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Priccrvc Our Natural Qeout-ice,3 

In 1835 Haverford commissioned a noted English gardener, William Carvill, 
to landscape the College grounds. Today the campus owes much of its beauty 
to Carvill's vision when planting an enormous variety of trees and shrubs nearly 
150 years ago. 

To ensure the continuing care and cultivation of one of the College's 
greatest assets-216 acres of fields, forests, lawns, and gardens which are de-
signated as an arboretum—The Campus Arboretum Association was formed six 
years ago. 

Comprised of Haverford faculty, staff, alumni, and neighbors, the associa-
tion also hosts an annual program which includes lectures on everything from 
bonsai to beekeeping, tours of campus and of private gardens, and a campus 
beautification day for students and staff. This April the group celebrated Arbor 
Day by planting a cutleaf European beech to replace the scion of the Penn 
Treaty Elm on Founders Green. 

Please help keep Haverford beautiful. Join The Campus Arboretum Associa-
tion. For membership information write: The Campus Arboretum Association, 
Haverford College, Haverford, PA 19041. 
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Letters 
Remembering Mac 

To the Editor: 
On Saturday morning, February 2, I 

attended the memorial service for 
Archibald Macintosh held in the Haver-
ford Friends Meeting House, . . . the 
same meeting house we reluctantly 
walked to as undergraduates across the 
footbridge over Railroad Avenue, avoid-
ing the multitude of ginkgo berries. 

It was like a reunion, many familiar 
faces from a wide range of classes. Jack 
Coleman, now head of a New York 
foundation, spoke of the reception he 
received on his first cross-country 
alumni trip accompanied by Mac. So 
many graduates said: "If it hadn't been 
for Mac . ." or "Mac took a chance on 
me." There is no way of guessing the 
number of successful alumni who owe a 
lot to Mac's ability to pick and back 
good people, even when the College 
Board and SAT scores were poor. 

One graduate, Dave Potter, now Dean 
of the College, got up to say that he 
would be brief just as Mac was. "Mac 
bet on me twice," he said and sat down. 

Mary Hoxie Jones, daughter of Rufus 
Jones, adapted Robert Louis Stevenson's 
Requiem, changing the word hunter in 
the last line: 

Under the wide and starry sky 
Dig you the grave and let me lie. 
Glad did I live and gladly die, 
And I laid me down with a will. 
This be the verse you grave for me: 
`Here he lies where he longed to be, 
Home is the sailor home from the sea, 
And the climber home from the hill.' 

David B. Arnold '41 
Moorestown, N.J. 

To the Editor: 
While sad at his passing, we are grate-

ful for Mac's great life—his zest, his car-
ing, for all he taught us, for all he stood 
for and accomplished . . Haverford and 
the world are . . . much better for his 
having been so deeply involved. 

James Wood III '50 
Mt. Kisco, N.Y. 

To the Editor: 
Mac grew to be a giant and a legend 

in 60-plus years on the Haverford cam-
pus, and . . . he will be sorely missed in 
the community. 

I have many happy memories of Mac, 
the undergraduate fireball. . . 

John R. Hoopes '21 
Longboat Key, Fla. 

To the Editor: 
Mac was a very special person as far 

as I am concerned. Not only was he a 
guiding light through my Haverford days, 
but also, and more importantly, a friend 
not only at College, but in the moun-
tains of St. Elias. We enjoyed many 
good times together and I recall them 
with great pleasure. 

Peter H. Wood '53 
Cross River, N.Y. 

To the Editor: 
It has been 25 years since I graduated 

and last saw Archibald and Margaret 
Macintosh. The passage of time has not 
dimmed the strong and indelible impres-
sions formed during my four years at the 
College. 

In his quiet and competent manner, 
Mac instilled a sense of confidence in 
me. The sturdy Scottish stock appealed 
to the Patterson and Ross in my own 
background. Naturally, the fact that I co-
captained the football team and was also 
a "P.K." (preacher's kid) further identi-
fied me with him. But the sense of basic 
integrity and the subtle sense of humor 
will always be with me. 

Perhaps my 15-year-old son . . . will 
consider Haverford for he has a strong 
advocate in his father. (My daughters) 
have heard much about the school. And 
the positive memories have stemmed, in 
no small way, from the association with 
Archibald and Margaret Macintosh. 

James A. Braker '55 
Rochester, N.Y. 

To the Editor: 
It is so hard to think of Haverford 

without Mac in person. But of course his 
heritage of spirit is inseparable—from 
the College and all of us who had the 
privilege of knowing him. 

From my interview in 1949 as a pre-
freshman through many counseling ses-
sions, . . . to postgraduate spiritual and 
moral support, I have so many wonder-
ful memories of Archibald and Margaret 
Macintosh. 

R. T. Curran '53 
Washington, D.C. 

To the Editor: 
Mac was a special friend to so many 

. . . and we feel a correspondingly spe-
cial sense of loss. Certainly our associa-
tions with Haverford were strengthened 
and brightened by the support and 
friendship he and his wife Margaret gave 
to us . . . and we will always be grateful 
. . . to have been at Haverford while 
Mac was there. 

And Mac was there, through thick 
and thin, for a wonderfully long time, 
providing a sense of continuity and loy-
alty that did so much to keep the Col-
lege going. I'm sure that he is really "Mr. 
Haverford" for most of us graduates of  

the past 60 years, and we shall inevitably 
feel as though an era has come to an 
end, but how fortunate we all were to 
have been a part of it, with him. 

Francis C. Evans '36 
Ann Arbor, Mich. 

To the Editor: 
My immediate reaction, upon reading 

John Whitehead's letter, was to envision 
Mac as the towering man that he was 
through all the years that I knew him. 
. . . I was always touched by his enthu-
siasm for life, for people, for exciting 
sports, and through it all, his kindness. 
He certainly lived as if guided on an un-
changing course, to make Haverford a 
great college and to make this a better 
world in which to live. 

Robert L. Sutton '51 
Flagstaff, Ariz. 

To the Editor: 
I was deeply saddened to learn of the 

death of Archibald Macintosh. I gradu-
ated from Haverford in the Class of 1943 
and will always feel that whatever suc-
cess I have enjoyed in this life must be 
credited in large measure to the patience 
of Mac. I should have been dropped 
from Haverford for poor academic per-
formance. However, he was good 
enough to permit me to remain and en-
couraged me to apply myself better./  
When I won the Achievement Award at 
the time of graduation, he shared my 
joy. I have often wondered how many 
others he influenced by the many fine 
qualities which he represented and 
which enabled him to be such a unique 
personality in the life of Haverford. 

Sterling Newell Jr. '43 
Shaker Heights, Ohio 

To the Editor: 
Mac was the very essence of Haver-

ford. Through him came every boy who 
would become a Haverfordian. By him 
and his example each of us was molded. 
Although we can no longer see him he 
lives in each of us. 

Henry D. Cornman III '41 
Gladwyne, Pa. 

To the Editor: 
Mac was a person I've always looked 

up to and admired. He gave of himself 
so completely. 

I remember asking his wife Margaret 
once, how he carried the burden. She 
replied that he made decisions to the 
best of his abilities, for the best of all 
concerned, . . . with no thought for 
himself, and was therefore able to get a 
good night's sleep every night. How I 
often think of that. 

Isabel Hoag 
Tamworth, N.H. 

continued on page 24 
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Archibald Macintosh stood out 
from the ordinary academician who 
uses his service at an institution as a 
stepping stone in his career. For 
him, Haverford was his career. Mac 
had no doubt the College was the 
outstanding community of higher 
education for undergraduates in 
America, fully worthy of his life ef-
forts. As Spencer Stuart '44 wrote 
to Mac on the occasion of his re-
tirement: "The most important thing 
you did (for me) was to impress me 
and my father so much that Haver-
ford became my first and only choice 
as a college." Archie Mac spent his 
life, with its extraordinary talents, to 
make sure that Haverford remained 
truly that, the first and only choice. 

For Mac, a college was people: 
students, faculty, alumni. And peo-
ple in personal contact, working to-
gether on life projects. He insisted 
on face-to-face interviews before 
admitting students. Once they were 
admitted, he followed them person-
ally in their college careers, and 
even beyond, out into the world. 
Every contact with Mac—of appro-
val or of reprimand—was positive, 
dramatic, memorable. Jackson Pio-
trow '53 wrote to Mac: "No Haver-
ford student who has ever known 
you will be able to distinguish be-
tween his memories of the College 
and the man who more than anyone 
else has personified the College. I  

for one will cherish the memory of 
that slap on the rump in my junior 
year which got me through fresh-
man math. Never was corporal pun-
ishment so gently applied (with a 
book, if you recall) or so richly de-
served." In his more than 60 years 
of association with Haverford, Mac 
became a central figure in the Col-
lege, "Mr. Haverford" indeed, held 
in unparalleled respect and affection 
by all. 

Of his own college experience, 
as a member of the Class of 1921, 
Mac spoke of two high points: at-
tending the last classes of Francis B. 
Gummere, and playing football when 
the team was truly flourishing. In 
1929 President William Wistar Com-
fort brought him back to Haverford 
as assistant to the president, alumni 
secretary, and graduate manager of 
athletics. And from then on, it was 
all Haverford for Mac. 

In 1932, as well as serving as 
Haverford's first director of admis-
sions, he became dean of freshmen. 
As a member of the committee which 
drew up an admissions policy for 
Haverford, he wrote in the Centen-
nial Report on Haverford in 1933: 
"The aim of the selective work is 
. . . to secure men who are intellec-
tually alert, keenly interested in the 
pursuit of truth and in an enlarged 
scope of life . . . and with potential 
capacity to do work of honor 
grade." 

Haverford had used, since their 
inception, College Entrance Exam-
inations as a basis for selecting stu-
dents, but Mac felt that character 
and personality were of highest im-
portance in predicting college 
achievement. It was his unique abil-
ity to locate the right students for 
Haverford, and to see that they 
came to Haverford, that became a 
major factor in producing excellence 
at the College. 

In 1942 he was named vice 
president. When President Felix 
Morley resigned in 1945, Mac served 
as acting president for a year before 
the coming of Gilbert White. In 1948 

Mac's book, Behind the Academic 
Curtain, was published which 
spelled out his policies and practice 
in admitting students and of guiding 
them as a dean. When President 
White resigned at the beginning of 
1956, Mac once again took over as 
acting president, serving for a year 
and a half, until the arrival of Hugh 
Borton. On completion of this tour 
of duty, Mac was awarded an LL.D. 
by the College. 

When the College Entrance Ex-
amination Board decided to select a 
formal chairman, Archibald Macintosh 
of Haverford was their first choice. 
Throughout his tenure at Haverford, 
Mac worked hard on building and 
using scholarship funds; in his latter 
years he greatly expanded scholar-
ship aid to minority students. 

He maintained an avid interest 
in athletics and in athletes at Haver-
ford. His own postgraduate activities 
were vigorous, involving physical ef-
forts, skill, and frequently hazards. 
He early earned a pilot's license and 
had a special passion for sailing. His 
addiction to mountain climbing in 
the Canadian Rockies and Alaska 
alarmed his family. 

On his retirement in 1965, 
Alumni Day was turned into "Mac 
Day," so that all his friends could 
honor him. Several years before, an 
Archibald MacIntosh Scholarship 
had been set up for helping Haver-
ford students, a proceeding that es-
pecially touched him. Additions to 
this fund continue. 

After his retirement he served 
for three years with the Friends 
Neighborhood Guild in center-city 
Philadelphia, counseling minority 
students on college entrance and 
programs. One of those students, 
Felmon Davis '70, became an in-
structor at Haverford. Finally, in 
1979, Mac received the Edward 
Noyes Award for service to the Col-
lege Entrance Examination Board. 
The bronze plaque stood promi-
nently on his desk when he died. 

When Archibald MacIntosh re-
tired, his colleague, Richard M. 
Gummere '02, director of admis-
sions at Harvard University, wrote: 
"It is ave, Mac, but not vale." All 
who knew him may again say "ave, 
Mac," but be unable to say "vale." 

Ralph M. Sargent is Emeritus Francis 
B. Gummere Professor of English. 

Perspective 
On "Mr. Haverford" 

by Ralph M. Sargent 
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Campus Briefs 

Transitions 

G. Holger Hansen has been 
named vice president for institu-
tional advancement. He will be re-
sponsible for the direction of the de-
velopment and public relations 
sectors of the College. Formerly as-
sociate vice president of Swarth-
more College, Hansen assumes his 
Haverford post on July 1. 

In announcing Hansen's ap-
pointment, President Stevens noted 
that Stephen G. Cary '37, who came 
to Haverford as vice president in 
1969, has been named senior vice 
president of the College. During the 
year remaining before his retire-
ment, Cary will continue to concen-
trate on development efforts as well 
as having responsibility for such 
areas of special interest as coopera-
tion with Bryn Mawr College. 

Hansen is a 1959 graduate of 
Earlham College where he took de-
partmental honors in philosophy. He 
earned a Bachelor of Divinity degree 
at Yale University in 1963 and a 
Master of Sacred Theology degree 
there in 1964. 

The new vice president was ap-
pointed director of alumni relations 
at Earlham in 1970. In 1973 he be-
came associate director of develop-
ment at his alma mater, and in 1976, 
he went to Swarthmore College as 
associate vice president. A Swarth-
more resident, Hansen is a member 
of the Friends Committee on Higher 
Education and the Philadelphia Es-
tate Planning Council. 

In the college relations office, 
Paula Singer has been appointed 
acting director of college relations. 
She will also edit Horizons with the 
assistance of Gregory Kannerstein 
'63, who will be contributing editor. 

On the rise 

Like everything else, the price 
of books, utilities, and professors 
continues to climb, and Haverford 
reluctantly joins other private col- 

leges and universities in having to 
charge students more for their edu-
cation. In 1980-81, students will pay 
an additional 15.3 percent to attend 
the College. Room and board will 
now cost $2,230, up $280, and tui-
tion and fees will rise $870 from 
$5,550 to $6,420, bringing the total 
cost for a year at Haverford to 
$8,650. 

"The decision to increase 
charges was a painful one," says 
President Robert Stevens, "and only 
small comfort may be taken from 
the fact that increases at other 
leading institutions are of similar 
magnitude." 

According to Samuel Gubins, 
vice president for planning, "High as 
these fees are, they represent the 
minimum of what Haverford needs 
to continue offering an excellent un-
dergraduate education." 

On the brighter side, student 
aid outlays will be expanded by 16.2 
percent, cushioning the blow for 
some 40 percent of the student 
body who receive assistance. 

"It is paradoxical that relatively 
affluent institutions with substantial 
endowments suffer more from the 
failure of endowment income to 
keep pace with inflation than col- 

leges that rely exclusively on tuition 
for support," adds Gubins. 

And the College still remains 
very dependent on gifts from its 
alumni and friends. Despite the con-
siderable expense to students of a 
year at Haverford, their fees pay 
only 69 percent of what it costs Hav-
erford to educate them annually. 

Study awards 

Thomas J. Garza '80 and Ro-
nald S. Jenkins '76 have been 
awarded Danforth Foundation Fel-
lowships for advanced study toward 
Ph.D. degrees. More than 1,900 per-
sons from colleges and universities 
throughout the United States com-
peted for the 100 Danforth Fellow-
ships awarded this year. 

Garza, who majored in Russian 
language and literature is already at 
work on his master's degree in Rus-
sian and language acquisition at 
Bryn Mawr College. 

Jenkins, literally the class clown 
of '76, studied theater in Bali under 
grants from the Thomas J. Watson 
Foundation and the Institute for In-
tercultural Studies established by 
Margaret Mead (see Horizons, Au-
tumn 1979). He received a master's 
degree in education and theater 
from Harvard University last year 
and will now pursue a doctorate in 
education and drama there. 

The Danforth Foundation in St. 
Louis, Missouri, awards tuition, fees, 
and an annual stipend for up to four 
years of study in preparation for a 
career in college teaching. 

Two members of the Class of 
1980 have each won Thomas J. 
Watson Fellowships of $8,000 for a 
year's travel and independent study 
outside the United States. 

History major Troy Alexander, 
a classical-guitar teacher, plans to 
study guitar-making in Japan, Spain, 
and Germany, the three major 
countries that produce guitars. 

Jerry Crossan, a philosophy 
major who holds a black belt in ka-
rate, will travel to Japan this sum-
mer for training as an instructor at 
the Japan Karate Association. 

Awarded on the basis of integ-
rity, capacity for leadership, and ex-
cellence within a chosen field, Wat-
son Fellowships have been granted 
to 16 Haverfordians since the Col- 
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lege began to participate in 1973. 
Reagan R. Pufall '82, an eco-

nomics and political science major, 
has been named a Harry S. Truman 
Scholar from North Dakota. Awarded 
to less than 200 individuals through-
out the United States for leadership, 
academic ability, and an outstanding 
potential for a career in government, 
the scholarship provides tuition, 
fees, and living expenses for the 
1980-81 academic year. 	L.F. 

Class of '79 pulls anchor 

From the looks of a report 
compiled by the career planning of-
fice, the Class of 1979 has in one 
short year encircled the earth. Re-
cently contained within a 216-acre 
campus, last year's graduating class 
is now spread out from Russia to 
India—with one person hailing from 
a cement boat somewhere on the 
Great Lakes. 

Of the 196 graduates accounted 
for (out of 209): 51 percent are work-
ing, 44 percent are continuing their 
education, and 3.5 percent are seek-
ing employment. Three members of 
the class are traveling, and one 
member might be pursuing all of the 
above as he steams toward Mackinac 
Strait. 	 L.F. 

Minority grant 

The International Business 
Machines Corporation (IBM) has 
awarded Haverford $60,000 over 
two years to fund a Minority Sci-
ence Scholars Program. 

The funds will enable Haverford 
to institute an educational program 
designed to ease the transition for 
talented young people moving from 
academically average or poor high 
schools to a highly selective college 
with a nationally-acclaimed science 
curriculum. Faculty and peer tutor-
ing, undergraduate summer school, 
and financial aid comprise the major 
benefits of the IBM grant. 

Unity of religions 

Six eminent religious scholars, 
each representing a different faith, 
met at Haverford in April for the 
first annual spring dialogue on the  

unity of religions. Sponsored by the 
Margaret Gest Program for the 
Cross-cultural Study of Religion, the 
symposium "explored the possibility 
of meaningful discussion and mutual 
understanding between diverse reli-
gions despite their disparate views," 
explains philosophy professor Asoka 
Gangadean who chairs the Gest 
Committee. Participants included 
teacher-adherents of Taoism and 
Zen Buddhism, Jewish mysticism, Is-
lam/Sufism, Christianity, and Hindu-
ism. Douglas V. Steere, Emeritus T. 
Wistar Brown Professor of Philos-
ophy at Haverford, discussed Quak-
erism and mysticism. 

No more lines 

Beginning in September, stu-
dents who wish to enter any of the 
14 limited enrollment courses at Hav-
erford must bid for their places, 
drawing on a four-year allotment of 
100 points. Designed by the adminis-
tration, the new plan is intended to 
eliminate lines in front of the re-
corder's office and to restrict pop-
ular courses to those students who 
are serious about taking them. 

Under this procedure, students 
will place their bids in a sealed ballot 
at registration. If successful, their 
bids will be subtracted from their in-
itial total of 100 points. In previous 
years, lines for certain limited enroll-
ment classes began forming as long 
as 36 hours before registration. 
Although students will now be 
gambling points and future course 
options, they will no longer be 
gambling away their time. 

Kids Connection 

Andy Millstein '83 and John-
John Shaw, age four, walked quickly 
up the path to the North Dorms, 
hand in hand. They were heading 
for a very special party this April 
night. Entering the café in the base-
ment of Jones Hall, they greeted 
other pairs of teenagers and their 
young charges who were eating 
cake, listening to piano music, and 
horsing around. 

The cause for celebration was 
the completion of another year of 
Kids Connection, a tutoring pro-
gram for children in the Rockland 

Street area of Philadelphia's Ger-
mantown. Begun three years ago by 
Dori Heinrich (BMC '78) and Tracy 
Taft, assistant professor of philos-
ophy at Bryn Mawr, Kids Connec-
tion gives bi-college students an op-
portunity to provide city school 
children with individual attention 
often lacking in their classrooms. 

The program now boasts 65 tu-
tors who are matched by the same 
number of youngsters aged 4 to 14. 
Together they spend an hour and a 
half each week during the school 
year working on homework, reading 
skills, or academic trouble spots. 
"But some nights," adds current di-
rector Teri Timlin (BMC '80), "we 
just end up talking. It's amazing how 
these kids will confide in us." 

Timlin also explains that the 
purpose of the program "is not to 
teach hard and fast facts to the kids 
as much as it is to motivate them to 
do better. Just knowing that some-
one cares enough to listen can make 
a big difference." 

Rockland Street parents agree 
wholeheartedly, and continually cite 
the better grades on spelling tests 
and Spanish papers as improve-
ments they attribute to the work of 
the tutors. 

Even the Germantown commu-
nity has seen changes as a result of 
Kids Connection. The program's 
first real home was at 37 Rockland 
Street where Kids Connection 
"squatted" after the Department of 
Housing and Urban Development 
took over the run-down building. A 
year later the Neighborhood Activ-
ities House Association received a 
$13,000 grant from the William Penn 
Foundation to buy a house in the 
neighborhood which would serve as 
a center for Kids Connection and 
other community groups. 

After extensive repairs and ren-
ovations by neighborhood residents 
who were aided by a grant from the 
Comprehensive Employment Train-
ing Act, the three-story home on 
Logan Street became the Kids Con-
nection's new headquarters this 
May. Now administered by Haver-
ford's Eighth Dimension program 
(see Campus Briefs, Horizons Win-
ter 1979), the tutors hope to con-
tinue to receive funding in order to 
defray the cost of their transporta-
tion between the Main Line and 
Germantown. 	David Rudlin '80 
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Bees Run in My Family 

I t began 60 years ago when my fa-
ther read The Life of the Bee by 

Maurice Maeterlinck (a Belgian poet 
and naturalist who lived from 1862 
to 1949) in a high-school biology 
course. He was fascinated and de-
cided to see "the life of the bee" for 
himself. With his parents' bemused 
approval, he sent away for a wooden 
beehive, protective bee veil, and a 
commercial package of live bees, in-
cluding a queen. Once set up, his 
hive in the backyard in Barrington, 
Rhode Island, won family acceptance 
by producing a fine crop of wild-
flower honey. Over the next few 
years his hobby expanded into a six-
hive spare-time business, as my fa-
ther learned about capturing swarms 
and getting escaped bee colonies 
out of chimneys and walls. He also 
quickly learned to requeen wild 
swarms with more docile golden-yel-
low queen bees raised from Italian 
stock by commercial beekeepers. 
The wild bees in Rhode Island in the 
1920's were descendants of aggres-
sive brown bees imported 200 years 
before by German settlers. The wild 
bees' grouchy disposition led to 
complaints from the family, who 
wanted to share the backyard! 

My father had little luck produc-
ing comb honey. The Rhode Island 
coast area then, as now, provided a 
long but slow summer honey flow 
and in these conditions the bees 
would sulk or swarm rather than 
work in the cramped little comb 
honey boxes. So he built a centrifu-
gal honey extractor out of a 50-gal-
lon steel drum, an old Chevy truck 
wheel bearing, and a pair of slightly 
mismatched Ford transaxle gears. 
This jury-rigged centrifuge allowed 
him to spin the liquid honey out of 

by Christopher Goff 

How did a molecular biolo-
gist become involved in the 
arcane art of beekeeping as 
a hobby? Assistant profes-
sor of biology Christopher 
Goff is often asked this 
question by students and 
faculty who find his Haver-
ford honey for sale in the 
College bookstore each fall. 
Haverford's resident apia-
rist explains the hereditary 
nature of his unusual avo-
cation in the following an-
ecdotal article which orig-
inally appeared in Gleanings 
in Bee Culture. It is re-
printed with permission. 

larger honeycombs which the bees 
would use more willingly. The ex-
tracted-honey business provided him 
spending money until he went off to 
college at nearby Brown University. 
His bees languished at home until a 
college classmate mentioned that his 
family's apple orchard in upstate 
Rhode Island needed some pollina-
tors. My father brought two hives to 
the orchard and soon became a 
good friend of the orchardist's fam-
ily, including his classmate's little sis-
ter. But then came the Depression 
years, and soon after, World War II. 
The backyard bees died in a bad 
winter and never were replaced—
but all the equipment was carefully 
packed away in the family attic. 

My father married that college 
classmate's little sister and in 1959,  

when I was 14, I discovered some 
white painted boxes in our attic, 
each filled with wooden racks sur-
rounding a brown waxy substance, 
which was punched full of holes in 
what looked like a honeycomb ar-
rangement. A query to my father 
produced a laughing reply that my 
guess was right. That evening he re-
counted his beekeeping expe-
riences, and before long I returned 
to the attic to unpack the beehives. 
Intrigued by my father's stories, I 
was ready to try beekeeping myself. 
Remarkably, about half the honey-
combs were still intact despite 30 
years' disuse. I visited the local bee-
supply dealer who put me on a wait-
ing list for swarms. Meanwhile, I 
read and reread my father's 1918 
edition of A. I. Root's ABC & XYZ 
of Beekeeping and waited. 

A few months later in May, the 
phone call finally came. Someone 
had notified the police about a 
swarm of bees in his yard, and the 
police had called the "bee man," 
who passed the word on to me. 
With my father's help, I captured 
the swarm—a beautiful big cluster of 
yellow Italian bees, hanging at chest 
height in a hedge. We propped an 
empty beehive on a stepladder be-
neath the basketball-size cluster and 
shook the hedge. The queen bee 
dropped into the hive with the buzz-
ing cluster, and being heavier and 
less flightworthy than her workers, 
stayed there even though most of 
the other bees flew off toward the 
hedge again. For a few seconds the 
air was filled with 30,000 confused 
bees, until they traced the queen's 
scent back to the hive. Then the 
whole swarm peacefully followed her 
into their new home. 

6 Haverford Horizons 





From the day we brought it back 
to my parents' yard, everything 

went smoothly with this hive, "right 
by the book." No one was more 
thrilled than I to watch the bees go 
about their business. For the next 
few years I kept two intensively 
managed colonies. With my father's 
guidance I tried hybrid queens, 
experimented with ways of prevent-
ing swarming and of insulating hives 
for the winter, and even ran a hive 
with two queens, one "upstairs" and 
one "downstairs." Each fall the old 
homemade extractor centrifuge 
clashed its gears and echoed 
through the neighborhood, attract-
ing children to turn the crank and 
sniff the wonderful sweet aroma that 
filled our garage "honey house." In 
good years we had fine crops-50 
pounds per hive once, which wasn't 
bad for our area. I learned a great 
deal about bees and in the process 
of watching the bees working in the 
nearby woods, fields, and swamps I 
became knowledgeable about bot-
any and natural history. 

But then I, too, went off to col-
lege. My bees languished and even-
tually died off one winter. I carried 
the empty hives back to the attic 
again, but the memories stayed with 
me—of finding a swamp full of 
summersweet humming with bees 
on a muggy summer afternoon, of 
watching a bee collect the season's 
last pollen from a stalk of goldenrod 
dancing in the October breeze. 

So it was no accident that I 
chose biology as my major at Am-
herst. Although I concentrated on 
biochemistry , my interest in natural 
history remained strong. I met my 
future wife Elinor in the lab while 
doing fruit-fly genetics, went on to 
graduate school in molecular biol-
ogy, and did postgraduate research 
in England. But wherever I went, I 
found myself taking note of what 
plants the bees were working and 
kept promising myself I'd get back 
to beekeeping someday. 

In 1975 I settled at Haverford 
College to teach molecular biology 
and pursue research. During my 
first year on the College's arbore-
tum-campus I watched a beautiful 
display of honey plants bloom 
through the seasons, from March to 
October: first willow, then maple, 
cherry, apple, silverbell, Japanese 
snowbell, Russian olive, Empress  

tree, black locust, tulip poplar, ca-
talpa, clover, linden, sourwood, In-
dian currant, milkweed, goldenrod, 
and finally, fall asters—a beekeeper's 
dream come true! When the oppor-
tunity arose to help set up an obser-
vation hive for biology professor 
Dietrich Kessler's "behavioral biology" 
course, I knew the time had come. 

On the next trip to visit my 
family in New England our car re-
turned laden with the old hives and 
even some of the same beeswax 
honeycombs that had housed my fa-
ther's bees in 1920. I started with a 
commercial package of bees in June 
of 1977 which I hived in my back-
yard—but I got a shock when they 
brought in almost no honey after 
early July. When fall came I had to 
provide them with sugar for their 
winter food supply. It was a bad 
year for fall flowers, and Haverford 
lacks the unmown fall pastureland of 
New England. But the bees survived 
the harsh winter of 1977-78, and I 
was amazed to see how much more 
rapidly the colony built up its popu-
lation in the mild Philadelphia-area 
spring than my bees had done in 
New England. Late in April one of 
the students who had worked with 
my bees in the behavioral biology 
course phoned to say that there was 
a swarm at nearby Bryn Mawr Col-
lege. I rushed to collect it—a swarm 
in April was a shock to this New 
England-born beekeeper—and extri-
cated a big cluster of gentle grey 
Russian bees from behind a shrub, 
snuggled against a stone wall in the 
formal garden behind Canaday Li-
brary. It was a two-person job, so 
my wife got her indoctrination into 
beekeeping—observed by a large 
student audience who kept a re-
spectful distance! 

By Philadelphia standards, the 
spring was slow and cold. Both my 
new swarm and my overwintered 
hive were very strong by the end of 
May when the black locusts finally 
bloomed two weeks later than usual. 
A week before I had discovered 
several young queen-bee larvae in 
my overwintered hive, a sure sign 
that the bees were preparing to 
swarm. If I allowed them to follow 
their instinct, the old queen would 
leave with half the workers to found 
a new hive and the bees left behind 
would be too busy raising their new 
queen to gather much honey. So I  

destroyed the young queen larvae to 
delay the bees' preparations, but I 
felt certain it would be only a matter 
of days before I would lose the 
battle with their swarming instinct. 
Suddenly the black locusts bloomed, 
perfuming the whole campus, and in 
the excitement the bees forgot 
about swarming. I then experienced 
something I had never seen in New 
England: 15 or 20 pounds of nectar 
coming in a day, and every comb 
dripping with new honey! In a week 
it was over, but my hives had each 
built 20 new combs and filled them 
with a total of 100 pounds of locust-
blossom honey. After this the tulip 
poplar, clover, and linden honey 
flows in June were anticlimactic, 
even though they produced another 
30 pounds of honey for each hive. 
The old extractor clashed its gears 
again in the fall and spun out the 
most beautiful lemon-yellow honey I 
had ever seen. It was a treat to a 
New Englander accustomed to dark 
amber honey. The end result was 
150 pounds of surplus honey for me, 
plenty of winter stores for the bees, 
and no swarms. Since then I learned 
to leave a lot of honey for the lean 
months between mid-July and mid-
September when the bees barely hold 
their own, even in a good year. But 
all through October of 1978 I watched 
my bees topping up the combs for 
the winter on goldenrod and asters. 
It was a good year indeed. 

More than a fascinating hobby, 
beekeeping has given me an 

opportunity to help Haverford stu-
dents appreciate the natural world in 
a new way. Working with bees is 
not only a perfect way to interest 
students in insect behavior, it can 
also make them aware of plants, 
plant ecology, weather, and the sea-
sons in a way no purely laboratory-
based biology can. This gives me a 
satisfaction beyond the challenge of 
managing the bees and the enjoy-
ment of the honey crop. 

But I owe a greater debt of grat-
itude to bees. If it hadn't been for 
them, I might never have taken the 
biology lab where I met my wife. 
And my father probably wouldn't 
have traveled out to the apple or-
chard where he met my mother. 
That's why I tell people: "Bees run 
in my family." 
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Torg continued 

((
campus Gothic" exterior. 

The center's philosophy of car-
ing for all comers is evident in its 
waiting area. All sorts of athletes 
from the Philadelphia area and 
beyond mingle while awaiting their 
turn. A six-year-old gymnast may be 
flanked by a college football player 
and a neighborhood high school 
track star. Haverford's own athletes 
are frequent visitors. On an average 
day, 75 to 100 patients will troop—
or limp—through the center's doors 
for examination, treatment, and 
rehabilitation. 

Just beyond the waiting area 
are some 18 pieces of Nautilus 
weightlifting equipment, the latest 
development in rebuilding strength 
and endurance in athletes, especially 
those recuperating from injuries. 
Here, top-ranked professional ath-
letes work out side by side with col-
lege players, both with the same 
goal of returning to competition 
quickly and safely. 

Given such democratic admis-
sion standards for treatment at the 
Penn center, one might think that 
professional athletes would forego a 
situation where they would have to 
share facilities and attention. In fact, 
the pros are big customers and big 
supporters of the center. It's a rare 
day when at least one of them is not 
there. 

Doug Collins is a sports idol in 
Philadelphia but the all-pro basket-
ball player, who currently is recover-
ing from a serious knee injury, says 
he is Torg's biggest fan. "I just don't 
know where I'd be without his profes-
sional and personal help," Collins 
says. "Dr. Torg has operated on me 
four times for different injuries and 
there is no doubt in my mind that he's 
the finest surgeon in the country. 

"He's also his own man. He's 
not influenced by non-medical con-
siderations, like what the owners or 
the press think. Dr. Torg knows 
that our bodies provide our liveli-
hood but he reminds people that 
there's life after you hang up the 
sneakers. His treatments are geared 
to getting someone back into com-
petition but not at the risk of future 
health problems." 

Torg downplays his role. "Some 
people get the idea that we surgeons 
perform miracles on injured knees,"  

he says. "In reality, the work's just 
beginning when patients leave the 
operating room. They have a lot of 
rehabilitative work ahead, lifting light 
weights and the other exercises 
prescribed by our physical thera-
pists. When you see athletes come 
back from a knee injury, remember 
that they didn't just recuperate. 
They worked their way back." 

Beyond the workout area, at 
the far end of the room, are the tra-
ditional whirlpool bath and rubdown 
tables, where athlete-patients wind 
down after completing their workouts 
under the watchful eyes of the cen-
ter's trainers. Against one wall is a 
series of small examination rooms, 
where six part-time physicians can 
examine their patients. 

Under Torg's direction, the 
Penn center is doing research in a 
variety of specialized areas involving 
muscular performance, using the 
center's clientele as a data base. 
"We're just beginning to develop 
processes to isolate the many com-
ponents in athletic performance and 
injuries," Torg notes. "We're only 
scratching the surface so far." 

Another area that Torg scruti-
nized was the high incidence of knee 
injuries suffered by high school ath-
letes, especially inner-city teenagers. 
Torg and his Temple colleagues finally 
identified the traditional football 
cleat as the main culprit. A partial 
solution was a switch to a soccer-
style shoe with shorter cleats. The 
results were dramatic. When the 
city's public high school football 
teams made the change, the number 
of serious knee injuries fell from 22 
in one year to four. The results were 
widely publicized and eventually ac-
cepted by most school football pro-
grams nationwide. Torg also heads a 
national clearing-house for informa-
tion about head and neck injuries, 
which often leave athletes paralyzed. 

To spread word of their re-
search, Torg and company have 
made major efforts to exchange in-
formation with their medical col-
leagues, both sports medicine spe-
cialists and general practitioners 
interested in better treatment of ath-
letic injuries. They have run national 
seminars on head and neck injuries, 
as well as running and jogging. 
Every chance he gets, Torg writes 
up his research for medical journals. 
He has authored or co-authored  

more than 50 articles. 
Last year, Torg decided to take 

his message to a larger audience 
and began writing a weekly column 
on sports medicine issues for the 
Philadelphia Inquirer. One special 
target of his writing has been the 
trend toward overly-organized com-
petitive sports for youngsters, specif-
ically Little League baseball. Torg 
knows the subject well because, in 
the early 1970's, he helped to docu-
ment the physical and psychological 
damage done to young athletes in 
highly competitive situations. The 
big problem, according to Torg, is 
that high-pressure coaching stresses 
winning over participation and has 
produced a generation of baseball 
players with chronically sore "Little 
League elbows," which usually end a 
player's career while he's still in 
grade school. 

The sports world's traditional 
sexual discrimination against women 
is another of Torg's favorite subjects. 
His expert testimony in a much-pub-
licized legal case in 1973 was crucial 
to knocking down arguments of fe-
male physical inferiority. Again the 
subject was Little League baseball, 
which had ruled that an 11-year-old 
New Jersey girl could not play 
baseball with boys. Torg's testi-
mony, backed by specific research, 
helped convince the judge to order 
Little League to lift its long-standing 
ban on female participation. Women 
sports officials today still recall the 
Little League case as a major victory 
in their continuing efforts to win 
equality in sports. 

When it came time to report on 
the case for a professional journal, 
Torg had an appropriate co-au-
thor—his wife Barbara, herself an 
outstanding college athlete who won 
11 varsity letters at Penn. The Torgs 
have three children; the oldest, 
Joseph Jr., is a member of Haver-
ford's Class of '81. 

Because he is willing to speak 
out even on controversial issues, 
Torg is frequently sought out by 
journalists for background and 
quotes for the growing number of 
sports medicine stories appearing in 
newspaper sports pages. Says one 
Philadelphia sports writer: "He 
(Torg) just might not know how help-
ful he is to people like me—let alone 
all the athletes he helps. I honestly 
think he's too busy to notice." 
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T his spring the College was 
fortunate in having Visiting 
Professor Mario A. Levi of 

the University of Milan, one of the 
most eminent of ancient historians, 
teach two courses in Roman Civili-
zation. When the term was over 
Professor Levi told my colleagues in 
the Classics Department, Deborah 
Roberts and Joseph Russo, and my-
self how pleased he was with the 
firm grasp of antiquity that our stu-
dents had developed in five short 
months, roughly the level of Italian 
students with seven or eight years of 
Classics in their backgrounds. This 
in turn pleased us, but came as no 
surprise. We have noticed, in the 
last decade or so, an entirely new 
breed of student arriving at Haver-
ford and Bryn Mawr—considerably 
less skilled in English writing com-
pared to their counterparts of the 
'60s and '50s (the national norm), 
without ancient languages, but ex-
tremely alert and powerfully at-
tracted to the culture, politics, and 
history of the Greco-Roman world. 
It has always been electrifying for 
me to witness freshmen—utter 
strangers to sources thrice-familiar 
to any professional—go to the heart 
of a problem, see almost at once 
how the pieces fit, and come up 
with an entirely new and compelling 
interpretation worthy of publication. 
Two members of the Class of '81 
are now publishing articles based 
on Freshman Seminar papers two 
years ago. 

When I came to Haverford in 
1966, we had a choice of two Latin 
courses for entering freshmen with 
four years' training (Lyric Poets and 
Roman Comedy), and a Cicero 
course for those with less. We did 
not offer elementary Latin. This past 
year we had 34 in elementary Latin, 
in two sections; the old courses 
have long since been absorbed into 
rotating topics at the upper levels. In 
elementary Greek, enrollments are 
much the same as in 1966: about a 
dozen. Virtually no one arrives at 
the College with Greek. In both lan-
guages we must start from nowhere, 

Daniel J. Gillis is Professor of 
Classics at the College 

and work hard to develop strong 
reading skills by the end of the first 
year. Our students are willing to put 
out the effort—it is impossible to 
bluff one's way through—and I be-
lieve the material itself elicits a su-
perior response. 

The students of the '80s have 
different needs and we are attempt-
ing to meet them. We discourage 
graduate study in Classics for the 
simple reason that five out of six 
young Ph.D.'s are unemployed. My 
own feeling is that it is morally irre-
sponsible to prepare young people 
for careers that do not exist. But 
antiquity has unrivaled resources for 
the development of an undergradu-
ate's mental and humanistic being, 
which will make him or her a better 
doctor, lawyer, public servant, even 
business-person. Costly "experi-
ments" will no longer be possible; 
we are learning to tone up what we 
already have. We now offer a classi-
cal civilization major, with two years 
of an ancient language at its core, 
and 10 other courses carefully 
chosen from current bi-college offer-
ings in ancient art and archaeology, 
philosophy, religion, history, and lit-
erature in translation. When it was 
introduced last year six signed up. 

Our task for the new decade is 
to cover more material in a shorter 
time. It is unlikely that American 
secondary schools will dramatically 
improve (the fault of parents, not 
their children), and even our newly 
doubled coeducational pool of appli-
cants will share the same character-
istics as those of the '70s. However, 
this is not altogether discouraging. A 
year ago, Walter Donlan, then Pres-
ident of the Classical Association of 
the Atlantic States, wrote: "The 
health of our profession is good. 
Despite (or perhaps because of) the 
unnerving shocks of recession, infla-
tion, corporate greed and govern-
mental lassitude, and all the other 
benefits of high technology, students 
are finding the study of Greece and 
Rome more and more attractive. To 
keep up the momentum we must 
become the best teachers we can, 
and we become better by sharing 
our knowledge and insights, by 
sharpening our skills, and by renew-
ing our dedication." 

I think he expressed very well  

the sentiments of our Department. 
Haverford is, of course, nearly twice 
as large as in 1966; a much less in-
timate place. But not in Classics. 
Because class size is still reasonable, 
we can offer personal attention, 
know our students as individuals 
with distinctive strengths and prob-
lems, work with them in a collegial 
atmosphere unattainable in many a 
larger department. Our professional 
interests span many centuries from 
Homer to the Roman Empire; our 
courses include Mythology, Ancient 
Novel, Greek Drama, Ancient Pol-
itics, The Epic Genre. With the De-
partments of Greek and Latin at 
Bryn Mawr we strive to eliminate 
duplication of course content and 
time slots in order to ensure the 
widest range of opportunities for 
students with increasingly complex 
schedules. The two colleges have 
different styles; we favor the discus-
sion of texts, the development of crit-
ical judgment rather than speed. But 
we encourage our students to take 
courses at Bryn Mawr in order to 
achieve the best of both worlds. N  

of long ago one of my irrev- 
erent students pointed out 
that I was now old enough 

to run for consul. Being of an age 
that was for him one of rapidly ad-
vancing senility, I ought to be al-
lowed at least one reminiscence. I 
recall my first Haverford Com-
mencement, under a hot sun in May 
1967, President Hugh Borton's last. 
He told the parents that we offered 
"the finest education available any-
where in the world." I gasped at 
what I thought was arrogance. But I 
know now what an apprentice teacher 
could not have known after only a 
year here—that these were the 
words of a retiring Haverford Presi-
dent with a long tradition of Friends' 
education behind him; a measured, 
final summing-up that also threw 
down a firm challenge to the 
younger faculty of the College. It is 
a challenge I expect to live with for 
the rest of my career—a different 
context on campus now, a different 
world awaiting our graduates out-
side, but with the unshakable stan-
dard of excellence implied in the 
words Haverford College still to be 
upheld, advanced, and loved. 
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The 
Visible 

College 

Standing in the middle of 
Founders Green and looking around 

at the seven buildings that ring the 
quadrangle, one sees virtually the 

same scene that greeted a student 
arriving at Haverford in 1929. The 

heart of the campus remains 
unchanged, though over the years 

some of the halls have been 
renamed or have been added to. 

Much has been written on the 
natural beauty of the College's 

grounds, but its varied structures 
are an important part of the Haver-

ford experience as well. When walk-
ing along the intricately-laid red 
brick path that weaves around 

Founders Hall, or under the ivy-
cloaked arch of the old greenhouse, 
or when climbing up the stone steps 
to Founders porch, one can feel the 

aura of the past. A quiet sense of 
history is also evoked by the stone 

memorial fountain near Walton 
Field, the rough complexion of the 

Gest Center where stones peek 
through the grey stucco, Barclay's 
massive granite facade, the Corin-
thian capitals of Morris Infirmary, 

and the cupolas atop Chase and the 
Old Gym. 

But the buildings are not solely 
distinguished by their architecture or 

decoration. Their real significance 
lies in the memory of anyone who 

has ever studied, lived, or worked at 
Haverford. Still, much of the fine 

workmanship escapes those of us 
whose eyes become too familiar with 

the campus landmarks we pass 
each day. 

On the following pages, photog-
rapher Bruce Stromberg takes a 

close look at some of the details of 
Haverford's oldest halls which were 

constructed during the College's 
first one hundred years. It is a study 
of contrasts: the simple and the em-
bellished, the crude and the refined, 

the functional and the decorative, 
but all a part of the backdrop which 

has surrounded Haverfordians for 
generations. 

. the rude simplicity of Founders' 
Hall, with its coat of yellow plaster." 

History of Haverford College, 1892 

"The years fall lightly, gently, on her 
face, and if her walls could only 
speak what wondrous tales they 
could unfold . . ." 

William A. Blair, Class of 1881 
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"Every foot of the campus is 
crowded with some peculiar charm 
with which memory enshrines it. It 
has been transformed from a wheat 
field to a nursery of men." 

Rufus M. Jones, 1933 

"Some of our buildings have the unique beauty of a simple refined and noble 
architecture. This old Founders Hall has set a good standard which, alas, 
was not always followed, though we have made an excellent come-back to the 
purity of the original style." 

Rufus M. Jones, 1933 
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The 
Visible 

College 
"This original building has grown 

from generation to generation, like 
the Constitution of the United 

States, by additions to meet the new 
developments." 

Rufus M. Jones, 1933 

"But old Founders Hall, called 
The College in Barclay's dawning 

days, still stands, thank God; some-
what rude in her simplicity, perhaps, 

of stuccoed stone and cope so 
plain, not a friendly drab, 'tis true but 

of what seemed to our jaundiced 
eyes, a golden lustre, rich and bla-
zoned with a yellow hue, that well 

known primrose color by the 
river's brim." 

William A. Blair, Class of 1881 
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"Some of these noiseless buildings 
through these years are remem-
bered and honored, but there are 
many 'forgotten men' who have la-
bored for us here." 

Rufus M. Jones, 1933 

"The style of the new building was then a new departure for Haverford, and 
was severely criticized by some Friends of the old regime, as a sad deviation 
from primitive simplicity . . ." 

History of Haverford College, 1892 

Spring 1980 15 



16 Haverford Horizons 

The 
Visible 

College 
"How pagan and worldly it looked! 

How proud we were of our 'Chapel,' 
as a lady called it, who first saw it 

from the Haverford Road, and asked 
her companion how long it was 

since the Episcopalians had bought 
the College?" 

History of Haverford College, 1892 

"When Haverford men in later years 
refer to the influence which 
shaped their development during 
the period of student life, they fre-
quently refer with deep emotion to 
the loveliness of the setting in which 
they passed the four years of their 
college life." 

Rufus M. Jones, 1933 

"This building has had many uses 
and many vicissitudes, and is, 
for older men, a store house of 
memories." 

Rufus M. Jones, 1933 



Academic Focus 

Science grants 

Biology professor Dietrich 
Kessler has won a two-year grant 
from the Research Corporation to 
support an investigation of cell motil-
ity. Specifically, Kessler will use the 
$15,800 award to study movement 
of the cytoplasm in Physarum poly-
cephalum, a slime mold in which cy-
toplasmic streaming is unusually vig-
orous. He will look at biochemical 
mechanisms similar to those which 
trigger motion of the white cells in 
blood and the rearrangement of cells 
during early embryonic development 
in animals. 

The grant was made by a pro-
gram within the Research Corpora-
tion which funds basic research in 
the natural sciences at private, pre-
dominantly undergraduate insti-
tutions. 

In the math department, asso-
ciate professor Curtis Greene and 
assistant professor Kenneth P. 
Baclawski received a $40,000 grant 
over two years from the National 
Science Foundation (NSF) for their 
project entitled "Algebra and Corn-
binatorics." "Our research," says 
Greene, "concerns a branch of math-
ematics known as combinatorial anal-
ysis, which deals with properties of 
discrete mathematical objects and 
systems." 

Physics professor Jerry Gollub 
received an NSF grant of $60,000 
over three years to continue his re-
search on the origins of turbulent 
fluid motion. 

Exhibitions 

Twenty-four sculptures by as-
sociate professor of fine arts 
Christopher R. Cairns were fea-
tured in a show at the New York 
Studio School Galleries. On display 
were standing figures and heads cast 
in bronze, then painted with oils, 
and figures molded in white and col-
ored plaster. 

A series of black-and-white pho- 

Philosopher Asoka Gangadean 

tographs taken by assistant profes-
sor of fine arts William E. Williams 
also were exhibited last fall. The 
show in the College's Comfort Gal-
lery consisted of candid shots of 
people in public places and at parties. 

On the road 

Asoka K. Gangadean, profes-
sor and chairman of philosophy, de-
livered a paper: "A Metaphysical 
Critique of Albert Einstein's 
Thought," at a conference last fall 
held in honor of the 100th anniver-
sary of the birth of the physicist. 
Entitled "Albert Einstein as an Inter-
cultural and Interdisciplinary Phe-
nomenon: His Influence in All Fields 
of Thought," the meeting was spon-
sored by Hofstra University's Center 
for Cultural and Intercultural Stud-
ies. In January Gangadean traveled 
to India where he presented papers 
at a conference of the International 
Association of Buddhist Studies in 
Bihar, and at the University of Poona. 
He was also recently appointed to 
the editorial board of the Indian Phil-
osophical Quarterly and named 
program chairman of the Society for 
Asian and Comparative Philosophy  

for the Eastern Division of the 
American Philosophical Association. 

During winter break, Harvey 
Glickman, professor of political 
science, headed for warmer climes 
as the coordinator of the Israel Fac-
ulty Seminar, sponsored by Phila-
delphia's Jewish Campus Activities 
Board. The Philadelphia-area profes-
sors on the tour visited two universi-
ties, the controversial Israeli settle-
ments on the West Bank, and 
settlements on land in the Sinai that 
will soon be returned to Egypt. 

The League of Women Voters 
of Haverford Township began the 
election year with a talk on the 
American presidency given by 
Sidney R. Waldman, associate pro-
fessor of political science. This spring 
he served as a resource person for 
congressmen who were evaluating 
the legislative processes in the Uni-
ted States House of Representa-
tives. The 45 questions Waldman 
submitted for the legislators' agenda 
are the same ones he raises in his 
class at Haverford on the American 
political process and Congress. They 
covered an examination of congres-
sional oversight of the bureaucracy, 
congressmen's roles in educating 
their constituents, the consequences 
of House reforms, the whip system, 
and the influence of interest groups 
in the congressional process. 

Professor of English John 
Ashmead Jr. spoke on foreign lan-
guage learning at the Fulbright 
Alumni Association Convention last 
fall. A three-time Fulbright scholar, 
Ashmead discussed the necessity of 
reading the literature of a foreign 
tongue in order to fully master the 
language. Citing his experience as a 
teacher of English to foreign stu-
dents overseas and at Haverford, 
Ashmead said he finds that the 
study of literature teaches one to 
write as well as read, and is just as 
important as fluency of speech in 
having command of a tongue other 
than one's own. 

Since last August Michael M. 
Weinstein, assistant professor and 
chairman of economics, has been of-
fering economic analysis of national 
and international events in the news 
to listeners of Philadelphia's public 
radio station WUHY-FM. Weinstein 
writes and delivers commentaries on 
local subjects such as Philadelphia's 
budget crisis 	continued on page 24 
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Haverford Award Winner: Joseph S. Torg '57 

His Cure is Prevention 

by Joseph P. Quinlan 

S ports participation in America 
is booming, but so are the 
painful, sometimes crippling 

by-products: sports-related injuries, 
which range from mild to life-threat-
ening. The medical world has been 
slow to deal with the problem, but in 
the past two decades, a new breed  

of doctors has begun to concentrate 
on "sports medicine." 

One of the very best is Joseph 
Torg '57, acknowledged to be 
among the country's leading ortho-
pedic surgeons, who is founding di-
rector of the new sports medicine 
center at the Hospital of the Univer- 

sity of Pennsylvania in Philadelphia. 
As one of the country's top "jock 
docs," Torg's advice is sought by 
doctors throughout the country. 
Thousands of serious athletes, both 
professional and amateur, come to 
him for treatment. His surgical spe-
cialty is the knee, perhaps the body's 
most vulnerable joint, yet the one 
most crucial to athletic performance. 

But as much as Torg likes 
meeting the challenge of high-preci-
sion surgery—he usually operates 
five days a week—he would prefer 
to do it less. He'd always rather 
prevent a serious injury than care 
for it. And because he firmly be-
lieves that most major injuries are 
preventable, Torg has made major 
contributions outside the operating 
room as a researcher, teacher, 
spokesman, author, and lobbyist. In 
all these roles he works with a sin-
gle-minded intensity, his focus al-
ways on the athlete's welfare. Those 
who work with him speak of Torg's 
determination and energy with a bit 
of awe. Says one athletic trainer: "If 
you think doctors have an easy 
schedule, you should follow Dr. 
Torg around for a day. You'll be ex-
hausted by noon and that's when he 
picks up the pace." 

Torg begins by identifying the 
causes of an injury, then tests out 
possible solutions. When he devel-
ops a means of preventing an injury, 
he is unrelenting in pushing for the 
change in rules, equipment, or for 
whatever safeguard is needed. 

"Joe Torg has done more for 
the prevention of athletic injuries 
than anyone I know of in the coun-
try," says Dana Swan, Haverford 
athletic director and former football 
coach. "You only have to meet one 
youngster who's torn up his knee to 
know how valuable Joe's research 
work has been. The old Haverford 
ideal of judging people by the uses 
to which they put their lives is a per-
fect test for him. There are athletes 
all over this country, most of whom 
have never heard of him, who owe 
their good health to Joe Torg." 

Swan first met Torg in college a 
quarter century ago, when both 
were stellar performers on the foot- 

Joseph P. Quinlan '75 is a reporter 
for The MacNeil-Lehrer Report in 
New York. 
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ball field: Swan at Swarthmore, Torg 
at Haverford. The future surgeon 
was captain his senior year under 
coach Roy Randall. 

"As a player, Joe was as tough 
as they came," says Swan. "He's still 
a fine sportsman who believes in a 
good game, but he won't stand for a 
lot of the nonsense that goes on in 
sports today—the bad coaching, the 
poor sportsmanship, and winning-by-
intimidation. We all ought to be 
thankful for him because he's help-
ing to save the sports world—espe-
cially football—from itself." 

From Haverford, Torg went on 
to Temple University School of Med-
icine, from which he graduated in 
1961. After military service, he re-
turned to Temple's hospital to do 
his residency. From 1968 to 1978, he 
taught surgery while handling a full 
schedule at Temple as well as two 
area children's hospitals. He also 
found time to set up and direct a 
sports medicine clinic, a natural out-
growth of his interest in sports and 
of his wide-ranging patient load, 
much of it youngsters with athletic 
injuries. During this period Torg also 
served as team physician or ortho-
pedic consultant to Philadelphia's 
professional sports teams in basket-
ball, ice hockey, soccer, and tennis. 

Two years ago, Torg moved his 
base of operations to Penn as full 
professor of orthopedic surgery, 
with the charge to set up and direct 
a new sports medicine center. 

Why would such a prestigious 
teaching hospital make this ap-
pointment? Consider the following: 
organized football is so popular in 
America that a million and a quarter 
youngsters participate every year. 
Some 80 percent will sustain an 
injury—every year. 

Then, there are the 12 million 
skiers who account for 400,000 injur-
ies annually. And don't forget the 
millions of maladies which afflict par-
ticipants in such "safe" sports as 
running and tennis. In all, the num-
ber of sports-related injuries ap-
proaches 20 million every year. Bil-
lions of dollars are spent for medical 
treatment, and are lost in wages and 
long-term disabilities. 

Since the nation has shown no 
signs of giving up its love affair with 
sports, the need has grown for at-
tention to the increasing number of 
spills, stresses, and sprains. Until  

recently, most athletic injuries were 
a nuisance to the medical profes-
sion. In the past two decades, how-
ever, several younger doctors, many 
of them former athletes like Torg, 
began to experiment with new 
treatments, modified equipment, and 
accelerated rehabilitation tech-
niques. The traditional, conservative 
remedy of rest and inactivity that 
was continually prescribed by most 
physicians just didn't suit the young, 
well-conditioned athletes, anxious to 
return to participation. Their bodies' 
recuperative powers couldn't be 
rushed, but they could be helped in 
other ways. Thus, a sprained ankle 
didn't automatically mean six weeks 
on crutches, and torn knee liga-
ments didn't have to end a career. 
As a result, professional athletes 
have had their careers lengthened, 
while high school athletes have re-
turned to competition in less time 
and in better shape. 

For all its visibility (on some pro 
teams the doctor is more important 
than the coach), sports medicine is 
still a young and small discipline. 
Medical schools are just beginning 
to include optional course work in 
sports-related injuries. Many of the 
practitioners do it as a sideline, a 
hobby almost, because they love 
sports. Almost by definition, caring 
for athletes is not financially reward-
ing. Athletes are notorious for eating 
up a doctor's time—in big bites. 
They ask endless questions, the 
most frequent being: "When will I be 
ready?" closely followed by "Can't it 
be sooner?" 

Professional athletes, with anx-
ious agents, coaches, and owners, 
take even more time. Throughout 
his career, Torg has been as ac-
commodating as a 24-hour day will 
allow, but he admits to losing his pa-
tience from time to time. He also 
confesses that he prefers to work 
with young, amateur athletes, he 
says, "because they're much more 
appreciative of the time and effort 
we all put in." 

The orthopedist is quite blunt 
when he talks about America's 
sports establishment people: "They 
have a regrettable record when it 
comes to the prevention of injuries 
and providing health care for ath-
letes. All that they seem to care 
about is how many tennis balls they 
can sell or how many seats they can  

fill at $10 a head." 
A missionary zeal creeps into 

Torg's voice as he discusses the 
causes for crippling, sometimes fatal, 
injuries. He reserves a special anger 
for football coaches who teach 
youngsters to use their well pro-
tected heads, encased in plastic 
helmets, as battering rams. 

"The top of their heads are 
shielded, true," he notes, "but the 
pressure is transmitted to the neck 
and spine, which don't always hold 
up well. Teaching young kids to 
tackle with their heads borders on 
the criminal." 

Because of lobbying done by 
Torg and other concerned doctors, 
official rules have been changed re-
cently to discourage use of the 
helmet as a weapon. Torg, however, 
remains unconvinced that most 
coaches and officials take the matter 
seriously enough to make meaning-
ful changes in long held coaching 
and playing techniques. 

Since the orthopedist believes 
that coaches are the key to holding 
down injuries, the center at Penn at-
tempts to reach as many as possi-
ble, especially in injury-prone sports. 
The center holds a well-attended 
annual seminar for coaches; a new 
program brings high school coaches 
to the center for two-week cycles to 
observe all aspects of its work. 
Some 50 high school coaches have 
taken part thus far. 

"It's not all deliberate," says 
Torg. Many injuries happen because 
of ignorance—especially on the part 
of the coaches and officials. That's 
why it's particularly important that 
parents get involved with their chil-
dren's sports activities—to ask ques-
tions, instead of assuming that 
safety is someone else's responsi-
bility. 

"What we're trying to do here is 
a start, but the country needs a lot 
of centers like this one—for treat-
ment, for research, and for educat-
ing a public, which desperately 
needs and, I think, wants good in-
formation." 

Torg's professional home at 
Penn is in historic Weightman Hall 
which stands at the open end of 
Franklin Field, the school's famous 
stadium. The center itself takes up a 
whole floor with its modern, high-
tech decor contrasting with the 
building's 	continued on page 9 
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T en days of sunshine and base-
ball; an azure gap in the gray 

lag of March. At spring break the 
Haverford baseball team goes to 
Florida. The boys raise the money 
for the trip. A package deal, put to-
gether by a lyceum and grapefruit 
league called the Florida Baseball 
Schools: motel, meals, ball games. 
Camp followers can buy into the 
package and become, for those 10 
days, honorary members of the team. 

It was a mild winter, but it 
seemed very long. On damp days 
old injuries murmured: knees, an 
arm broken in a football game one 
November long ago on Walton 
Field. My best friend, who is a few 
months younger than I, showed me 
where his hair is going gray at his 
temples. I got the flu. Halfway 
through February I called Greg 
Kannerstein and told him I was 
ready for Florida. Following are ex-
cerpts from my journal. 
March 6, Hauerford• Trunks and 
suitcases flocking the locker room 
floor. Somewhere a radio is going. It 
is only 7 p.m., but it seems very 
late: we have entered the eerie, 
dreamlike zone of night-travel. At 
quarter after, we file out, lugging 
baggage, to the two vans. Winter's 
chill still clings on the night air. The 
campus is darkened and silent. 

Twenty ballplayers, three 
coaches, two camp followers. The 
other camp-follower is Bob Schwartz 
'71. This is Schwartzie's third time 
around on the Florida trip. 

We are in Tampa a little after 1 
a.m. The people in the airport are 
summer-brown. The Florida night is 
summer-warm, moist, and perfumed 
with an unrecognizable blossom-
sweetness. There are palm trees, 
jaunty creatures from out of story-
books. 
March 7, St. Petersburg Beach: 
An endless army of motels, hotels, 
and condominiums packed along the 
wide, sugar-white beach. Step out of 
your room and gaze to the empty 
horizon of the lime-green Gulf of 
Mexico. 

In mid-afternoon we pile into 
the rented car and two vans and 
drive to Clearwater for a double- 

John Hough Jr., a 1968 graduate of 
Haverford, is a novelist and a 1976 
winner of the Haverford Award. 

header with St. Petersburg Junior 
College. St. Pete's home field is on 
the Carpenter Complex, which is 
where the Phillies work out. The ball-
fields sprawl out one after another, 
empty and unending in the summer 
sun. Palm trees perk on the blue 
sky. Sprinklers rake the pristine out-
fields. This is baseball country. 

There are two David Lawrence 
Cohens on this baseball team. We 
may be the all-time leader in David 
Lawrence Cohens. David Cohen the 
pitcher keeps a tobacco chaw the 
size of a golf ball fastened in his 
cheek. He pitches with a glowering 
intensity. Today he is pitching too 
high, dishing fastballs across the let-
ters. Haverford hasn't been outside 
the field house, but the St. Pete 
boys have already played 22 ball 
games. They score three in the first. 
Haverford center fielder and co-cap-
tain Matt Sekelick saves more with 
a lovely catch, scampering to the 
wall in left center. Their pitcher is a 
lefty. No two pitches seem to come 
up at the same speed. We swing too 
soon, too late, too high. In the 
fourth inning Sekelick drops a bunt 
on the grass down third, our first 
hit. In the fifth, junior second base-
man Cas Cader sends a fly ball drift-
ing into the alley in left center, one 
hop against the wall, two-base hit. 
But Cas dies out there. Final score: 
6-0, a two-hitter for the artful lefty. 

The day is melting down to a 
slate and purple dusk. In a little 
bleacher behind home plate a loose 
cluster of 20 or so people has been 
watching the ball game. No cheer-
ing, no clapping even. Just watching 
the game, with a cool, almost scien-
tific interest. The evening grows 
very quiet, with only baseball 
sounds—the singsong voices, the 
hard plink of the metal bats—drifting 
on the empty diamonds. 

In the second game Greg starts 
junior pitcher Rich Pressler, his best, 
and turns loose a posse of rookies. 
The lights are on, it has been a long 
day, but the kids are in a scrappy 
mood and Pressler is spinning 
magic. We score in the first without 
a hit: walk, error, walk, passed ball. 
Our bench is up, hollering. In the 
second inning freshman Mike Ruben 
taps a bloop single, scores on a 
magnificent throwing error by their 
third baseman. The St. Pete boys 
are blowing their cool. Sekelick be- 

gins the third with a triple into the 
corner in right. Then a barrage. 
Lanky sophomore Eric Blank 
smashes a two-run single. Sopho-
more third baseman Nick Perry rolls 
a ground ball into left. Sekelick 
bombs a sacrifice fly near the wall in 
center. Suddenly it's 8-0. The St. 
Pete coach watches the holocaust 
with eyes narrowed, rage brewing 
like smoke in his leathery drill-ser-
geant's face. Pressler is magnificent: 
fluid, fast, confident. Rich is what 
the pros call "a class guy." A music 
major, composer, guitarist; a gentle 
kid, with a grace and dignity about 
him. He shuts them out. 

Sophomore pitcher Larry Krav-
etz is coaching at first base. Be-
tween innings he is chatting with their 
first baseman. He asks him how 
many games they've played. 

"Twenty-two," the kid says. 
"What's your record?" Larry 

asks. 
"Fourteen and eleven." 
Well, this is baseball country. 

March 8, St. Petersburg Beach: 
Free day, which gives these ball-
players a chance to begin the urgent 
business of getting on a suntan. By 
mid-morning everyone is out in the 
baking Florida sun, bodies shiny-wet 
with drugstore oils. There are few 
swimmers—the Gulf still has a bite 
to it— but the beach is littered with 
sun worshippers, and transistor ra-
dios carve little squalls in the ocean 
breezes. The beach sand is white 
and fine as sugar. The shore curls 
gently, cradling the Gulf. 

A pretty tableau at sundown: 
broad sugary beach, empty now, 
shelving down to the darkening wa-
ter. Cotton-candy clouds. Several of 
the guys are out in shorts and sweat-
shirts throwing a baseball. The ball 
whaps back and forth, a pure, 
strangely solemn sound rising on the 
twilight hush. Long, fluent bodies, 
able and graceful, tossing a baseball 
by the Gulf of Mexico. 
March 9, St. Petersburg Beach: 
Morning practice on a hard, scrubby 
playground by a Catholic school and 
chapel, hacienda-style with the palm 
trees bowing over them. Leaden 
skies, with a mist shifting down. 
Burk Fitzpatrick is spanking ground 
balls at the infielders. Burk is a vol-
unteer assistant coach, 25, a Villa-
nova grad. Yellow curls and a big 
Irish smile. He coaches American 
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Legion ball and plays second base in 
the Delaware County League, though 
he has the stocky build of a catcher. 
He knows the game. He loves to 
laugh. Another salutary presence in 
our medley of characters. 
March 10, Sanford: Sanford is a 
truck-stop town off Interstate Four, 
40 miles from the Atlantic coast, 40 
miles above Orlando. We drive over 
in brilliant sunshine, but the sky is 
dark as thunder over Sanford. Rain 
coming. We're supposed to play at 
3:30 p.m. We check into the Holiday 
Inn, dress for the game, and then 
the skies let loose a raging deluge. 
The game is called. 

Our pitching coach is Carson 
Thompson, a genuine old-timer. In 
1936 Carson pitched a baseball 
game at the Olympics in Berlin be-
fore a crowd of 124,000. He won. 
He is tall and well-built, with the 
stateliness of the aging athlete. 
Ruddy, twinkling face. A lot of old 
baseball stories. Another salutary 
presence. 
March 11, Sanford: Sanford Mem-
orial Stadium, home of the Florida 
Baseball Schools, is an emblem of 
minor-league ballparks everywhere: 
a cozy husk of a grandstand, rick-
ety-looking light towers, green wood 
fence girding the outfield, RC Cola 
scoreboard. Way back, the New 
York Giants' triple-A teams held 
spring training here. Willie Mays 
broke in here. So did Monte Irvin 
and Bobby Tomson. In the early 
'50s, a big left-handed pitcher with a 
lot of heat named Wes Rinker trained 
here with Minneapolis, the Giants' 
American Association team. Today, 
Wes Rinker runs the Florida Base-
ball Schools. 

On the other side of the outfield 
wall are four more ball fields. Our 
first tournament game is Tuesday af-
ternoon on the field called Zinn 
Beck. Zinn Beck has an outfield 
fence-320 in left, 305 in right—and 
rickety lean-to dugouts. Beyond the 
fences are the residential streets of 
Sanford, trees, low clapboard houses, 
station wagons. Old people come 
across, dragging lawn chairs, to sit 
awhile and watch some baseball. 

We are playing Belmont College 
from Tennessee. The Rebels. Junior 
Paul Forshay, a lefty, is our pitcher. 
There is a gallantry in Paul's pitch-
ing. He pitches doggedly, he sticks. 
He is six feet, blond, very slender. 

Belmont gets two off him in the first. 
In the second, one of their big men 
socks a home run over the wire 
fence. We get one in the third. In 
the fifth, junior Bobby Ursomarso 
from South Philly drops a double 
over the left fielder's head, good for 
a run. Forshay settles. We lose, but 
not badly. The heat dissolves; swirly 
peach sundown sky. 

After dinner we return to the 
stadium for Wes Rinker's throwing 
clinic. The lights are on. Some 200 
ballplayers, most in uniform, are 
bunched in the grandstand behind 
home plate. Wes stands below on 
the floodlit grass. He's got a ball and 
glove. His big bronze voice, the color 
of his face, reaches out around the 
silent hollow ballpark. 

"Some scouts are lazy," he is 
saying. "Some are dumb. But a lot 
of them can watch you throw on the 
sidelines and know whether you can 
play ball." Wes Rinker has a mes-
sage. "What I want to talk to you 
about, gentlemen, is throwing 
strikes. If you can't throw strikes, 
you can't play this game. If you can't 
throw strikes to the cutoff man, you 
can't play the outfield. Gentlemen, 
I'm gonna show you how to throw 
strikes." He begins rubbing up the 
ball. "Dave, come on down here." 

He has chosen our own David 
Cohen—the catcher—for his dem-
onstration. "Dave, you and I are 
gonna play catch." They begin to 
throw. Wes Rinker throws with the 
grace and nonchalance of any big 
leaguer you've ever seen warming 
up on a sideline. 

"You math majors," Wes says. 
"What's the shortest distance be-
tween two points?" 

"A straight line," someone says. 
"Ay-men," Wes says. "And 

there's only one way to throw in a 
straight line. Fingers, wrist, fore-
arm." He backs off, begins snapping 
the ball harder. Fingers, wrist, fore-
arm. He hits the same spot, low on 
Dave's chest, with every throw. 
"Dave," he says, "you're not throw-
ing in a straight line." Big Dave 
straightens, squints up at the gun 
metal-blue night sky as though he 
were looking up there for the pa-
tience to endure Wes Rinker's ser-
mon. Dave has a neat brown Czar 
Nicholas beard and is wearing a ce-
rise batting helmet. 

"Ted Williams is even fatter  

than I am," Wes continues, "but 
he'll play pepper with me all day. 
Why? Because I throw strikes." He 
stops, clamps his glove under his 
arm. "Grip," he says, and holds the 
ball up for us to see, two fingers on 
top, thumb underneath. "Gentle-
men, you have to hold a round 
baseball square." 
March 12, Sanford: A sullen, plati-
num-gray day. Games at 10 a.m. and 
3 p.m. In the lobby after breakfast 
Matt Sekelick tells Greg his left 
shoulder is hurting. No way can he 
play. Schwartzie takes him to the 
hospital. 

A lot of people out for the game 
with Carson-Newman, a Baptist 
school from Tennessee. Blankets 
laid on the grass, lawn chairs. The 
breeze dries, the morning gets hot 
and heavy. A mean, dull glare in the 
sky. Dave Cohen the pitcher is still 
sailing his fastball through the 
wheelhouse, and the Carson-Newman 
boys are launching majestic fly balls 
into the heavy morning sky. Dou-
bles, triples. After two innings it is 6-
0. Cohen drops his hands on his 
hips, glowers, squirts tobacco juice, 
kicks dirt. He is intense and hopeful, 
and it is painful to see him without 
his stuff. In the sixth inning Greg 
sends freshman Mike Kaminer to 
the mound, the kid's first game. He 
gets a ground ball out, but the next 
hitter propels a Stargell-sized home 
run into the trees in right. Kaminer 
is a smallish kid, freckled and red-
headed. He strikes out the next two, 
and bounces, grinning, off the 
mound. We stage a small insurrec-
tion in the final inning, inspired by 
rookies and freshmen. Eric Blank 
drills a single to right. Ruben whacks 
a single off the glove of the short-
stop. Fly-ball double by Ursomarso. 
We scratch up two runs. It leaves a 
nice taste. 

Delaware Valley in the after-
noon. Sekelick returns with his arm 
in a sling. Bursitis. The sun has 
burned the gray away, and the after-
noon is bright and steamy. Larry 
Kravetz goes to the mound. Good 
first inning, then he gets pounded. 
Six-zip after three innings. Tempers 
snap like bow-strings. Greg stalks 
out to holler at the first-base umpire. 
Comes back and kicks a batting hel-
met. Blistering heat at 4 p.m. 
Sekelick calls the first-base ump 
"bush." The ump yells for time, 
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comes swaggering over and aims a 
finger at Burk. "I hear you, buddy. 
You. I heard you say that. Keep it 
up, buddy you're outa here." Burk 
grins. Matt grins. Matt's got a good 
needle. 

Jerry Miraglia, a senior and co-
captain, hit .400 last year and was 
the All-Conference first baseman. 
Jerry's mother has flown down from 
Baltimore to get some sun and 
watch her son play ball. She is a 
demure and pretty woman with the 
Mediterranean coloring of her son. 
She goes into a nervous flutter 
every time he comes to bat. "I get 
more nervous than he does," she 
says. Against Del Val Jerry gets a 
couple of hits. 
March 13, Sanford: This morning 
we play Kenyon in the stadium. The 
game—any game—is transformed 
here. It has an intensity that is, per-
haps, impossible in the sunny open 
spaces of the other diamonds. The 
game is enclosed in the grandstand, 
the green fence around the outfield: 
a little cosmos of baseball. 

Pressler pitches. Again he is 
commanding. Our juices are up. We 
score three in the first. Bobby Urs 
drops another fly-ball double be-
tween outfielders, driving in two 
runs. In the third inning, finally, we 
draw home-run blood. Jerry Macari, 
sophomore shortstop, playing center 
field today to patch over Matt's ab-
sence. He gets a fastball, uncoils on 
it beautifully; a rocket, up and gone 
with startling suddenness, high over 
the green fence in left. A big-league 
home run. Halfway to first base he 
sees the ball vanish, breaks into a 
grin and shoots his arms high over 
his head in a V. The team flocks out 
to meet him at the plate. They grab 
his hand, pummel his back. The peo-
ple scattered in the grandstand clap 
politely. 

But in the afternoon we collide 
with Liberty Baptist College, Ten-
nessee again, on Zinn Beck, and 
they give us our worst beating of the 
week. It begins close: it is 1-0, theirs, 
in the fourth. Sophomore Dave 
Martin, a rookie, is pitching. He has 
a long whip of a body, a pitcher's 
body. He is very quick. It begins to 
rain. The grass is a slick green 
carpet. At 2-0, freshman catcher 
Tony Petitti jerks a single off the 
shortstop's glove; Macari sprints 
around from second, slides, can't  

quite beat the ball, out at home. 
Later the roof falls on us. Final 
score: 9-0. 
March 14, Sanford: Other salutary 
presences: John Turner and Ken 
Kingham, Haverford sports stars in 
the '20s. Ken was a pitcher. He 
holds the record for wins in a sea-
son, seven. He and John are best 
friends. Dave Fraser, Haverford li-
brarian and jayvee coach, alternates 
with Burk as third-base coach. 

This morning is unmistakably 
autumnal. Hard robin's-egg sky, 
somber breeze, ink-dark shadows. It 
is as though we've journeyed, in this 
week, from June straight through to 
summer's end. Two games today on 
Zinn Beck. Finally, we get the one 
deep pleasure that's been missing in 
every game: close, tense baseball. 

Paul Forshay against the Univer-
sity of Rochester in the morning. 
Rochester has just beaten Delaware 
Valley, 11-4: Del Val scalded us. 
Rochester scratches a run off 
Forshay in the first. The day has 
turned hot, but still there is the clar-
ity and pearly light of autumn. 
Sekelick has returned to the lineup. 

In the second inning Miraglia 
gets two bases on a throwing error. 
Macari bangs a line single over sec-
ond; Miraglia comes around and 
scores. Kravetz shoots a hit off the 
shortstop's glove, bringing in Macari. 
In the fourth inning Macari booms a 
double near the fence, scores on a 
fly-ball double by Cader. In the 
sixth, Nick Perry singles home 
another. Four to one. Forshay is 
pitching tough, bending big curves 
by their knees, sneaking fastballs. 
He pitches out of trouble. They 
reach him finally in the sixth. One 
run in, one out, runners at first and 
second. Greg walks out, takes the 
ball from him, summons Pressler. A 
lot of handshakes for Paul. 

The first thing Pressler does is 
try to pick the runner off second. 
He flings the ball into center field. 
Tying run on second. One out. The 
batter blasts a towering fly ball to 
left center; Sekelick runs it down, 
quick as a hare, snags at the fence. 
The runner scores at a walk from 
third. Four to three, tying run on 
third. Rich drops a curveball, strike 
three, past the next man. The final 
inning is taut, wonderful baseball. 
Both benches are up and yelling. 
Rich almost loses the first man,  

three balls and no strikes, then 
pours three strikes past him. One 
out. Then a single off Macari's glove, 
a single off Perry's chest, a dying-
quail single to right: bases loaded. A 
ground ball to Macari; he gloves it, 
throws home, cuts down the runner. 
It ends with a pop-up to Miraglia, 
our game, 4-3. "That win," Greg 
says, "makes the whole trip worth it." 

We lose the second game, 2-0. 
Larry Kravetz pitches splendidly. In 
the first inning, Sekelick sprints in 
for a short fly ball, dives, collapses 
as the ball kicks away. Greg and 
Carson trot out, people gather. Matt 
rises, holding his left hand. "It's 
broken," he says flatly. He leaves 
the game. Someone drapes a jacket 
on his shoulders. He and Schwartzie 
walk slowly down the left field line, 
dragging their shadows on the sum-
mer grass, away from the sounds of 
the game. Somewhere, a cricket 
scritches. Matt is right: it's broken. 
March 15, Sanford: A bunch of us 
drive over to Winter Haven to see 
the Red Sox play a grapefruit-league 
game with the Tigers. It is a languid, 
balmy day, strewn with a summery 
haze. A good day to ease back and 
watch a ball game. The boys peel off 
their shirts and soak in the sun. It is 
a pretty ball-park, antique-looking. 
Felt-green grass, and the red-brown 
fox-colored fan of the infield. It is 
cozier, more intimate than the big 
stadiums of the regular season; you 
can read faces, hear the tuneful pat-
ter of voices. 

"Come'n Mark, come'n Mark 
babe . . ." 

"Let's go Freddie, let's go one-
nine . . ." 

"Watch second watch second." 
And the dark windy bellow of 

the ump, a column of sound stretch-
ing out through the bright medley of 
voices. The sounds of any ball game 
anywhere; a sonata I have heard a 
million times, a million places. 
March 16, Haverford: Empty dark-
ened streets, lamplight on bare 
trees, pools of snow. The campus 
sleeps so deeply it seems to be hiber-
nating. We tumble out of the vans, 
wrestle out our luggage. The boys 
file into the bright locker room. I 
head in another direction, dragging 
my suitcase. Footprints in mud, fro-
zen now. Like arriving home, finally, 
in a small town after a trip to Eu-
rope. Tomorrow it will all be a dream. 
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Letters continued 

To the Editor: 
It was a very sad day when I got the 

letter from Haverford about Mac. Flow 
foolishly strange it is to think that Mac 
was one of those ever friendly men who 
would always be there. No doubt this 
impression rested on his endless devo-
tion to and presence at Haverford. 
These qualities have nearly vanished 
from our country. 

Samuel E. Stokes Jr. '44 
Alstead, N.H. 

To the Editor: 
I remember my first interview with 

Mac as if it were yesterday. Actually it 
was more than 40 years ago. I was 16 
and he quizzed me about a high-school 
Latin Club Roman banquet for which we 
had all dressed up in sheets. I felt like a 
fool and he must have thought I was 
some kind of a kooky classics scholar. 
But he admitted me and it changed my 
life forever. . . . I suppose every young 
man has one or two people that, as he 
grows up, he looks up to and admires. 
Today they call them "role models." 
What an inadequate description. For me 
Mac was one of those. I can't tell you 
how many times, when faced with some 
problem or other, I asked myself, "What 
would Mac do?" and the answer always 
came through loud and clear. For he 
never waffled. He never rationalized. He 
was great at simplifying complicated 
problems and the "right" way always 
shone through. I was always a little bit 
scared of him, I guess because I re-
spected him so much. . . . Yet if we 
gauge the value of a human life by how 
many other human beings it has af-
fected for the good, we cannot grieve 
long for Mac. We can only be thankful 
for his existence, grateful for the good 
he did for so many. 

John C. Whitehead '43 
Essex Fells, N.J. 

A change of heart 

To the Editor: 
One night in April as I sat and read 

the newly-arrived Haverford Horizons, 
the phone rang and a woman student 
was calling to request a contribution for 
the capital fund at Haverford. Unfortu-
nately, it did not at that moment seem 
possible for me to send anything, as I 
am a regular contributor to Annual Giv-
ing, and I fear I may have been rather 
brusque in replying to this young person. 

Continuing the reading of Horizons, 
especially Felix Morley's book, the arti-
cle about Bruce Partridge and the cos-
mos, and about Steve Sachs in Mary-
land, something came over me which I 
can't explain—I simply must send some- 

thing to support this great college that 
Haverford is, even if it means not paying 
some other bills on time. 

Haverford means different things to 
different people. We each had our own 
unique experiences at the College but 
we all learned something very special 
there: that in relation to the new under-
standing of our universe and its past and 
possible future, we are insignificant as 
bits of matter, yet much more important 
is the power for Good and Truth which 
we each can exert in even our most 
commonplace, day-to-day existence. We 
don't realize this while at Haverford, but 
now that we have been away for several 
decades we see the value of our moral 
and spiritual education at Haverford. 

Haverford must continue and endure! 
I want it to do so for me and possibly 
for our sons—if they can meet the 
standards. 

Therefore, I sent a modest gift to 
Haverford and hope it, with many oth-
ers, will swell the response of loyal Hav-
erfordians so that the goal is reached. I 
hope also that the young woman who 
called me that night will learn that she 
was successful after all. 

Charles B. Lane '56 
Montclair, N.J. 

We stand corrected 

To the Editor: 
I wish to correct the information in 

the Alumni News Notes of the fall 1979 
Horizons. Under the Class of '66, the 
item should be corrected as follows: 
1) I am not married to Susan L. Lavine, 

as pleasant as that might be, 
2) I joined the MITRE Corporation in 

January, 1979 to work in the areas of 
information systems and management 
analysis, and 

3) I am the Haverford College alumni 
representative in Montgomery 
County, Md., assisting the College in 
admissions. 
Continued success with the Horizons. 

It consistently offers a fresh look at what 
the College is doing, and I always look 
forward to reading it. 

Ronald A. Schwarz '66 
Rockville, Md. 

A new goal 

To the Editor: 
The 1980 Annual Giving folder sug-

gests that we should strive to "keep 
Haverford Haverford." It seems to me 
that our goal should be to transform 
Haverford into a more equitable institu-
tion, and a less racist and less class-bi-
ased community. 

Stephen R. Pollard '79 
St. Helena, Calif. 

Academic Focus continued 

or the city's neighborhood develop-
ment plans. His editorials on issues 
with a broader scope, like President 
Carter's new economic policies and 
the confusion surrounding them, are 
sometimes syndicated nationally. 
And when the news broke of the 
president's clampdown on consumer 
credit, WUHY reporters were on 
the phone to the Haverford econo-
mist for his prediction of how 
Delaware Valley residents might be 
affected. 

Music makers 

Associate professor of music 
Sylvia Glickman performed a new 
piano composition by John 
Davison, Ruth M. Magill Professor 
of Music, at two concerts this 
spring. On Saturday, March 22, at 
Bucknell University she played the 
world premiere of Davison's Recita-
tives and repeated it the following 
day at The Free Library of Philadel-
phia at a recital featuring works of 
Philadelphia-area composers. 

Davison enjoyed a busy second-
semester sabbatical composing and 
either attending concerts that in-
cluded his compositions, or playing 
them himself at local colleges. A 
music critic present at the Swarth-
more Chamber Orchestra concert in 
February hailed Davison's Concer-
tino for Twelve Instruments as ". . . 
the finest Davison piece I've yet 
heard," adding that "the audience 
gave both the performers and the 
composer the evening's warmest 
applause." 

Applause also echoed at nearby 
Villanova University's commence-
ment on May 18, as Tamara 
Brooks, associate professor and 
chairman of Haverford's music de-
partment, accepted an honorary 
Doctor of Fine Arts degree. Brooks, 
who is conductor of the Haverford-
Bryn Mawr orchestra and choruses 
and music director of the Mendels-
sohn Club of Philadelphia, was 
awarded the degree for her con-
tribution to church music through 
the performances of the Mendels-
sohn Club and for the special un-
derstanding of music she has 
brought to students at Haverford 
and Bryn Mawr. 	 L.F. 
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The student theater of Haverford, 
Bryn Mawr, and Swarthmore Colleges. 

Tartuffe by Moliere 
June 27, 28; July 4, 5: 8 p.m. 

June 29: 2 p.m. 

The Hollow by Agatha Christie 
July 11, 12, 18, 19: 8 p.m. 

July 13: 2 p.m. 

An Evening of Cabaret Entertainment 
July 25, 26: 8 p.m. 

Not by Bed Alone by Georges Feydeau 
August 1, 2, 8, 9: 8 p.m. 

August 3: 2 p.m. 

All performances will be held in the 
auditorium of Roberts Hall. 

General admission at the door will 
be $4, and $3 for senior citizens and 
students with I.D. Admission to the ca-
baret show will be $2.00, and $1.50 for 
senior citizens and students. For ticket 
information please call (215) 649-3671. 
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Haverford vs. Harvard 

On a blustery spring day 75 years ago, Harvard hosted 
Haverford in the first intercollegiate soccer game in America. 
In the final moments of the game, Haverford's Christy 
Morris scored, giving his team a 1-0 victory over Harvard. 
Two weeks later on home turf, Morris repeated his perform-
ance and again Haverford triumphed over Harvard, 1-0. 

It's been 30 years since the two colleges faced each 
other on the soccer field. Now Haverford, where American 
college soccer was born in 1901, is challenging Harvard to 
replay that historic game. 

See history in the making! 
Wednesday, September 10, 1980, 3 p.m. 

Walton Field 

The Soupd of Music 
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All is not quiet on the Haverford campus after Commencement. On 
four Sunday evenings throughout the summer the music of Mozart, 
Chopin, and Schubert can be heard drifting across the darkened 
lawn of Founders Green. Performed by pianist Sylvia Glickman and 
the de Pasquale String Quartet, the summer chamber music concerts 
will be played on June 29, July 6, July 20, and August 3, at 8:30 p.m. in 
the air-conditioned Magill Library. For ticket information call (215) 
649-9600, ext. 341. 
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Former president Jack Coleman got a lofty welcome when he stepped up to receive his honorary Doctor of Letters 
degree at Commencement this May. Harvard economist John Kenneth Galbraith gave the principal address and 
Haverford also awarded honorary degrees to Harlem photographer James Van Der Zee (second from left), Bryn 
Mawr College president Mary Patterson McPherson (seated, fourth from left), and pediatrician and teacher Francis 
Howell Wright '29 (far right). 

Haverford College 
Haverford, Pennsylvania 19041 
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