happy way out. 

But there is. It's through Haverford's Program for 
Tomorrow, the new deferred-giving program. 
Here's what you do. You donate the low-yield, highly 
appreciated shares to Haverford, using them to 
create a life-income trust as allowed under the Tax 
Reform Act of 1969. The gift goes into Haverford's 
Pooled Income Fund, and a certain number of units 
of that fund are set aside in your name. (As a 

non-profit institution, the college can sell your IBM 
without capital-gains problems.) You receive the 
full income from those units for the rest of your 
life. If you want, your wife can continue to receive 
that income for her life, too. The Pooled Income 
Fund dividend may fluctuate, but it is apt to run 
around three times the dividend income of you 
IBM stock. Right now, the pool returns around 6% 
annually. So your return problem should be solved. 
But what about the capital gains problem? 

That's solved too. You've given the IBM shares 
to a non-profit organization — you haven't sold 
them — so there's no capital-gains tax at all. To 
the contrary, the full market value of the gift, at 
the time of donation, is removed from your estate; 
you won't even pay estate taxes on it. On top of 
all this you receive a tax deduction right away 
because of your gift to Haverford. 

The government has set it up this way, because 
it wants  to encourage such donations to colleges. 
Haverford wants to encourage such donations, too. 
And Haverford's new Program for Tomorrow is 
interested in your tomorrow, as well as the col-
lege's. Want more information? Use this coupon 
to get it, today. 

phone 	 area code 	 number 

Return this coupon to: 
Program for Tomorrow, Haverford College, Haverford, Pa. 19041 (215) 642-0340 

18 Jacques LeClercq died Aug. 29, 1972. He is surviv-
ed by his daughter Tanaquil LeClercq, the former 
prima ballerina and the wife of George Balanchine, 
the choreographer. He served in the Office of War 
Information in New York and France during World 
War II. He taught French at Columbia University, 
had been a member of the editorial board of 
Brentano's and wrote poetry under the pen name 
of Paul Tanaquil. (Tanaquil was the wife of Tarquin, 
a legendary Roman ruler.) He translated the works 
of Rabelais for the Modern Library edition, still in 
print. 

20 Francis S. Silver died at Maryland General Hospital 
on Aug. 23, 1972. He is survived by his wife, Sara; 
a son, William Silver 2nd of Bel Air; two daugh-
ters, Mrs. John A. Buchanan-Wollaston of Chevy 
Chase, and Mrs. William K. Connor of Bel Air; four 
brothers, William E. Silver '22 of Darlington, John 
A. Silver '25 of Philadelphia, Arthur A. Silver '27 of 
Philadelphia, and Roger Silver of Darlington; a 
sister, Mrs. Paul Jaeger of Darlington, and nine 
grandchildren. Widely known for his active partici-
pation in public affairs, he was president of the Tri-
State Canners Association and eastern vice presi-
dent of the Corn Canners of America. He retired as 
president of the Silver Canning Company in 1956. 

O Charles E. Phelps died June 21, 1972, in New York 
City. 

25 Henry H. Strong Sr. died July 17, 1972. He is sur-
vived by his wife, Agnes; a son, Cmdr. Henry H. Jr., 
USN, reported missing in action in Vietnam; a 
daughter, Mrs. Judith Ann Kinney; a sister, Mrs. 
Daniel Norman Showalter; a brother, the Rev. 
Wm., and five grandchildren. He joined the Stetson 
Hat Co. in 1923 and retired in 1968 as a senior vice 
president. 

54 Albert F. Stern died in October 1972. He was 

3 rnPmber of Haverford's corporation. Reporting 
his death, classmate W. Wistar Comfort wrote: 
"My ffienci and former roommate, Albert F. Stern 
'54, died last week. He was just 40 years old. 
Al was unique. To many of us who knew him 
well, his passing causes genuine sorrow...An 
evening spent in his company was invariably pro-
vocative and lively, sobering and productive. His 
concerns were cosmic, though–often related to 
the particular. He was well-read and well-
informed on most matters of contemporary social 
significance. He could argue boldly, even out-
rageously, about what he believed in, but he was 
polite to his friends and willing to listen. His think- 
ing was all his own, and after a conversation with 
him one realized that one had profited from 
exposure to it. He found Quakerism on his own 
quite early, and led a morally up-right life based 
on it. Al was often stubborn, wrong, and irrational. 
But he was sincere and honest, and accountable 
to nobody. He was generous with his praise, and 
loyal to his friends. I am glad to have known 
Al Stern." 
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F or me—and for countless others—the 

name of Emlen Stokes will always be as-

sociated with gaiety and laughter, which is 

a great legacy. He was a delight: a wise, 

and witty, and happy man, who welcomed 

everyone into his life as if he was something 

special. That's the way he was. Emlen knew 

how to make everybody feel like some-

body. 

He was a rare amalgam—complex in the 

depth and breadth of his interests, but simple 

in the consistency of his life. His integrity 

was like his golf game: straight down the 

middle—no fudging the truth, no cutting 

corners. He was a great competitor; Emlen 

Stokes played to win, whether the stakes 

involved a child's life or a game of hearts. 

But he knew how to lose, and could accept 

defeat with a graciousness that eased the 

pain of loss and tempered temptation to be 

arrogant in victory. 

Those of us connected with Haverford 

think of him in terms of the college that 

he loved so much and served so well for 

so many years. But in other settings and in 

other places—medical, legislative, 

educational—legions of others honor him 

as much as we, for he gave to them too. 

We share their loss, but we also share the 

remembrance of a life well and joyfully 

lived. S.G.C. 

D r. S. Emlen Stokes '14, former chair-

man of Haverford's board of mana-

gers, died on Oct. 9, 1972, at the age of 

78. He had practiced medicine for 50 

years, chiefly as a family physician and pe-

diatrician; he also served from 1926 to 1953 

as chief of pediatrics in the Burlington 

County Hospital, New Jersey. He was the 

fifth of his family in direct descent to 

practice medicine. 

As a physician, Emlen Stokes was a good 

diagnostician. He was sympathetically 

aware of the emotional problems of the close 

relatives as well as of the medical problems 

of the patient. This same sympathetic aware-

ness made him a valued member of Moores-

town Friends Meeting as well as a beloved 

friend and counsellor to many in his com-

munity. 

As did his younger brother, Dr. Joseph 

Stokes Jr., who died last March, Emlen 

Stokes entered Haverford from Moorestown 

Friends School. In college he was an excel-

lent student and keen athlete, playing for-

ward on the soccer team when Haverford's 

was one of the best college soccer teams 

in the country. He was also an enthusiastic 

cricketer; and was a member of the Haver-

ford team that toured England in the summer 

of 1914. In later life he was a good tennis 

player and an excellent golfer. 

Emlen Stokes took his degree in 

medicine at the University of Pennsylvania 

Medical School in 1918, settling in due 

course into his lifelong practice in Moores-

town. 

His love of Haverford did not end with 

graduation.: He served as president of the 

corporation and chairman of the board from 

1945 to 1963 and continued actively to 

assist in the work of the board's committees 

on finance and honorary degrees until he 

end of his life, although he hadirecome at - 

his own request a manager emeritus in 1971. 

One of his great services was persuading 

Gilbert F. White to accept the presidency 

of Haverford in 1946. Emlen Stokes knew 

how to aid and advise a president without 

interfering with the president's functions or 

impairing his authority. He was a tower of 

strength, committed to the excellence of 

Haverford as a college while being an 

enthusiastic follower of its sports. 

He helped with interest, thought and 

money in the building of Stokes Hall, which 

is named for him. He enthusiastically sup-

ported the development of the Magill Li-

brary. He was vigilant in maintaining 

academic freedom and was concerned for 

the welfare as well as for the competence 

of the faculty. 

Besides being an able physician and a 

valuable manager, Emlen Stokes was an 

educated man. He closely approximated 

Morris Leeds's definition of an educated 

man as one who knows something about 

everything and everything about something. 

It was appropriate that in 1964 Haver-

ford College awarded him the honorary 

degree of Doctor of Laws in appreciation 

of his lifelong devotion to the college as 

well as of his services as a physician, citizen 

and friend to his own community and, in 

a real sense, to the world. R.R.W. 

The death of S. Emlen Stokes, which 

ended a career of remarkable service to both 

Haverford and the larger community, is 

reported here by longtime friend and fellow 

board member Richard R. Wood '20, and 

by Haverford vice president Stephen G. Cary 

'37. Dr. Stokes is survived by his wife, Lydia, 

three daughters and a son, Samuel E. Jr. '44. 

Mrs. Stokes has asked that remembrances 

be directed to Haverford College, or to 

Moorestown Friends School, in memory of 

S. Emlen Stokes. 

ti 
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The Haverford Award: 
Ellsworth C. Alvord Jr. 

t was nearly nine years ago. A team 
of medical researchers in Seattle was study-
ing samples of brain tissue. A half-dozen 

of their samples showed patterns of damage 
different from the others. As the researchers 
could not be sure they were looking at sam-
ples of the same disease, they set those six 
specimens aside, where they remained for 
eight years. 

The researchers, led by Ellsworth 
("Buster") C. Alvord Jr. '44, completed their 
study of the other cases. Alvord, professor 
of pathology and chief of the division of 
neuropathology at the University of 
Washington medical school, returned to his 
teaching, his research into Multiple sclerosis 
and other neurological diseases, and to the 

civic and cultural activities in Seattle — all 
of which later were to win him a 1971 
Haverford Award. 

Then, last spring Alvord saw a report that 
brain lesions had developed in rats that had 
been fed hexachlorophene, a widely used 
germicide. The description of those lesions 
reminded him of the unidentified specimens 
from his earlier research. Going back to 
reexamine those samples, Alvord disco-
vered they were identical with the lesions 
in the rats. 

Clinical records of those tissue samples, 
revealed that the victims had all been 
xposed to large doses of hexachlorophene. 

When the Food and Drug Administration 
(F.D.A.theard of his findings, they asked 
him to s11dy the problem further. 

Alvord returned to his microscope and 
with his colleagues examined all the sam-
ples of brain tissue he could find. Simul-
taneously, the clinical recen-ds were 
examined. When he compared the results,  

the correlation between exposure to hex-

achlorophene and the presence of brain 
lesions was convincing--as high as 100 per 
cent in premature infants. Alvord reported 
his findings, and the F.D.A. immediately 
restricted the sale of hexachlorophene. 

Though convinced of the harm that hex-
achlorophene can cause, Alvord's not par-
ticularly happy about his discovery. Hex-
achlorophene had been very effective in cur-
tailing the spread of infection in hospitals, 

especially nurseries and pediatric wards. He 
hopes that research now underway will 

show that it can be used safely by diluting 
it. Because of hexachlorophene's value as 
a germ killer, Alvord's findings landed him 
in the middle of a medical controversy that 
still rages. But he feels that his findings speak 
for themselves. 

This wasn't the first time that Buster 
Alvord's pursuit of medical knowledge 
placed him in the middle of an unexpected 
situation. In the fall of 1969, he traveled 
to South America at the request of the Pan 
American Health Organization to inves-
tigate an epidemic of allergic reactions to 
rabies vaccine. In Caracas he found himself 
in the midst of a gun battle between police 
and university students. "It was an interest-
ing example of total anarchy," he com-
ments. 

Today, Alvord divides most of his 12- 

hour workday at the University of Washing-
ton between teaching resident physicians 
and leading a research team of three doctors 
and six technicians. Most of the research 
is directed toward the study of multiple 
sclerosis, a project that Alvord began 25 
years ago as an intern at New York Hospital, 
fresh from Cornell Medical School. His 
research, sponsored by the National 

"Buster" Alvord, neuropathologist... 

Institutes of Health and the National Multi-
ple Sclerosis Society, hasn't had the clearcut 
results that his study of hexachlorophene 
had. "We're still searching," he says. "Every 
time we follow a lead that turns out to be 
wrong, we hope we're a little closer to 
success." 

The Haverford Award recognized 
Alvord's support of Seattle's cultural life as 
well as his teaching and research. Though 
neither a musician nor an actor, he feels 
music and drama are important. Alvord 
began supporting the arts as a student. At 
St. Alban's he handled the finances for the 
school paper. Later at Haverford, he sold 
advertising to sustain the student literary 
magazine. More recently, he has served on 
the boards of the Seattle Symphony 
Orchestra, the Seattle Op-era Association 
and A Contempory Theater. He headed the 
orchestra's annual fund drive and a recent 
emergency fund drive -- not easy tasks in 

the face of Seattle's recent economic prob-

lems. 

This fall he was elected president of the 
orchestra, and now he finds himself in the 
middle of labor negotiations -- another new 
experience. He enjoys it; the negotiations 
are friendly. "We've got a great union here," 

he explains. "They volunteered to freeze 
their own wages for three months before 
the government controls." 

To Alvord, neuropathology and a 
symphony orchestra make a good mix. 
Working with the orchestra, he explains, 
helps him look at new problems including 
his research, from fresh points of view. It 
was his success in combining these activities 
that Haverford College honored with a 1971 
Haverford Award. 1 

	This the fourth in a series of biographical sketches highlighting recipients of the 1971 
Haverford Award. Up to four of these awards are presented each year to the Haverford College 
alumni who best reflect the college's concern with the uses to which its students put their 
knowledge, humanity, initiative and individuality. The 1972 winners (see Campus Briefs, p. 
17) will be featured in future issues of "Horizons." Additional information and nomination 

,' forms are available by writing to: Haverford Award Panel, Haverford College, Haverford, 
. Pa. 19041. Deadline for nominations for the 1973 Haverford Award is August 1, 1973. 
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What's Missing? Something's missing in this photo (top) of Haverford's dining center, viewed from the walk between Founders Hall and the Library late 
last July. It's Whitall Hall, shown (lower left) as it looked earlier the same month and (right) as the demolition crew did their work. Razing of the outmoded 
76-year-old building, originally built as a machine shop but more recently accommodating classrooms and faculty offices, was made possible by the opening 
of facilities in the new Margaret Gest Center (see story on p. 10). The photos are by Theodore Hetzel '28. 
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