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Forest Succession 

When I leave my farm every morning to drive to Haverford, I take one last glance at the 
place from the foot of the lane before I turn my attention to the road. Depending on the 

time of year, of course, what I see varies greatly: a mist-shrouded summer sunrise, an 

egret in the pond, a sliver of a moon still hanging in the predawn sky. No matter what is 

there, I always take a look at a lone sycamore in the meadow, one of the oldest trees on 

the property. I've planted dozens of trees, including lots of sycamores, but that one tree 
seems to resonate with the age of the place. It's a gnarled survivor, a sentinel. 

When I arrive at Haverford, it's a different story altogether. Here, we are surrounded by so 

many beautiful trees, some lending an Impressionistic splash of color and texture, others 

towering majestically over the campus and our doings. It's an amazing place, really, and 
I feel fortunate to work here with such dedicated and caring people. 

Tom Tritton epitomizes the kind of care and dedica-

tion I'm talking about. But how do you capture the 

toil and experiences of a leader in any one piece of 

prose? We've given it a try in this issue with Kathryn 

Levy Feldman's thoughtful "Being Tom Tritton" piece 
(page 25). Tom's legacies are obvious, as Feldman 

enumerates them in her article, but people also look 

at style points — and I believe people sense that Tom 

Tritton was the perfect president for the time. 

As Haverford looks at its next phase of life with a 
new president, there is an air of excitement and 

promise on campus, tempered as it is by the bitter-
sweet edges that come with saying farewell to a respected leader. Everyone will have a 

chance to show that respect, and I encourage you to attend one or more of the "Tommy 
T Tour" events listed on page 31. 

On a final note, this issue marks my departure from Haverford. I hope that my efforts, 

and those of all of my colleagues in Institutional Advancement, have made some small 
difference in the way the College presents itself, the ways in which the institution 
articulates its mission to the community and to the world. 

I am leaving to accept new professional challenges, but not before I express my gratitude 
to the many writers, editors, graphic designers, Web designers, printers, and photographers 

I've been fortunate enough to work with during my tenure. Some of them are alumni, 

some are friends of the College, some are fellow Haverford employees. All of them share 
a deep and profound love of Haverford; all of you have benefited from their passion and 
creativity 

And when the time is here and I leave work for the last time this autumn, I will be sure 

to pause and look at those beautiful trees. 

Stephen Heacock 
Executive Director of Marketing & Communications 
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The View from Founders 

Tom's iPod 

A few years back I wrote in this 
space about my reading habits, describing 
books, journals, and magazines that had 
recently occupied my attention. This may 
have been the most popular piece I ever 
penned for the Haverford Alumni Magazine, 
at least judging by the number of people 
who wrote to me about how much they 
enjoyed it (and, parenthetically, I should 
add that one of the most gracious aspects 
of the Haverford community is that those 
who don't particularly like my writings 
usually keep it to themselves). My desire 
to revisit that form helps me to understand 
the unending replications of popular 
movies (Rocky V, Halloween VII etc.) so I 
was tempted to write the 2006 version of 
what inhabits my reading shelf. Wary of 
repetition, though, I decided to go high 
tech and offer instead what fills the flash 
memory of my iPod. 

First, should there be any in Haverford 
land who aren't familiar with contempo-
rary lingo...an iPod is a small hand-held 
device made by Apple that holds enor-
mously large collections of music for play-
back, usually through personal earphones. 
The technology has been around for sev-
eral years, but I resisted acquiring one until 
a few months ago. This techno reticence 
was because I smugly convinced myself 
that I prefer live music or recordings with 
traditional loudspeakers, rather than the 
tiny earbuds that I imagined couldn't pos-
sibly reproduce music faithfully and with 
emotional power. This turns out to be 
largely incorrect but, truth be told, I suc-
cumbed when Apple came out with the 

2 Haverford Magazine 

iPod Nano, the smallest, lightest, and 
coolest music player imaginable. I con-
cluded that purchasing one would raise 
my hipster status in the eyes of my 
youngest daughter, Christi, no doubt a sign 
of middle-aged futility. 

The first thing you do when you get an 
iPod is to fill it with your favorite music. If 
you have a large collection of CDs, the choice 
of what to "burn" into your iPod is an exer-
cise in both musical taste and personal psy-
chology. The Nano holds about 1,000 songs 
which, while sounding capacious, is quick-
ly exceeded, so choices have to be made 
about what to favor. I turned first to an 8 
CD collection of folk music because it con-
nects to the era of the '60s and the styles 
remind me of my own high school and col-
lege days. This includes legendary artists like 
Bob Dylan and Pete Seeger, and old standard 
tunes like "Where Have All the Flowers 
Gone" and "Blowin' in the Wind." Easy to 
dreamily reminisce with this stuff. 

I next loaded favorites from the two gen-
res I listen to most: classical and jazz. 
Among the former are The Brandenburg 
Concertos because Bach, especially in these 
pieces, is outrageously exuberant and ath-
letic, and a perfect accompaniment to my 
morning running rituals. There is also 
Tchaikovsky's Sixth Symphony (Pathetique) 
which is likely my all-time favorite piece of 
symphonic music. The third movement 
(allegro molto vivace) in particular never fails 
to move my soul, and I often turn to it when 
I need inspiration. I also am quite fond of 
the piano (and plan to improve my rudi-
mentary skills in that mythical "someday"  

when I have time to practice) so I have copi-
ous pianistic performances currently in 
residence on my iPod: Scarlatti's keyboard 
sonatas, originally of course for harpsichord, 
but I love the piano renditions; several 
Beethoven sonatas, including my favorites 
Moonlight and Hammerklavier; a collection 
of Mozart sonatas played by Mitsuko 
Uchida, who possesses tremendous expres-
sive power on the instrument; various works 
by the massively impressive Vladimir 
Horowitz; and Shostakovich's 24 Preludes 
and Fugues performed by Keith Jarrett. 

Speaking of Keith Jarrett, he also is a 
jazz pianist and I couldn't exist without his 
legendary Koln Concert, filled with com-
municative music, and at least as many 
moans as Glenn Gould at his best. My 
tastes in jazz are quite eclectic and the cur-
rent iPod lineup includes Art Tatum 
(surely one of the greatest virtuosos who 
ever graced our earth); Duke Ellington 
(duh, who doesn't love Ellington); Gato 
Barbieri (an Argentinian tenor saxophonist 
who favors languid, yet fiery, melodies); 
Joshua Redman (Harvard educated, as 
evidenced by the powerfully intellectual 
style of his music); and a choice collection 
of greats like John Coltrane, Miles Davis, 
and Dizzy Gillespie. Improvised jazz, with 
its uniquely American origins, shows 
human beings at their creative and unpre-
dictable best, and is always capable of 
roughing up my deepest emotions. 

I change the iPod music lineup regularly, 
but the typical breakdown is 60% classical, 
30% jazz, and 10% folk/rock. I'm sure these 
statistics offer something deeply revealing 



More Thoughts on 
Walter Kidney '54 

I first met Walter Kidney on a playing 
field my junior year. It was the one to your 
left as you go down the lane, between 
Lancaster Avenue and the pond. He and I 
were among Haverford's worst athletes; 
even the rudiments of touch football were 
lost on us. The athletic department insist-
ed even gentle eccentrics get exercise. So 
we had to take part, sign up on a list. As 
a whistle blew for scrimmage, Walter's 
attention was somewhere else. He was 
watching something behind us at the edge 
of the field. A squirrel, he observed aloud. 

In my senior year, in connection with 
some course, I had reason to visit his 
room. German, I believe, but I can't be 
sure. He was intently studying a plate from 
a large architecture book. A huge ornate 
fireplace, it may have been something 
designed by Henry Hobson Richardson 
for the mansion of a railroad magnate. I 
asked him if he liked it enough to have 
one in his home. 

Even then I had taken a fascination 
with architecture. While at Westtown 
School, I attended the sale of the old 
George W. Childs Drexel estate on Bryn 
Mawr Avenue and developed an unfortu-
nate taste for mansions. Other forms of 
human habitation held no interest for me. 
Only mansions mattered. 

Walter's reply was surprising then but 
looking back, typical of him. Yes, he liked 
it as a design, but in order to own some-
thing like it one would have to be wealthy. 
Since I will never be wealthy, I don't 
really think about owning it. For a young 
man about to start out in life to say that 
he would never be wealthy seems now 
shockingly pessimistic. But really, it was 
good advice. I should have listened. 

Walter was a loyal Haverfordian and 
attended alumni gatherings regularly. One 
was held on the grounds of Friends 
Central School while a classmate was its 
headmaster. The old Wistar Morris estate,  

on City Avenue in Overbrook, it was stone, 
Gothic Revival. I asked Walter what he 
thought of it. It lacks a sense of repose, he 
replied. 

Walter remained my touchstone for 
things architectural. For a three-year peri-
od I even owned a mansion, in Oak Park, 
Illinois. It had twenty-three rooms and 
was designed by a noted English architect. 
I sent Walter some pictures of it. As a used-
book seller I kept in touch with Walter, 
quoting architecture books now and then. 
He would thank me but said that his 
library consisted mostly of Dover 
Publications reprints. He didn't need 
expensive originals. 

For the architecturally uninitiated, the 
most useful of Walter's books is his The 
Architecture of Choice: Eclecticism in 
America 1880-1930 (New York: George 
Braziller c.1974). It went through several 
printings, even appeared in paperback. It 
might still be in print, if not use the 
Internet. Try Bookfinder.com. 

The moral for me of Walter Kidney's 
life seem to me, in retrospect, that those 
who consciously strive to build careers as 
I did, in the end achieve little. By single-
mindedly doing his thing, pursuing his 
interests and at the same time recogniz-
ing and accepting his limits, he built one 
that was distinguished. 

Edward P. Rich '53 
Halls, Tenn. 

about my character, but darned if I know 
what it is. I do, though, agree with Friedrich 
Wilhelm Nietzsche's assertion that, "with-
out music, life would be a mistake." 

I soon learned that music is not the 
only use for an iPod. There are also pod-
casts, generally taken to mean programs 
that can be downloaded and treated like 
radio or TV talk shows, except portable 
and able to be heard at any time. There are 
thousands of these available, and one can 
even "subscribe" to favorites so as not to 
miss any new shows. I've gradually come 
to listen at least as much to podcasts as to 
music during my morning runs, and favor 
current events, science, and culture as my 
most frequently visited subjects. The best 
in my view is Democracy Now with Amy 
Goodman, a daily hourlong discussion of 
contemporary national and international 
politics by experts (often academics) who 
aren't as favored by the cable news pun-
ditocracy. I also like NOW, a PBS listing 
that offers better than the conventional 
perspective on the great topics of our time. 
For science, my top two choices are 
Science Talk from Scientific American (and 
containing the wonderfully entertaining 
"Totally Bogus" spoof on pseudoscience); 
and Nature Podcast from the scientific jour-
nal of the same name. This latter favors 
discussions with the authors of current 
scholarly papers, affording me a way to 
keep up with literature I may not actually 
find time to read. I also like the Photoshop 
TV weekly discussion of digital photogra-
phy. Although this is probably better as a 
video podcast, I am enough of a 
Photoshop aficionado to usually learn use-
ful new tips and tricks just by listening 
and using my imagination. 

Disclaimer: I don't own stock in Apple. 
Nonetheless, possessing an iPod opens 
such a wonderful world of music and ideas 
that I recommend it to everyone, even 
those of technological aversion. The little 
gadget provides a useful alternative to 
television, and serves to lessen the pain of 
the necessary daily exercise regimen. 

Coming attractions: Over the next 
year—my last as Haverford's president—I 
will be visiting as many alums as possible. 
I also will be using this space to write 
about the future of higher education, this 
College, and the universe in general. 
Perhaps a podcast in the making? 



HAVER-FORD 

Letters to the Editor 

Another View of 
the Death Penalty 

I know it may come as a shock to you 
and most of the members of the Haverford 
community, however, not all of us are 
bleeding heart, starry-eyed liberals. Please 
count me among the hard-bitten conser-
vatives, who, while admittedly are few and 
far between in the Haverford community, 
are also are against death. We are particu-
larly against the wanton killing of an inno-
cent German tourist. I feel that regardless 
of the obviously terrible life that Mr. 
Peterson had ("Against Death," Spring 
2006 Haverford Alumni Magazine), there is 
no excuse for what he did, and society has 
no obligation to feed and clothe him at a 
cost of millions of dollars over time. 

Liberal attempts to justify these hor-
rendous crimes and the liberal movement 
to eliminate capital punishment are a dis-
service to every law-abiding citizen in this 
country. Regardless of how old he was at 
the time he took an innocent life, and he 
should have forfeited the protection of 
being a juvenile. 

Oh but capital punishment has been 
shown not to be a deterrent to 
crime. That's because liberals have 
instituted a system of endless 
appeals. In Texas we recently exe-
cuted the Mexican illegal known as 
the railroad track murderer. He 
killed 13 people, some of whom 
died horrible deaths. Because of 
appeal after appeal, it still took over 
10 years to carry out his sentence. On 
the gurney, he admitted he deserved 
what he was getting. 

Mr. Peterson, in my book, is still a piece 
of trash. Before you call me a racist, let me 
say, in my book, anyone who takes anoth-
er person's life is trash, whether they are 
black, white, brown, yellow, or green with 
blue spots. In my town we bury our trash 
in a landfill. That's what we should do with 
people like Peterson. The comedian Flip 
Wilson had an expression, "the Devil made 
me do it." The line was funny, but nobody 
believed it was an excuse. I don't believe 
lack of brain development, or "my Mother 
was mean to me," are excuses for murder. 
Peterson may be doing better in jail, but 
to tie his behavior to the idea that he is sav-
ing hundreds and that would not have hap-
pened if he had been executed is specious 
reasoning and small consolation to his vic-
tim's family. 

Henry J. Dvorken '49 
Wichita Falls, Texas 

Restoring 
Some Humanity 

I just finished reading the cover story 
of the Spring 2006 issue of the Haverford 
Alumni Magazine, "Against Death," by John 
Lombardi. Never have I read a more engag-
ing profile piece in any alumni magazine. 

What drives the piece is the juxtaposi-
tion of two lives that seem so very different 
yet converge through the writing to show 
how important every life is, particularly 
when Lombardi begins the piece by 
explaining Peterson's life. 

Having worked with many kids from 
broken homes in broke-down, dangerous 
neighborhoods, Lombardi's description 
of Peterson's life brought me waves of 
empathy for young Damon Peterson. 
Lombardi's writing restores Peterson's 
humanity by showing us what drives 
people to their regrettable actions, so that 
we do not see Peterson as just some punk 
kid who's gone bad. 

Both Peterson and Harper have worked 
hard to remind America of how we've lost 
our humanity and have helped us gain a 
little of it back. The thought that any 
rational adult would believe that any child 
deserved to die for their crimes is 
absolutely absurd. Thanks, John, for 
bringing this issue out from the back sec-
tions of America's newspapers. 

J.J. Pack, Jr. 
English Instructor 
Pennsylvania State University, 
Abington 

1993. 

1,17s:le,,eb-yeaeT....-old life. 

STEPHEN HA.f,,R 5"t° 

Front cover of the 
Haverford Alumni Magazine, Spring 2006 
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Errata 

In the Spring 2006 issue of the alumni 
magazine, in the Letters section, the 
following errors occurred: 

1) In George Malko's letter re Frank Conroy, 
page two, fifth line, in a reference to Lacy 
Crawford of NarrativeMagazine.com, 
Ms. Crawford's first name was misspelled 
as "Lucy" 

2) On the same page, in Michael Roloff's let-
ter re Conroy, his first reference to John 
Lombardi should have appeared as 
"Professor" Lombardi; this would explain 
Lombardi's subsequent denial of profes-
sorship on page six, in his reply to Roloff. 

3) On page six, in the first column, Roloff's 
reference to Time and Tide, Conroy's last 
book of essays about Nantucket, the title 
was misspelled as Tide and Tide. 

4) Mr. Roloff's letter on Conroy was 
cut for length. The full, unexpurgated ver-
sion may be found at: http://wwwroloff-
2.freeservers.com.html. This  link was 
inadvertently not printed. 

The magazine staff regrets these mistakes 
and omissions. 

Due to a database error, we misidentified 
Jacob Bilhartz '04 as Joseph Bilhartz '04 in 
this legacy Commencement photograph, 
published in the Spring 2006 issue. We 
sincerely regret the error. 

Tess Bilhartz '06 and Jacob Bilhartz '04. 
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Disappointment 
and Dismay 

I was disappointed and upset to see 
and read the latest issue of the alumni 
magazine. The cover story, "Against 
Death," was the antithesis of the good 
work Stephen Harper is doing and which 
I have always thought of Haverford as 
striving to do. The story of Damon 
Peterson was used purely as a dramatic 
effect with little thought as to how 
Peterson was being portrayed or how race 
issues were being replicated right in this 
very article. Peterson and his family were 
spoken of like savages or even animals. 
While the hardships Peterson's family suf-
fered were detailed, the article never 
explored the larger societal issues at play 
or any positive elements in his own com-
munity. Harper was spoken of as a great 
white savior. I would doubt that someone 
who was drawn to this work by seeing the 
light or good in all people would have 

John Lombardi 
Replies: 

The detailed description of Damon 
Peterson's childhood ("Against Death," 
Haverford Alumni Magazine, Spring 2006), 
was meant to bring home to the middle, 
upper-middle, and upper class readers of 
this alumni magazine the circumstances 
that contributed to his becoming a thief 
and killer—something so far outside their 
experience as to be nearly unimaginable. 
His race and the race of his attorney, 
Stephen Harper '76, are irrelevant to a 
story about the morality or immorality of 
the juvenile death penalty, which doesn't 
draw the color line.  

wanted to be portrayed in this manner. 
The work Harper is doing is vital and 
important and should be reported. The 
ignorant manner in which it was reported 
and dramatized was offensive. 

I am a white woman who lives and 
works in a predominately African Ameri-
can community. I can't begin to imagine 
how offensive this would be to African 
American alumni and students. I person-
ally credit Haverford with my early under-
standings of the reality of race relations 
in America. It was through non-academ-
ic offerings such as a workshop on privi-
lege and another on race that I started to 
have some appreciation for issues of race 
and class. I find it so hard to understand 
how this same institution could then pub-
lish such an article. 

Kate O'Shea '98 
Philadelphia 

My "ignorance" and implied racial 
insensitivity amount to a distaste by 
Ms. O'Shea and other critics for the 
"mucky reality" one of them has 
denounced in a separate letter to the 
highest officials of the College. But the 
imposition of a "political" critique on a 
work of objective journalism really argues 
for a vetting of unpleasant reality, in favor 
of projecting a politically correct ideal. 

I thought P.C. and "deconstruction" 
(the psychoanalysis of texts), French 
intellectual fads of the '80s, had long since 
been discredited. 



Main Lines 

Haverford Welc 
New Executive 
Director of the CPGC 

Joseph G. Bock has been appointed 
executive director of Haverford's Center 
for Peace and Global Citizenship. Bock 
was most recently executive director of 
the Secure World Foundation, having pre-
viously served as vice president and inter-
im executive director of the American 
Refugee Committee, as well as country 
representative and director of develop- 

Presidential Search Update 

The Presidential Search Committee met 
several times over the summer and much 

	
Presidential Search Committee 

progress has been made in the search. With 
	

Howard Lutnick '83, chair 
input from the community, three docu- 	Cathy P. Koshland '72 & 
ments have been developed: The adver- 	Barry L. Zubrow '75, ex officio 
tisement for the position, a piece titled, 	Additional Board members: 
"Challenges and Opportunities," and a 

	
Jennifer Boal '85 

Presidential "viewbook," which gives a 
	

Martha Brown Bryans BMC '72 
panoramic look at the College for potential 

	
Rich Cooper '64 

candidates. All of these documents and 
	

Hunter Rawlings '66 
up-to-date information may be found on 

	
Sheila Sachs 

the Presidential Search Web page, 	Rick White '81 
www.haverford.edu/presidentialsearch 

	
Students: 

The committee has retained the 
	

Aleem Ahmed '07 
executive search firm of Isaacson, Miller, 	Geddes Munson '07 
and the nominations phase of the process 

	
Faculty members: 

is now in full swing. An online nomina- 	Linda Bell 
tion form can be found on the College's 

	
Anne McGuire 

Presidential Search Web page. 	 Iruka Okeke 
Along with Barbara Stevens and Peter 

	
Bruce Partridge 

Stanley of Isaacson, Miller, the commit- 	Wendy Sternberg 
tee will move quickly to identify the best 

	
Staff Representatives: 

nominees and narrow the field to a list of 
	

Joanne Brown 
candidates to be seriously considered. 	Amy Feifer 

Feedback and comments about the 
	

Alumni Association Exective 
search, the process, the candidates, and 

	
Committee representative: 

Haverford in general are encouraged. 	Garry Jenkins '92 
Contact information for committee mem- 	Bryn Mawr representative: 
bers is found on the Search Web page. 	Catherine Allegra BMC '84 

Six New Tenure-Track Professors Join Haverford's Faculty 

lndradeep Ghosh joins the 
department of economics as 
assistant professor. Ghosh 
holds a bachelor's degree from 
St. Stephen's College in New 

Delhi, India; a master's from Girton Col-
lege at the United Kingdom's University of 
Cambridge (where he received the Adam 
Smith Prize as top graduating student); and 
most recently, a Ph.D. from Massachusetts 
Institute of Technology. Ghosh, a former 
business analyst at the investment bank 
McKinsey and Company, is an expert in 
open economy macroeconomics as well as 
international and financial economics, and 
is currently researching the relationship 
between trade and FDI (foreign direct 
investment) on developing countries and 
optimal monetary policy in a small, open, 
developing economy. 
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Casey Londergan, assistant 
professor of chemistry, holds 
a bachelor's degree from 
Williams College and a mas-
ter's and doctorate from the 

University of California, San Diego, where 
he won an Excellence in Teaching Award. 
He comes to Haverford from the Universi-
ty of Pennsylvania, where he was a Nation-
al Institutes of Health postdoctoral fellow 
working on two-dimensional infrared spec-
troscopy of backbone molecular vibrations 
in peptides and proteins. Londergan's main 
research focuses on the development of new 
physical techniques for understanding con-
formational flexibility and structural switch-
ing in proteins at the atomic level. A former 
research assistant at Los Alamos National 
Laboratory in New Mexico, Londergan will 
teach courses in physical chemistry and 
advanced general chemistry. 

Ana Lopez-Sanchez joins the 
Spanish department as assis-
tant professor. Lopez-
Sanchez has a bachelor's 
degree and a Ph.D. in applied 

linguistics from the Universidad de Santiago 
de Compostela in Spain, as well as a mas-
ter's degree from the University of Not-
tingham in the United Kingdom. She has 
also received an Erasmus Scholarship from 
the Universite Rennes II Haute in Bretagne, 
France. Her areas of concentration include 
second language pedagogy and acquisition, 
pragmatics and linguistic anthropology. She 
comes to Haverford from Smith College, 
where she taught in the department of 
Spanish and Portuguese. 



ment education with Catholic Relief 
Services. In these roles, Bock has 
worked extensively with education-
al, service, and development organ-
izations in many places in the world, 
including Canada, England, China, 
Africa, the Balkans, Israel, Pakistan, 
and Afghanistan. Prior to these 
administrative and service roles, 
Bock served as state representative 
in the Missouri General Assembly, 
where he chaired the Energy and 
Environment Committee and was 
vice-chair of the Commerce Com-
mittee. 

Bock's bachelor's and master's 
degrees in social work are from the 
University of Missouri, and his Ph.D. 
in international relations is from the 
School of International Service at 
American University in Washington, 
D.C. He is the author of two books, 
Sharpening Conflict Management and 
The National Security Assistant and 
the White House Staff. 

Revealed: Selections 
from the Fine Arts 
Collection of 
Haverford College 
October 2, 2006 through 

January 31, 2007 

Free and open to the public 
Magill Library 

Beauty, skill and imagination will be 
uncovered when more than 70 works of 
an—many presented in public for the first 
time—go on display in the exhibition 
Revealed: Selections from the Fine Arts 
Collection of Haverford College. Spanning 
many centuries and cultures, the show 
includes prints and paintings by artists 
such as Peter Paul Rubens, Edouard 
Manet, Wassily Kandinsky, Joan MirO, and 
Haverford's native son Maxfield Parrish, 
artifacts from ancient Greece and Africa, 
as well as a rich selection of photography 
including prints by Andre Kertesz, Diane 
Arbus, Eikoh Hosoe, and Andres Serrano. 

For more information: 

Phone: (610) 896-1161 
Or, visit haverford.edu/library/special/  

Aison 
Greek (fl. ca. 440-ca. 420 BC) 
Attic Red-Figure Pelike, circa 420-410 BC 
Gift, 1989 
This Greek vase depicting two athletes, a 
jumper and a youth, was originally used 
as an oil container, and was probably 
painted by the classical artist, Aison. The 
theme of athletic contests, an inegral part 
of ancient Greek life, was a common 
subject matter in Greek art. Bequeathed to 
Haverford by an alumnus, its provenance 
is currently a subject of investigation. 

IIP  

Assistant Professor of Physics 
Peter Love earned a master's 
degree and Ph.D. from 
Oxford University, where his 
work in three-dimensional 

lattice gas models for amphiphilic fluids 
was supported by a CASE Award from 
Schlumberger Cambridge Research. Most 
recently a visiting research scientist at Tufts 
University, he is a former intern with Joint 
European Torus (JET) in Oxfordshire and 
Goddard Space Flight Center in Maryland. 
Love was a co-recipient of the HPC (High 
Performance Computing) Challenge 
Award for Most Innovative Data-Intensive 
Computation, Supercomputing 2003, 
sponsored by the Association for Com-
puting Machinery 

Bret Mulligan, who served as 
a visiting assistant professor 
in the classics department this 
past year, begins a tenure-
track appointment as assis-

tant professor. Mulligan received his bach-
elor's degree from Wesleyan University and 
his Ph.D. in classical philology from Brown 
University. He is a specialist in classical 
Greek and Latin literature (especially epic 
and epistolography), Latin and Greek lit-
erature of Late Antiquity, and classical tra-
dition. At Haverford, Mulligan has taught 
courses in elementary and intermediate 
Latin, intermediate Greek, introduction to 
Latin literature, fifth-century Athenian cul-
ture and society, and Roman comedy. 

The psychology department 
welcomes Assistant Profes-
sor Jennifer Pals, whose 
research covers lifespan 
development with an 

emphasis on self and identity processes, 
personality change and growth in adult-
hood, narrative construction of self and 
identity, and self-theories of intellectual 
ability and personality. Pals has a bachelor's 
degree from the University of Chicago and 
a Ph.D. from the University of California, 
Berkeley. She comes to Haverford from 
Northwestern University, where she was a 
research assistant professor at the Foley 
Center for the Study of Lives and an adjunct 
instructor in the psychology department. 
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President Tom Tritton congratulates 
Joe Quinlan '75 

Main Lines 

Haverford Alumni 
Awards 

The 2006 Alumni Awards Ceremony 
was held during the Opening Ceremonies 
of Alumni Weekend on Saturday, May 27. 
The awardees were as follows: 

The Alumni Award 

Joe Quinlan '75 
The Alumni Award, the most distin-

guished award for alumni activities given 
by the Association, honors an individual 
who, in a variety of ways, has provided 
sustained service to Haverford. It recog-
nizes especially loyal and active support 
of the work of the College. 

Over the years, Joe has donated 
countless hours on behalf of the College as 
an admissions representative, as a special 
gifts volunteer, and as a member of the 
Alumni Association Executive Committee, 
the Athletic Steering Committee, and the 
Committee of One Hundred. 

One of Joe's most notable contributions 
to the College is his active career men-
toring of literally hundreds of alums in 
the world of media, and his endless cre-
ation of internships benefiting alums at 
media powerhouses such as McNeil-
Lehrer and HBO. 

The Forman Award 

Anthony J. Petitti '83 
The Lawrence Forman Award goes to 

a superior Haverford athlete who, 
throughout his or her career or volunteer 
time, has devoted a significant portion of 
their energy to the betterment of society. 

While at Haverford, Tony Petitti was a 
leader in athletics as the Baseball team's 
Catcher and Co-captain, and a member 
of the Varsity Club. Not only was Tony an 
athlete—he was also a sports fan. So much 
so, that he made it a career. For almost 2 
decades, Tony has been a top figure in the 
world of sports television. 

Tony was instrumental in the devel-
opment of the unprecedented Bowl 
Championship Series, and in 1997 he was 
hired by Sean McManus, then president 
of CBS Sports, as Senior Vice President of 
Business Affairs and Programming. Here, 
Tony was instrumental in the network's 
re-acquisition of the NFL. 

After a stint at New York's WCBS-TV, 
Tony returned to CBS Sports in 1999 where 
today, he acts as Executive Vice President 
and Executive Producer of CBS Sports 
where he oversees daily operations and the 
acquisition of new programming, and 
maintains relationships with rights' holders 
for: the NFL, the Super Bowl, the NCAA 
Men's Basketball Championship, the 
Masters, and the U.S. Open, among 
many others. 

He has devoted countless volunteer 
hours to his role on the board of directors 
for the Youth Advocacy Center in New 
York, and as youth soccer coach and 
volunteer at The Hackley School. 

The Haverford Award 

Dr. Kent Campbell '66 and Dr. 

Louis Miller '56 

The Haverford Award supports and 
demonstrates the College's expressed 
concern for the application of knowledge 
to socially useful ends. It seeks to identify, 
reward, and focus public attention on 
those alumni/ae who best reflect 
Haverford's concern with the uses to 
which they put their knowledge, human-
ity, initiative, and individuality. 

Both of the two recipients of this year's 
Haverford Award have devoted their 
respective careers and life's work to the 
research, control and treatment of malar-
ia, the most widespread of tropical dis-
eases. 

Dr. Carlos C. (Kent) Campbell has 
been a leading authority on international 

Faculty Notes 

Karin Akerfeldt, associate professor of 
chemistry, attended the Council of Under-
graduate Research National Conference 
at DePauw University, June 22-27. 

Professor of French Koffi Anyinefa trav-
eled to the African Literature Association 
meeting in Accra, Ghana, May 16-20. 

Lynne Butler, professor of mathemat-
ics, traveled to the Fourth International 
Conference on Permutation Patterns in 
Reykjavik, Iceland, June 12-16. 

Rob Fairman, associate professor of 
biology, attended a meeting of the Protein 
Society in San Diego, Aug. 5-8. 

Professor of Philosophy Ashok Gan-
gadean traveled to the American Yoga Col-
lege at the University of Arizona in Tuc-
son, July 9, and the Language of Spirit 
conference in Albuquerque, Aug. 12-15. 

Associate Professor of History James 
Krippner attended the Ornohundro Insti-
tute for Early American History Annual 
Conference in Quebec, June 7-10. 

Emma Lapsansky-Werner, professor 
of history, attended the Conference of 
Quaker Historians and Archivists in 
Greensboro, N.C., June 23-25. 

Associate Professor of Computer 
Science Steven Lindell participated in the 
Isaac Newton Institute for Mathematical 
Sciences Programme Theme: Logic and 
Algorithms at the United Kingdom's Cam-
bridge University, May 22-June 1. He also 
attended a seminar on the cryptology and 
breaking of axis codes during World War 
II at England's Bletchley Park, Aug. 1-4. 
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Kent Campbell '66 (left) and Louis Miller '56 
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public health and the control and 
therapy of malaria for over 30 years. Kent 
began his professional career with the U.S. 
Public Health Service at the Centers for 
Disease Control and Prevention (CDC), 
with most of his 21 years of service as the 
Chief of the Malaria Branch. His team at 
the CDC was instrumental in major 
advances in the therapy of drug resistant 
malaria, the impact of malaria on preg-
nant women and young infants, and in 
the demonstration of the effectiveness of 
insecticide-treated bednets. Following his 
service with CDC, he joined the faculty 
of the University of Arizona Health 
Sciences Center where he served as the 
Interim Dean of the College. 

In 2003 Kent began serving as a con-
sultant to the "Bill and Melinda Gates 
Foundation Infectious Diseases Program" 
where he helped develop the Foundation's 
program directions in support of malaria 
control in Africa. This work resulted in 
the funding of the "Malaria Control & 
Evaluation Partnership in Africa" of which 
he is currently the Director. 

Kent has been awarded "The 
Meritorious Service Medal of the U.S. 
Public Health Service", has served as the 
Senior Malaria Advisor for UNICEF based 
in New York City, has published over 150 
peer reviewed articles in the fields of pub-
lic health, maternal and child health, and 
malaria, and is President-elect of the 
"American Society of Tropical Medicine 
and Hygiene". 

Dr. Louis Miller is a world-renowned 
malaria researcher. After graduating from 

Haverford College, Louis Miller went on to 
Columbia University and the medical 
school at Washington University, where 
he began his life work on malaria. In 1971, 
he came to the National Institute of Health 
(NIH) to head the malaria section of the 
Laboratory of Parasitic Diseases. 

During his career, Louis has made 
important discoveries about how malaria 
parasites infect and survive 
in humans and mosquitoes. 
Of particular significance, 
Louis identified a molecule 
on red blood cells that gives 
the malaria parasite passage 
to invade and proliferate in 
the bloodstream. These 
molecules are now being 
tested for possible develop-
ment into a malaria vaccine. 

During the last 10 years, 
in response to the need for 
more effective tools in the 
face of drug resistance, 
Louis has led a program 
in developing vaccines 
against the malarial para-
site. Louis currently heads 
the malaria section of the 
"Laboratory of Parasitic 
Diseases at the National Institute of 
Allergy and Infectious Diseases" at the 
"National Institute of Health" in Bethesda, 
Md. 

He is a previous recipient of many 
other prestigious awards and honors, 
including: The Bristol-Myers Squibb 
Award for Distinguished Achievement in 

Infectious Disease Research; Election to 
the National Academy of Sciences and the 
Institute of Medicine; The Paul Ehrlich-
Ludwig Darmstaedter Prize, and, from the 
Office of the President of the United States, 
the "The Presidential Award." 

Louis' research has advanced the 
understanding of malaria at the molecular 
level, and is credited with providing hope 

that a cure may eventually be found for 
this devastating disease. He is a tireless 
advocate for applying that knowledge to 
benefit affected regions of the world. 

For additional information on Alumni 
Awards, including past recipients, please see 
http://www.haverford.edu/alumni/awards/  

Wyatt MacGaffey, Emeritus John R. 
Coleman Professor of Social Sciences, pub-
lished the article "Death of a king, death of 
a kingdom? Social pluralism and succes-
sion to high office in Dagbon, northern 
Ghana" in the Journal of Modern African 
Studies, Vol. 44 Issue 1. 

Rob Mortimer, professor of political 
science, attended the Conseil International 
d'Etudes Francophones (International 
Council of French-speaking Studies) in 
Paris, June 25-July 9. 

Paul Jakov Smith, professor of history, 
wrote a chapter entitled "Irredentism as 
Political Capital: The New Policies and the 
Annexation of Tibetan Domains in 
Hehuang (the Qinghai-Gansu Highlands) 
under Shen Zong and his Sons, 1068-
1126" for the book Emperor Huizong and 
Late Northern Song China: The Politics of 
Culture and the Culture of Politics, published 
by Harvard University. 

Associate Professor of English 
Gustavus Stadler wrote the book Trou-
bling Minds: The Cultural Politics of Genius 
in the United States, 1840-1890, published 
by the University of Minnesota Press. 

Emeritus Professor of History 
Susan Mosher Stuard's book Gilding the 
Market: Luxury and Fashion in 14th-cen-
tury Italy was published by University of 
Pennsylvania Press. 
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Reviews 

 

Richard Lingeman '53 

Double Lives: American Writers' Friendships 
RANDOM HOUSE, 2006 

Writers' friendships are often tricky, fraught with twinges Mississippi riverboat and gone to California to pan for gold, 
of rivalrous competition and subject to tidal ebbs and flows of swam into Howells' ken via new editor James T. Fields and 
esteem. Its rare, for example, to see the otherwise touchy Henry western cognoscento Bret Harte, who were sure that what The 
James subside into universal admiration, as he did for Ivan Atlantic needed was blood—"less literature, more life." Not 
Turgenev in his 1888 essay "I.T.," but of course that was a eulo-  a problem for Mark Twain, who appeared at a posh French 
gy and so the latent battle was over . . . Besides, Turgenev was Boston restaurant wearing a sealskin coat with the fur out and 
a rich gentleman of the old Russian school , and James didn't his bedhead red coif flaming, regaling the "softs" with tall 
have to put up with him as much as he did Edith Wharton, tales of the western gold camps and Frisco bawdy houses . . . 
whose sometimes unwelcome visits he described as "the Angel Howells reviewed his The Innocents Abroad and Roughing It, 

of Devastation" descending on his country place in Rye to carry then signed Clemens on for A True Story, which anticipated 
him off "struggling in her talons" — a partly jocular image he Huckleberry Finn, and Old Times on the Mississippi, which 
nevertheless feared as the 19th century turned into the 20th, her became Life on the Mississippi. 
success grew, and his mastery waned. Accustomed as he was 

	They worked together for the rest of their lives, their rela- 
to being the "biographer" of heroines like Isabel Archer or tionship marred only by a doubtfully "jocular" speech Howells 
Milly Theale, it took him years to see the "formidable" Wharton, arranged for Clemens to make, in which Sam managed to 
an attractive, wealthy woman married to an unattractive bully characterize Emerson as "a seedy little bit of a chap"; Holmes 
boy , as "trapped" — as his fictive creations were. 	 as "fat as a balloon," with "double chins all the way down to 

But Wharton was. First by her overly protected life, her rich-  his stomach"; and Longfellow as "built like a prizefighter" 
es, her beginning writerly identification with him — "The author — all of them drunk and "impostors." That took several years 
has been a faithful student of Henry James," was a typical put- to live down, and then they fell out over Howells' withdrawal 
down — and it was relatively late in the game before he began from a commercial Broadway play they were collaborating 
to advise her in useful ways: "Do New York," he told Wharton, on — about a Twain character called "Colonel Sellers," an 
the result eventuating in The House of Mirth, despite the demur-  over-the-top buffoon from Clemens' earlier The Gilded Age, 

rers of her Scribner's editor, William Crary Brownell. As Richard who gets involved with scientific gadgetry (some by Thomas 
Lingeman shows in his sensitively amused and warmish por-  Edison!), in such unrelieved slapstick mania that Howells 
trait of the James/Wharton friendship, Wharton's Panhard auto-  felt three acts of it "would drive the audience into the street," 
mobile excursions through Europe and North America, afford-  and make fools of both of them. They overcame that one, 
ed James what he wonderfully described as a chance to haul in too, and lived on for 20 more years of hot Scotch, large cigars, 
"a huge netful of impressions," "fleeing before fate," crucial for and fine writing . . . 
an overweight writer in failing health. He, in turn, encouraged 

	
Dreiser and Mencken's early collaborations — Mencken 

her to experiment beyond her loveless marriage with, among working as an unofficial reviewer and champion of Dreiser's 
others, the bisexual journalist Morton Fullerton, a true gentle-  post-Sister Carrie work; Dreiser hooking Mencken up with the 
man with an insatiable libido, who made her very happy for a New York publishing scene, and feeding him little jobs from 
time. James, aged, unable, or unwilling to act on his feelings of the ladies' magazines he was editing — squared with their "man- 
attraction for both of them, settled for vicarious fulfillment. 	agerial" working-class roots. Mencken's dad owned a cigar fac- 

Other literary friendships in Double Lives had bumpier tory. Dreiser's was a failed woolen mill operator. Both were also 
rides. The happier ones included Samuel Clemens and William German-Americans, with shared Teutonic traits: Mencken loved 
Dean Howells, and Theodore Dreiser and H.L. Mencken, both Nietzsche and lager; Dreiser, Schopenhauer and pilsner. Dreiser 
writer/editor/critic combinations, founded on practicalities as had a romantic side, longing after the absolute; Mencken was a 
well as artistic enthusiasm. 	 materialist who horselaughed anything "religious," and tried 

Howells, a tiny careful fellow from Jefferson, Ohio, with his to maximize the present. But both were sympathetic to the 
eye on literary Boston, snagged a job, first with The Nation, then Kaiser during WWI, and revered craft and hard work. 
with The Atlantic Monthly. (He was too shy to actually meet Abe 

	After things began to pay off for them — Dreiser was a suc- 
Lincoln, but produced the first bio of the obscure Illinois lawyer cess with nearly everything he wrote after his second novel, 
for the Republican Party's original Lincoln presidential cam-  Jennie Gerhardt, including The Financier and The Titan, and 

paign.) James Russell Lowell, then editor of The Atlantic, intro-  later The Genius, An American Tragedy, short stories, screen-
duced Howells to Emerson, Thoreau, Dr. Oliver Wendell-Holmes, plays, etc., and Mencken rose to eminence as a scathing crit-
and the banned-in-Boston set, who controlled literary journal-  ic, champion of realism, and editor of The Smart Set and 
ism and writing in general in 1860. After a dinner with Howells, American Mercury magazines — they were matched in the 
the Dr. said of him: "He is like a dim room with a little taper of reading public's mind. 
personality burning on the corner of the mantel." 

	
Too closely for Mencken, apparently. He objected to The 

Clemens, a tall, red-haired Missouri dude who'd piloted a Genius because it was redolent of Dreiser's Greenwich Village 
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DOUBLE 

LIVES 
Bohemian seraglio and its "unhealthy" 
influence on his friend's output: the 
writing was sloppy and self-indulgent, 
he thought. And there was too much 
sex. (He fought for the book anyway 
when it was attacked for "indecen-
cy.") Dreiser bridled under Mencken's 
authoritarianism, and criticized The 
Smart Set (co-edited with George 
Jean Nathan) as "tamed down".. . 
to mere "persiflage and badinage." 
Mencken next summed Dreiser up 
as a great American novelist who 
sometimes reverted to an "Indiana 
peasant, snuffling absurdly over 
imbecile sentimentalities . . ." 
Dreiser said Mencken "lacked a 
sense of beauty" and was 'too mate-
rialistic." Mencken countered that 
An American Tragedy was "a vast . 
. . chaotic thing of 385,000 words — at least 
250,000 of them unnecessary." Dreiser: "Who reads you? Bums 
and loafers. No Goods. We were friends before you were a 
critic of mine . . ." 

They didn't talk for seven years, but gradually patched it 
back to civility. 

Not the case with F Scott Fitzgerald and Ernest Hemingway. 
Hemingway was a serial competitor (Mailer was only junior 
varsity), going head to head with everyone important in his 
life — his mother; his "mentor" Sherwood Anderson (who 
taught him the simple, unliterary prose style he'd learned from 
Gertrude Stein); his first publisher, Horace Liveright; his sec-
ond wife, Pauline Pfeiffer; the critic Max Eastman; the Canadian 
writer and boxing opponent Morley Callaghan; all his subse-
quent wives; and ultimately, after allowing him to pave the way 
at Scribner's for his collaboration with Maxwell Perkins and 
the publication of The Sun Also Rises, Scott Fitzgerald. 

The rivalry was there from the beginning. When they met, 
Fitzgerald had published The Beautiful and the Damned and This 
Side of Paradise, and was writing lucrative "flapper" fiction for 
The Saturday Evening Post, work that simultaneously glamor-
ized and decried gilded American youth in the '20s. Hemingway 
had published Three Stories and Ten Poems and in our time, a 
short sketch collection, for tiny Parisian press runs. But he'd 
cajoled Edmund Wilson to review him in The Dial, and was 
cultivating Stein, Ezra Pound, John Dos Passos, etc. He knew 
he had the goods, and was idealistically pushing a masculine, 
anti-effete aesthetic that sneered at Scott's "rich boy stories." 
Hemingway, biographer Matthew Brucccoli wrote, "needed a  

claque, Fitzgerald needed heroes." 
Lingeman notes that "Hemingway 
[had] to dominate and be deferred 
to; Fitzgerald . . . to charm and be 
loved." Hemingway anticipated 
Gary Cooper and John Wayne; 
Scott had "the mouth of a beauty," 
like the Arrow Shirt Man, and tend-
ed to pass out after a few drinks . . 
. "When I like men I want to be like 
them. I want to lose the outer qual-
ifiers that give me my individu-
ality . .." Fitzgerald wrote prophet-
ically. 

In Scott's case, Hemingway's influ-
ence may have stimulated his finest 
work, The Great Gatsby in 1925, but 
the next year, The Sun Also Rises estab-
lished Hemingway as America's "best 
author," and Fitzgerald was henceforth 
in his shadow. He went on to the end 

of his days (1940), praising and importuning Ernest to be friends, 
but Hemingway, as if spurning weakness, disparaged him sav-
agely: he wrote in A Moveable Feast that Fitzgerald, worried about 
inadequacy, had consulted him on the size of his penis, some-
thing unlikely to have happened at all; he accused Fitzgerald, 
who was refereeing, of letting a boxing round he was losing go 
on too long, because [Scott] "enjoyed watching" [me] being beat-
en; he characterized Fitzgerald as "a coward of great charm," 
who'd "gone into [a] cheap Irish love of defeat, betrayal of him-
self, etc." 

Before he died of a heart attack in Hollywood, where he 
was eking out a living rewriting bad screenplays and drink-
ing, Scott wrote: "I really loved [Ernest], but of course it wore 
out like a love affair." 

Hemingway told Arthur Mizener, Fitzgerald's biographer, "I 
never had any respect for him except for his lovely, golden 
wasted talent," and Charles Scribner, their publisher: "Scott 
was a rummy and a liar and dishonest about money, with the 
inbred talent of a dishonest and easily frightened angel." 

Lingeman, an editor at The Nation, and the distinguished 
biographer of Sinclair Lewis and Theodore Dreiser, handles 
the above, and also the doomed flight of the Beats Jack 
Kerouac, Allen Ginsberg, and Neal Cassady, with appropriate 
humor, empathy, and pathos. He matches the arcs of his writ-
ers' personal lives with the larger arc of the cultural history of 
the last 150 years. 

— John Lombardi 
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Ford Games by Joel Warner '01 

Haverball 
With Josh Byrnes '92 and Thad Levine '94 shaking up baseball's 

front offices, will America's pastime ever be the same? 

itting in the cool shade of the visit-
ing team's dugout, Thad Levine gazes across 
the expanse of Denver's Coors Field, its 
empty stands gleaming in the lazy Colorado 
afternoon, and lets the words tumble out. 
"This is my first time coming home." 

The clean-cut, well-dressed 34-year-old 
lets the words hang in the air, punctuated 
only by the percussion of batting practice, 
the echoes of wood meeting hide rever-
berating through the stadium as balls arc 
into the bleachers, a sound soon to be 
diluted by the cheers and applause, the 
booming announcements and vendor 
hollers of the coming Friday evening clash 
between the Colorado Rockies and the 
Texas Rangers. 

"There was a quiet, 

unassuming yet intense air 

about him," says Shapiro. 

"It told me he was a 

special guy." 

"It feels like home," he repeats thought-
fully, surprising himself, considering that 
where he really belongs, ever since last 
October, is 800 miles away in an office in 
the Ranger's Ameriquest Field in Arlington, 
Texas, labeled "Assistant General Manager," 
not in this diamond framed by Denver sky-
scrapers and the Rocky Mountains, a field 
that's just a three-game stopover for his 
Texas squad. 

But, in truth, this ballpark should feel 
like home. Coors Field was his territory, his 
world, for the previous six baseball seasons, 
where he'd scoured scouting reports, decon-
structed game videos pitch by pitch, and 
haggled with agents over lavish contracts. 

And it was here he worked hand in hand 
with Josh Byrnes, his mentor and long-time 
friend, spending countless hours with him 
fine-tuning provocative theories that might 
score the Rockies that one extra, crucial run. 
Then, when they had a precious free minute, 
the two colleagues would sit back and rem-
inisce about the times, not that long ago, 
when they shared a baseball diamond at 
Haverford College. They compared college 
memories, like those of their annual team 
trips to Florida that always seemed to 
involve more baseball games than there were 
hours in those hot, Gulf Coast days. They 
shared favorite stories, like the time the team 
celebrated an especially dramatic victory 
against Swarthmore by returning to the field 
that night, replaying the winning at-bat pitch 
by pitch. 

The long hours the two spent together 
are in the past. With Levine in Texas and 
Byrnes in Arizona as general manager of 
the Diamondbacks, all they share are the 
late-night, long-distance calls. Over the 
phone, in between the batting-order rumi-
nations and multi-million dollar payroll 
discussions, maybe the two have just 
enough time to marvel, just for a minute, 
at how these two college buddies, Byrnes 
'92 and Levine '94, have skyrocketed, in 
just a handful of years, from the dusty 
anonymity of Division III college ball to 
some of the most powerful and demand-
ing jobs in the game. 

* * * 

Ron Shapiro still remembers the home 
run. It was 1993 and Shapiro was at bat dur-
ing a homerun-hitting contest at a Haverford 
alumni game. The Class of '63 slugger still 
had it in him; after all, as an agent-attorney 
for Cal Ripken, Jr, Kirby Puckett, and Eddie 

Thad Levine, left, checks out the Rangers at 
Ameriquest Field in Arlington, Texas. 

Murray, among others, he'd never drifted far 
from the game. Shapiro slammed a line drive 
to the fence, a great hit—but another alum 
hit one further, a rocket over the fence. It 
was at the hands of Josh Byrnes, a young, 
strapping health-care consultant with an "H" 
on his chest who approached Shapiro and 
told him that he wanted to get into baseball 
operations more than anything. Though he'd 
never met him, Shapiro agreed to help—and 
not just because of his impressive swing. 

"There was a quiet, unassuming yet 
intense air about him," says Shapiro. "It 
told me he was a special guy" 

Byrnes had always been this way: inspir-
ingly intense, unpretentiously confident—
especially when it came to his favorite 
sport. "I loved baseball ever since I was a 
small kid," says Byrnes, speaking over the 
phone. "I loved playing it. I loved follow-
ing it. It's been a bit of a life-long obses-
sion." Growing up in Washington, D.C., 
he poured over arcane box scores while his 
peers compared baseball cards. When he 
wasn't hammering out runs at the plate or 
throwing bee bees from second base at St. 
Albans, the elite prep school he attended, 
he'd be reporting to his coaches on the 
holes he'd spotted in his teammates' 
swings—talking like a professional scout, 
not a high school freshman. 

No wonder his high school nickname 
was "Sire": This kid deserved respect, on 
and off the field. "He was a very regal guy," 
remembers Mark Naples, Haverford Class 
of 1984, who taught and coached baseball at 
St. Albans at the time: "He had an eye for 
detail that I had not experienced. I was look-
ing at this kid and thinking, you're just 15?" 
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Byrnes inspired such awe wherever he 
went. The first time Sire first stepped onto 
Haverford's field, it seemed to Greg 
Kannerstein, then the baseball coach, that 
it was as if nobody told the newbie he was-
n't playing Division I ball. "He knew the 
game so well," says Kannerstein, who's 
now school dean. "He had far more 
knowledge of the mechanics and overall 
strategy than any player I coached, and he 
was only a freshman. And he was able to 
convey that in a way that didn't seem pre-
tentious." Byrnes became team captain in 

Byrnes set his post-gradua-

tion sights on a job in base-

ball operations. There was 

only one problem: how to 

break into the old boy's 

bastion ensconced in 

remote front offices, a world 

inundated with applications 

from people who seemed, 

on the surface, just like him. 

every sense of the word. He spent a sum-
mer building a Haverford bullpen by hand. 
Before games he'd be in the infield, rake 
in hand, attacking lumps that could lead to 
a crucial ball bouncing away. And he still 
found the time to break the school's home 
run record and lead his team to the top of 
what was then called the Middle Atlantic 
Conference. 

A series of shoulder injuries leaving his 
mighty arm hanging limp and dreams of pro-
fessional on-field glory dashed, Byrnes set 
his post-graduation sights on a job in base-
ball operations. There was only one prob-
lem: how to break into the old boys' bastion 
ensconced in remote front offices, a world 
inundated with applications from people 
who seemed, on the surface, just like him. 
Luckily, he found the ultimate insider: Ron 
Shapiro. The superstar agent was so 
impressed with this indomitable home run-
hitter that he met at the alumni game he 
called up his son Mark, an upper-level man-
ager with the Cleveland Indians. "He said if 
you hire [Byrnes] at some point, he is going 
to make your organization better," remem- 

bers Mark Shapiro, now the Indians' GM. 
Not long after, Byrnes found himself in 
Cleveland with a $6-an-hour Indians intern-
ship and a foot in the door. It may have been 
negative twenty degrees out that morning 
in Ohio, but to him it felt like a perfect day. 

The young intern could not have 
known just how lucky he'd been; that 
starting with the Indians' front office in 
1994, he was in the middle of baseball's 
mad scientist laboratory, a crucible of 
outfield insurrectionists and at-bat 
alchemists. The team's GM, John Hart, 
had surveyed his club's state of affairs—
a mid-market payroll in a sport where 
only richest teams scored championship-
winning superstars—and decided it was 
time for a change. The retired minor 
league catcher filled his front office with 
young, unorthodox assistants, people 
who weren't afraid to replace the long- 

Josh Byrnes meets the press in Phoenix. 

held lexicon of the game, data such as 
pitchers' win totals and RBIs, with more 
accurate measures of success, stats like 
one-base percentages and runs created, 
quantifiers that had long been unsuc-
cessfully championed by number-
crunching baseball outsiders. Hart devel-
oped a long-term player strategy, lassoing 
young guns like Kenny Lofton and 
Manny Ramirez into long-term contracts 

before their emergent talents priced them 
out of the team's payroll. In short, Hart 
treated his operation not like an unsys-
tematic, tradition-laden "club," as most 
GMs had always done, but like an inno-
vative and economical business—with 
huge dividends down the line: Five con-
secutive American League Central titles. 
A sold-out stadium for 455 straight 
games. And a cadre of Hart apprentices—
Mark Shapiro, Paul DePodesta, Dan 
O'Dowd, Chris Antonetti—that would 
go on to lead front-office revolutions all 
over the country. 

That illustrious list included Byrnes. In 
a baseball team built like a business, he was 
the ultimate executive. He integrated novel 
video analysis with antiquated game-chart-
ing software to expose the elusive holes in 
the swings of daunting opponents like Mo 
Vaughn and Jose Canseco. He experi- 

mented in inventive numerical methods to 
suss out weak links in the Indians' batting 
order. Soon promoted to scouting director, 
he spent 250 days a year, radar gun in hand, 
in one-street towns and indistinctive hotels 
and company rental cars, scrutinizing 
promising pitchers' release points, imagin-
ing the prospects of a 17-year-old wun-
derkind a decade down the road. He suc-
ceeded at it all. "He was a guy who, once 
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given an opportunity, started to impact us 
pretty quickly," says Mark Shapiro. "The 
pace of Josh's thinking, his awareness of 
what was going on around him, it was clear 
from a knowledge standpoint and an intel-
lectual standpoint that he could make us a 
better organization." 

Byrnes' secret weapon, one born in the 
Haverford classroom, was his skepticism—
no convention was too sacred to be chal-
lenged, and no method too unusual to be 
used to challenge it. "A lot of baseball tra-
dition is gray. A lot of it is thoughts that 
haven't been challenged in too long," says 
Byrnes. "Haverford began my ability to ana-
lyze, research and articulate thoughts on 
anything. Ten years ago, I'm at a game and 
I'm hearing scouts not wanting short right-
handed pitchers, and my sense is to 
research that and find out the accuracy of 
that sort of pathology." 

In 1999, Byrnes packed up his innova-
tions and valuable cynicism and bid 
Cleveland adieu. A different team, a new 
front office, was ready for his talents. But  

first he needed a cohort, someone who'd 
match his passion and intellect. He knew 
exactly where to find him. 

* * * 

Thad Levine waited by the phone, ready 
for the call that would send him to base-
ball's version of Siberia. 

It was a call he'd been had been wanting 
for a long, long time—the call that would 
get him into baseball. Years before, just out 
of Haverford, he had sent resumes to every 
front office in the game; the few responses 
he'd received, a handful of formal rejec-
tion letters, he'd treated like prized auto-
graphs. He had justified stints at Reebok 
and Coca-Cola by figuring they were tan-
gentially related to baseball. While getting 
his Master's in business at UCLA, he'd fina-
gled an internship with the Los Angeles 
Dodgers, a tantalizing taste of the indus-
try that was all too short. His former 
Haverford baseball teammate Josh Byrnes 
had nurtured Levine's enthusiasm every 
step of the way, providing the outsider with  

an intimate look at the Cleveland Indian's 
front office, keeping him abreast of possi-
ble openings. And now the breakthrough 
had finally come, the news that Byrnes 
would moving to a new team—where, if 
all went as planned, there'd also be an 
opening for Levine. There was just one 
catch: It would be with the Brewers, in 
freezing-cold Wisconsin. And Levine was-
n't a fan of the cold. 

But Levine had packed his bags eagerly, 
waiting for the final, official call from his 
old classmate telling him to get on a plane 
and meet him in Milwaukee. After all, 
Levine trusted his old friend instinctive-
ly—if Byrnes told him to go to Wisconsin, 
he'd go to Wisconsin. They'd been this way 
ever since they'd first met at Haverford and 
Byrnes, learning that Levine was from his 
native Washington, D.C., barraged the 
underclassman with obscure Orioles triv-
ia questions—each of which Levine 
answered perfectly. While Byrnes was ham-
mering away at the school's home run 
record, Levine was throwing heat seekers 
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Ever since Josh Byrnes '92 and Thad 
Levine '94 busted into pro baseball, 
other Haverford grads have been fol-
lowing them into the world of spring 
training, draft days and pennant 
races. Here's a look at who they are: 

Jim Thompson '04 (pictured) 
Baseball operations intern, 
New York Mets 

Thompson is the first Haverford grad in 
nearly a century to play ball on a major league 
field. The fact he got there via an office cubi-
cle and not the minor leagues? Just a tech-
nicality. It all started last spring when 
Thompson, a Mets intern, happened to men-
tion to the team's assistant scouting director 
that he was a catcher at Haverford. Within 
days, Thompson's stat-crunching computer 
had been traded for a locker in the clubhouse, 
his business attire exchanged for a Mets jer-
sey with his name on it, and he found him-
self kneeling in the team's bullpen, catching 
for Billy Wagner and Pedro Martinez as the 
interim replacement for the Mets' injured 
bullpen catcher. The stint lasted just 17 days, 
until a full-time replacement was found, but 
that didn't make the experience any less 
remarkable. He'll never forget the first time 
he got into position in the bullpen, holding 
up his glove for two-time Cy Young winner 
Tom Glavine. After three or four catches, the 
pitching coach whispered to Thompson, "You 
can breathe when you do this." 

Ryan Isaac '98 
Assistant to the General Manager, 
San Diego Padres 

For six years Isaac had a good job, editor 
of Wine Spectator magazine, but every win-
ter, when news started trickling in about 
spring training, he'd get that itch. "I've 
always had a passion for baseball," he says. 
"I needed to be in there." Luckily, Major 
League GMs have a fondness for wine, and 
that includes Kevin Towers, GM of the San 
Diego Padres, who bonded with the wine 
editor over discussions of Chiantis and 
Brunellos and Towers' 1,000-bottle collec-
tion. The friendship paid off on Opening 
Day 2005, when Isaac became Towers' assis-
tant. Now he's working the radar gun 
behind home plate, charting pitch veloci-
ties, and serving as liaison between the 
Padres and the head honchos of Major 
League Baseball. "I'm in the middle of it 
now," he says, adding with a laugh, "It's 
pretty fun being part of the Haverford crew 
trying to take over the game." 
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from the mound, securing a string of pitch-
ing victories that ranks among the school's 
all-time best. And once Byrnes had grad-
uated, his captainship passed down to 
Levine—with the former captain's stirring 
intensity replaced by the latter's infectious, 
charming charisma. "Thad had a million 
and one best friends," says his former team-
mate Ashby Jones '92. "You just knew he 
was going places." 

Levine was indeed going places—just 
not, as it turned out, to Milwaukee. With 
his sweaters and winter hats packed, 
Levine finally received the long-awaited 
phone call from Byrnes, the one that ush-
ered him into the game. But it wasn't the 
call he was expecting. 

"Josh said, 'Meet me here in two days,"' 
remembers Levine. "I said, 'Alright, but I've 
never been to Milwaukee in my life.' And 
he said, 'We're going to Denver.' My 
response was, 'Thank goodness.'" 

Thanks to a last-minute arrangement, 
the two joined the Rockies' front office, 
Byrnes as assistant GM, Levine as baseball  

operations assistant. They were faced with 
an expansion team whose honeymoon 
period had waned, one that sorely need-
ed an infusion of energy and inspiration. 
To meet the challenge, Levine adopted the 
meticulous and innovative approaches 
Byrnes had honed in Cleveland—scruti-
nizing video footage of every team at-bat 
to figure out why a clutch hitter was strik-
ing out looking, crunching huge amounts 
of computer data to statistically prove the 
disastrous effects Coors Field's mile-high 
altitude and mammoth outfield had on a 
pitcher's potential, consulting endless 
scouting reports and veteran scouts' opin-
ions to understand the reason behind this 
slugger's stance and that hurler's delivery. 

"Thad really has the best qualities of 
people in this game," says Byrnes. "He 
has tremendous passion for baseball. He's 
incredibly bright with a lot of strong 
skills. But probably most importantly, he's 
got a lot of character and sanity in a 
business where people don't always do 
the right thing." 

After a three-year mentorship, Levine 
was on his own in Colorado. Byrnes was 
off to the Red Sox Nation where, in 2004, 

Levine is thinking decades 

down the line, to a time 

when these day-by-day 

triumphs and defeats may 

have long faded from 

memory but the effects of 

the current front-office 

tinkering, the subtle 

insurrections led by people 

such as Byrnes and himself, 

will surely still be felt. 

as assistant GM in a front office, he helped 
pilot the Red Sox to their first World Series 
since 1918. Meanwhile, Levine was 
excelling in Denver, managing payroll, 

Nick Chanock '05 
Associate in client services 
for WMG Baseball 

When Nick Chanock decided he want-
ed to work for super-agent Arn Tellem '76, 
he faced a mighty task, probably one 
tougher than any he faced on the mound as 
Haverford's top all-time pitcher. After all, 
Tellem hadn't hired anyone from his alma 
mater in three decades. "Getting in was 
pretty much impossible," says Chanock. 
"But I got Am on the phone after six 
months of writing, and I said the right 
things." A week after graduation, he was 
working under Tellem, scoring Hideki 
Matsui a gilded contract with the Yankees, 
scouring small-time baseball diamonds for 
the Next Big Thing, even acting as recep-
tionist, dry cleaner and real-estate agent, 
all rolled into one, for hardball superstars. 
"When you're an agent, you're almost like 
a parent to these people," he says. "When 
you get to see a high school kid who's 16 
and throwing 90 mile per hour, and you 
know he's going to be the next Roger 
Clemens, there's a lot of catering that has to 
be done for that kid." 

Jeff Graupe '06 
Baseball operations intern, 
Cincinnati Reds 

Ever since high school, when he'd tag 
along on road trips with a local scout for 
the Minnesota Twins, Graupe has wanted 
to get into the game. He had his chance 
this summer with the Cincinnati Reds, 
doing video-based advance scouting work, 
electronically charting pitch types and loca-
tions, and working amid the chaos of the 
team's war room during draft day. "It's hec-
tic, but it is a lot of fun," he says. "I'm 
working 14 hour days and I'm making $30 
a day, but it's baseball, so I'm happy." 

Daniel Render '06 
Group sales associate, 
Delmarva Shorebirds 

Working for the Shorebirds, a Baltimore 
Orioles minor league team, Render says, 
"You wear a lot of hats"—that of a mar-
keting whiz, baseball field manicurist, a 
front-gate bouncer and, most remarkably, 
the orange, fuzzy head of Sherman the 
Shorebird, the team's mascot. "Most peo-
ple hate it," says Render of having to don 

the hot, sweaty suit—but not him. 
"Everybody wants to talk to you, and you 
get to goof around and mess around with 
people. And everything you do is accepted. 
I can steal a guy's hat and run away with 
it, but if I did that without wearing the cos-
tume, he'd punch me in the face." 

Alexandra Shookhoff '06 
Intern, Brooklyn Cyclones 

All-Centennial lacrosse star Shookhoff 
decided to dabble in sports management 
after graduation, and she found the per-
fect place to do it: the New York Mets' 
minor league team, the Brooklyn Cyclones. 
The first female Haverford grad in pro base-
ball in two decades (the last was Leslie 
Smith '88, who worked with the Phillies), 
she's working in the team's ticket office and 
helping manage in-game promotions and 
on-field entertainment, including running 
odd-ball audience contests such as 
"Musical Toilet." Its a lot of work, she says, 
"But when the team takes the field or 
makes a great play, you remember why you 
want to be in baseball." 

—j.w. 
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negotiating player contracts and spotting 
financial trends as the Rockies' director of 
baseball operations. In 2003, Baseball 
America magazine ranked Josh Byrnes as 
one of the game's top-10 general manager 
prospects. Thad Levine, hot on his tail, 
made the shortlist. 

* * * 

Thad Levine watches his charges, the 
broad-shouldered men in gray and blue, 
power practice ball after practice ball into 
the vacant Coors Field bleachers and thinks 
about the future. He's thinking beyond the 
game tonight, which will feature his cur-
rent team, the Rangers, prevailing 8-6 cour-
tesy of a pair of back-to-back home runs. 
And he's thinking beyond their three-game 
series, which his former team, the Rockies, 
will take with victories the following nights. 
Levine is thinking decades down the line, to 
a time when these day-by-day triumphs 
and defeats may have long faded from 
memory but the effects of the current front-
office tinkering, the subtle insurrections 
led by people such as Byrnes and himself, 
will surely still be felt. 

"I foresee, fast forward 25 years, we'll 
have a family tree, where Josh Byrnes will 
be on the top, and the rest of us will be 
splintered off. I'd like to think there'd be a 
few branches off my name, and a few 
branches off [Indians GM] Mark Shapiro 
and [Indians assistant GM] Chris 
Antonetti, and [former Dodgers GM] Paul 
DePodesta, and [assistant Marlins GM] 
Michael Hill, and [Red Sox GM] Theo 
Epstein. Those are all people that Josh has 
had an opportunity to touch," he says. "He 
showed us it's not about having quick suc-
cess in the game. It's about having lasting 
success in the game. He's not going to be 
the shooting star. He is going to have a 
very lasting impact, and he already has." 

The impact of these young innovators is 
everywhere. It's been felt in Boston, where 
fresh-faced brain trusts armed with numer-
ical esoterica helped dispel the Curse of 
the Bambino. It can be seen in action in 
Oakland, where GM Billy Beane is running 
the As with the efficiency and vision of a 
stock-trading company, leading his bar-
gain-basement squad to one of the best 
track records in the business. It's rever-
berating through baseball operations all 
over the country, where data-gorging com-
puters are being installed and front office  

walls are being decorate with diplomas 
from Cornell, Yale, Harvard—and 
Haverford. And it has taken a hold in pop-
ular culture, where sports-page chroniclers 
and business pundits have given a name 

Levine the Machine in Arlington. 

to this new, bold, style of play: Moneyball. 
These tremors have shaken game to its 

core, and not everyone's happy about it. The 
lines have been drawn, sides taken. Its the 
revenge of the nerds, the game's old-timers 
bemoan, in which all you need to run a 
team is an Ivy League degree and a calcu-
lator. When DePodesta, a young statistics-
wielding Harvard grad, was let go after two 
tumultuous years at the helm of the 
Dodgers, there were muffled snickers from 
the sidelines. Look, the skeptics whispered: 
the kids are not alright—they may know a 
thing or two about spreadsheets, decimal 
places and random variables, but when it 
comes to the soul of the game, the human 
element, the mixture of guts and gumption 
required to take a team all the way, they will 
always be rookies, plain and simple. 

The thing is, these two Haverford alums 
don't quite fit the stereotype. Not Byrnes, 
with his well-traveled radar gun and dog-
eared scouting reports and his innate abili-
ty to sniff out critical baseball intangibles 
like the personality quirk of the red-hot high 
school prospect that doesn't show up in his 
stats but would lead to disaster under the 
gaze of 40,000 fans. And not Levine, with 
his undeniable magnetism and insatiable  

curiosity, his oft-used ability to parse the 
fundamentals of the game with 21-year-old 
statisticians and grizzled old scouts alike. 

Watching batting practice in Coors field, 
Levine considers the current clash between 

statistics and scouting, the new school ver-
sus the old, and places his allegiance firm-
ly in the middle. "I think that the people 
who are continuing to excel in the game 
are the people who have shown an appre-
ciation of both schools of thought. And I 
think those of us who are committed to sta-
tistical analysis to the exclusion of the other 
side are getting weeded out, but likewise 
the scouts who don't really think there's a 
place for statistical analysis in decision mak-
ing are also getting weeded out," he says. 
"I think what you are seeing is a continued 
refinement of the types of personnel who 
work this game. Everyone now is on the 
continuum of scouting and statistics." 

Byrnes agrees. "I got to know the gov-
ernor of Colorado pretty well when I was 
in Colorado, and he came by [The Red 
Sox's] Fenway Park a few years later. I gave 
him a tour of the ballpark, and he said, 
`Which side of it are you on? Are you on 
the numbers side or the scouting side?' So 
I said, 'Governor, this isn't Republican or 
Democrat. We don't have to declare our 
affiliation here. Whether a scout gives me 
an opinion or whether [statistics guru] Bill 
James gives me in opinion, I have to ask 
the tough questions about it.'" 
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Byrnes and Levine's staunch refusal to 
be pigeonholed, their flourishing versatili-
ty—part of that must come from Haverford, 
concludes Ron Shapiro, the sports agent 
and fellow alum who set the baseball 
rolling, so to speak, for both of them. "The 
values they exhibit, their emphasis on char-
acter and values is certainly part of a 
Haverford tradition," says Shapiro. 
"Statistical analysis is a big part of modern 
baseball. And intellectual strength supports 
that. But people still go with their gut on 
character. There are a lot of people who 
don't make the grade in terms of human 
elements. And I think Haverford is one of 
the places that combines the intellectual 
side with the human side." 

The two former college teammates don't 
see much of each other these days. There 
are usually just the phone conversations, 
Byrnes calling from Phoenix, full of sto-
ries of his freshman season as general man-
ager of the Diamondbacks, where he's sur-
rounded himself with a motley crew of 
subordinates—Stanford graduates, corpo-
rate executives, former major league play-
ers—who reflect his own wide-ranging 
proficiencies. Levine, on the other end of  

the line, counters with tales of his first year 
as assistant GM of the Rangers, where he's 
fusing cutting-edge statistical analysis and 
traditional player analysis to breathe new 
life into the squad. The two note the 
progress of the other Haverford upstarts 
who are following in their footsteps and 
making inroads into the game all over the 
country, in minor league clubhouses, major 
league executive suites and high-powered 
sports agency offices [see sidebar]. And 
they surely grumble a bit about their 40-
phone call, 18-hour days; the unending 
media spotlight; the pressure of never 
knowing if a sour season or botched draft 
will end their careers; and the meager time 
left to spend with their wives and, in 
Byrnes' case, his young daughter. 

But all of it, both admit—the pressure 
and uncertainty, the long hours and skep-
tical headlines—is worth it. The hard work 
is worth the inexplicable feeling of culti-
vating a promising amateur from high 
school obscurity through draft days and 
minor league teams and watching him 
bloom into a superstar known the world 
over. The anxiety is worth the indescrib-
able sensation of watching the first pen- 

nant flag or World Series banner rise in 
their stadium in 40, 60, 80 years, and 
knowing they had a hand in it. And the 
nerve-wracking insecurity of the job is 
worth the giddy, optimistic hope that 
maybe one day, if they play the game just 
right, the two of them, Byrnes and Josh, 
will once again share a baseball diamond. 

"My dream one day is putting together 
a dream team," says Levine as the Rangers 
take their last practice swings and the 
crowds begin to trickle into Coors Field. 
"Josh and I will be working together in the 
front office, working towards retirement. 
Getting to share that experience with our 
families, and working with a lot of people 
that we've helped get into the game. We'll 
put together an all-star team in the front 
office and win a few championships." And 
when its all over, when that final, World 
Series-winning home run has sailed over 
the stands and into the night, maybe they'll 
all go down to the field and, under the 
lights, replay that last miraculous at-bat 
pitch by pitch. 

Joel Warner '01 is a Denver; Colo.-based free-
lance writer for newspapers and magazines. 

Byrnes checks out Diamondbacks' form in pre-game warm-up. 
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Out of Apartheid 
From anti-apartheid activities to AIDS prevention, Zolani Noonan-Ngwane 

has spent his life searching for hope in dark times. 

As a teenager in South Africa, while 
other boys his age roughhoused inthe 
schoolyard, Assistant Professor of 
Anthropology Zolani Noonan-Ngwane 
spent time in an alternative world of his 
own making, a world that resembled nov-
els by Charles Dickens or Jane Austen. He 
imagined his village as a London slum, 
himself as a downtrodden hero struggling 
to overcome adversity. He identified with 
Pip from Great Expectations, or Fanny from 
Mansfield Park. 

"It didn't matter if it was a woman or a 
man, as long as it was some marginal figure 
who ended up making it," he says with his 
warm, ever-present smile. "I'm a happy-
ending kind of guy." 

Noonan-Ngwane was born in the vil-
lage of Cancele, a rural area in the Eastern 
Cape with an economy based on mine 
labor. The men of Cancele who worked in 
the mines were often absent from their 
families for up to a year, only coming home 
for two weeks at Christmas. As a result, 
Noonan-Ngwane and the other children 
were taught, fed, raised and disciplined by 
the village women. "The domestic econo-
my was based on subsistence and agricul-
ture," he says. 

Schools were poorly resourced; his 
favorite high school teacher did not, him-
self, have a high school diploma. (Years 
later, Noonan-Ngwane would help him 
earn his GED.) But his grandmother moti-
vated him to become the only person in 
his village to pursue education beyond 
high school. "She had been taught by 
nuns, a strong English education," says 

Noonan-Ngwane, "and so instilled in me 
the love of books." 

Although apartheid had been present 
throughout the country since before his 
birth, it was not until his teenage years that 
Noonan-Ngwane became involved in 
efforts to combat it. Before that time, 
Cancele's remote location kept most of the 
villagers from grasping the true scope of 
the oppression. "A large portion of our 
population was located so far away from 
any encounters between blacks and 
whites," he says, "that we really didn't see 
what was going on." The government also 

"It didn't matter if it was a 

woman or a man, as long 

as it was some marginal 

figure who ended up 

making it. I'm a 

happy-ending kind of guy." 

owned the radio stations, and major news 
rarely filtered through to the rural parts of 
the country. However, when the Soweto 
student uprisings occurred in 1976, even 
Cancele took notice—and Noonan-
Ngwane was rocked to the core. 

"That's what brought me into it, the 
sense that education, which meant every-
thing to me, was in danger of being taken 
away from us," he says. "I cut my political 
teeth on those uprisings." 

Noonan-Ngwane describes his band of 
anti-apartheid activists as a "talking-head" 

Zolani Noonan-Ngwane 

group, scoffed at by fellow activists for 
being intellectual. "The world was going 
to change because we were going to think 
our liberation into being. So we came 
together and talked," he says, stressing the 
last word with mock incredulity "It was 
only at the start of the 1980's when these 
school-based idealistic intellectuals made 
alliances with trade unions and workers, 
that things really got off the ground." 

Noonan-Ngwane's social justice activ-
ities led him to become ordained as a 
Presbyterian minister in 1984. In a sense, 
he'd been groomed for the position in 
utero; his father, who died when his 
mother was six months pregnant, was 
also a man of the cloth. "I believe my 
mother wished me into thinking seriously 
about it," he chuckles. And at the time 
of his involvement in activism, public 
spaces for political expression were 
diminishing across the country; the only 
available podium seemed to be at the 
church altar. "In that idealism of the time 
we thought, 'Wow, 87 percent of black 
people are in church,–  he says. "That's 
what we needed. They were a venue to 
raise consciousness." 

After his ordination, Noonan-Ngwane 
was assigned to a church in a desperately 
poor community, reliant on a nearby textile 
factory. Alcoholism and domestic violence 
were the prevalent ills, and the new minis-
ter was hamstrung in his attempts to heal: "I 
had this sense of a community that was basi-
cally cannibalizing itself." The situation 
came to a head one night when Noonan-
Ngwane was roused from sleep by a pound- 
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ing on his door. He opened it to find a hys-
terical woman, half-naked and bleeding, 
seeking refuge from her husband; for some 
reason he, as a member of the church, 
would not come to the minister's home. 

"At that point," he says, "I walked out 
the door, went to his house and started 
screaming at him and crying. But people 
in the community didn't take kindly to the 
fact that their minister broke down and 
sobbed in the middle of the town." He and 
the congregation came to a mutual part-
ing of the ways. 

He then channeled his spiritual energy 
towards the Black Theological Project, 
which organized nationwide churches to 
spread the message of liberation across 
South Africa. "Within the church there had 
been a stigmatization of politics, the notion 
that it was against God or religion to be 
politicized," says Noonan-Ngwane. "So we 
were de-stigmatizing the political involve-
ment, mobilizing church support for fam-
ilies of detainees, and getting ministers to 
spread the word that liberation was, in fact, 
pretty much something that God wanted 
us to have." Looking back, he feels the pro-
gram was a success, thanks in large part to 
the fact that it began when Bishop 
Desmond Tutu was secretary of the South 
African Council of Churches: "He was very 
supportive, and had the ear of practically 
every church in the country." 

It was Tutu who encouraged Noonan-
Ngwane to continue his education in the 
United States, and he went on to enroll at 
the Chicago Theological Seminary—it 
would be the first time he had ever left the 
continent of Africa. He arrived in Chicago 
on Dec. 31, 1989, in the midst of one of 
the coldest Midwest winters on record. He 
stepped out of the plane and onto the 
snow-covered tarmac wearing no jacket (it 
had been hot when he left South Africa), 
clad in only a shirt and a pair of shoes with 
holes in them. 

"I felt like I was still on the plane, 
because the city looked as it does when 
you look down from above the clouds," he 
says. "There was this eerie feeling that I 
might fall through them." 

Noonan-Ngwane received his master's 
in sacred theology in 1990 and transferred 
to the University of Chicago to complete 
a doctoral program in religion and litera-
ture. At the university, he befriended a pro-
fessor couple in the anthropology depart- 

ment; their influence and coaching per-
suaded him to change disciplines. "They 
were the only people who understood 
where I had come from, and who had 
knowledge of South Africa in particular," 
he says. "I took some classes with them, 
and it just made sense." 

He wrote his anthropology dissertation 
on the transformation of higher education 
in post-apartheid South Africa and the rela-
tionship between education and national-
ism, using the University of Fort Hare as 

"We learned pretty quickly 

that information and 

knowledge alone does not 

translate into behavior 

modification," he says. 

"They know exactly how 

you can get HIV, they 

know exactly how to 

protect themselves, but 

that didn't affect the 

things they did." 

his centerpiece. "This was the first uni-
versity in South Africa specifically found-
ed for black people," he says. "But it was 
also an important place to think about 
black nationalism in general." Learning 
that Fort Hare had been modeled after such 
historically black American institutions as 
Tuskegee University added new dimen-
sions to Noonan-Ngwane's research: "It 
became, for me, a natural way to compare 
trans-Atlantic ways of educating blacks." 

He received his Ph.D. in 1996; four 
years later, he joined Haverford's faculty, 
moving to Pennsylvania with his wife 
Linda Noonan, whom he'd met at Chicago 
Theological Seminary, and their two small 
children. In his first years at Haverford, 
Noonan-Ngwane was interested in a schol-
arly exploration of the relationship 
between unemployment and globalization 
among South Africa's young people: "The 
global vision of young South Africans was 
expanding due to heightened information 
technology, but there was rising unem-
ployment in their local spheres that lim-
ited their movements," he says. "At the  

time I was looking at how unemployment 
influenced generational relations within 
communities in South Africa, where young 
men were not being employed and older 
men were no longer employable." The 
escalating crisis of HIV/AIDS heightened 
the generational conflict. Because it affect-
ed mainly youth, older people saw it as a 
kind of curse. "They're not productive eco-
nomically and now they won't be repro-
ductive as well," he characterized the sit-
uation. Relationships among countries 
were adversely affected as well, and some 
South Africans developed a closed-border 
mentality, blaming visitors from other parts 
of Africa for bringing the disease to their 
doorstep. 

"There was also an extremely bad sense 
of misogyny," Noonan-Ngwane explains. 
"In South Africa, where the principal mode 
of HIV transmission was heterosexual con-
duct, women were more vulnerable bio-
logically but also culturally. They had less 
power to negotiate safe sex with men, and 
were more susceptible to abuse. The dis-
ease brought up cultural issues that peo-
ple were not talking about, because they 
had been more interested in the politics of 
poor vs. rich." 

"On one hand it was interesting intel-
lectually" he says, "but it was also some-
thing I could approach pragmatically" 

In 2001, he and co-researchers at the 
University of Pennsylvania were awarded 
a five-year grant from the National 
Institutes of Health to fund a project focus-
ing on HIV/AIDS prevention among South 
African adolescents. The purpose of this 
project was to examine specific forms of 
intervention and see if education and the 
provision of information about the disease 
affected the behavior of young people. 
Were they less likely to engage in unsafe 
sex if they knew exactly how they might 
become infected? In South Africa, Noonan-
Ngwane and his colleagues provided HIV 
and general health information to thou-
sands of schoolchildren and witnessed the 
impact on their behavior. It was not what 
they had hoped. 

"We learned pretty quickly that infor-
mation and knowledge alone does not 
translate into behavior modification," he 
says. "They know exactly how you can get 
HIV, they know exactly how to protect 
themselves, but that didn't affect the things 
they did." Part of the problem, he explains, 
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is that many young girls find themselves 
in unwanted and unintended sexual situ-
ations with older partners, situations they 
don't know how to stop. Noonan-Ngwane's 
educational program expanded to include 
the teaching of skills to young women, 
showing them how to identify sexually 
risky circumstances and avoid or negoti-
ate out of them. "We also gave them a 
sense of goals, and taught them how to 
stand up for themselves. This seemed to 
encourage them." 

Noonan-Ngwane and his co-investiga-
tors were recently awarded another five-
year grant from NIH for a new project, this 
time focusing on men's sexual behavior, 
something often overlooked in previous 
studies given that women in South Africa 
are historically the ones most vulnerable to 
HIV infection. "Men," says Noonan-
Ngwane, "have had an upper hand in this 
culture, negotiating sexual encounters." 

Along with information, the new proj-
ect will again emphasize skills, particular-
ly men's ability to understand the differ-
ence between a cultural truth and a false 
argument. "This whole thing in my cul-
ture where a woman should not say no to 
sex, it's not a 'truth.' Its an argument that's 
convenient for whoever's making the 
point," says Noonan-Ngwane. "We want 
men to realize that some of these state-
ments are strategies to get more power over 
somebody" Once men grasp this concept, 
they will begin to see the injustice that has 
been perpetrated against women in their 
culture and will acquire the skills to ana-
lyze social situations. 

"[Men] have been seen as predators, 
but no one has really looked at what pre-
disposes them to this behavior," says 
Noonan-Ngwane. "They think the world 
expects them to behave in certain ways. 

"There are such disjunctions 

in the country economically 

that sometimes I get this 

identity crisis," he says. 

"I don't feel comfortable 

with the wealthy in their 

Cuban cigar clubs, but I'm 

more privileged than some 

of my other friends. Where 

do I fit in this picture?" 

We'll be deconstructing these ideas from 
within rather than without; this way, 
instead of condemning, you're looking at 
men's strength for understanding." 

When Noonan-Ngwane spends time in 
South Africa for research-related purposes, 
he manages to visit his family, who still live 
in Cancele. His mother, however, never vis-
its him in the United States. "She believes 
that if God willed us to fly, He would have 
given us wings," he explains. "The idea of 
flying, to her, is a God-defying act." 

Many of his former cohorts in the anti-
apartheid movement have also remained 
in South Africa, but they occupy very dis-
similar spheres. One man is now the gov-
ernor of the Reserve Bank, his signature 
appearing on every piece of currency. But 
another man is dying of AIDS in what 
Noonan-Ngwane calls a "poor-as-hell" 
rural area. "There are such disjunctions in 
the country economically that sometimes 
I get this identity crisis," he says. "I don't 
feel comfortable with the wealthy in their 
Cuban cigar clubs, but I'm more privi-
leged than some of my other friends. 
Where do I fit in this picture?" 

His AIDS-related work is not limited 
to South Africa alone; he is also involved 
in designing a longitudinal intervention 
with adolescents in Botswana, run by 
the Centers for Disease Control and 
Prevention. "While South Africa has the 
largest number of people living with 
HIV/AIDS," he says, "Botswana has the 
longest permanence rate in terms of 
infection." 

Back at Haverford, he spent the sum-
mer turning his doctoral dissertation into 
a book and preparing for fall classes, most 
notably a new course on masculinity that 
will incorporate his grant research. He also 
hopes to interest more male students in 
his work. Female students such as Claire 
Fawcett '06 have been deeply involved in 
disease prevention in South Africa; 
Noonan-Ngwane helped her organize a 
2003 internship with the South African 
Adolescent Health Promotion Project. 

"He taught me a lot about racial rela-
tions in South Africa and how they not only 
affect the population as a whole but South 
Africans individually," she says. "He helped 
me to dissect and process a seemingly 
incomprehensible history through not only 
facts and literature but also through his 
story" As a teacher, she adds, he is "able to 
balance his analytic abilities as an anthro-
pologist with his political viewpoints. He 
uses his insight to inform Haverford 
students and to create a more open and 
understanding environment here." 

It seems that Noonan-Ngwane has man-
aged to achieve his own personal happy 
ending here at the College. "I have not 
changed in my view that Haverford is one 
of the best things to have happened to me," 
he says. "Haverford really gives us room 
to pursue our own goals and dreams. I 
couldn't wish for more." 

Zolani Noonan-Ngwane has taught the following classes at Haverford: 
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Among Men: 
Construction of Masculinities 

Anthropology of Education: 
State of the Debate 

Anthropology and Literature: 
Ethnography of Black 
South African Writing 1888-1988 

Anthropology and the 
New Faces of Modernity 

Senior Seminar: Research and Writing 

Senior Seminar: Supervised Research 
and Writing 



Alumni Profile by Brenna McBride 

Doctor Everywhere 
Pediatrician and 2005 Haverford Award recipient Joel Selanikio '86 has 

investigated outbreaks in Haiti, treated tsunami victims in Indonesia, 

improved public health technology in Africa, and served as an advisor 

to government officials on bio-terrorism in Washington. 

hen Dr. Joel Selanikio '86 
worked for an Army hospital in Hawaii a 
few years ago, he met a Navy officer in one 
of his advanced life support courses. The 
man was the chief medical officer for the 
U.S. Pacific Command based in Hawaii, 
and, like Selanikio, a pediatrician. As it 
turned out, he'd trained in the same pro-
gram as Selanikio, at Emory University in 
Atlanta. Selanikio asked him how he'd 
managed to transform from an Atlanta kids' 
doctor to a naval surgeon and admiral. The 
reply was unexpected. 

"I'd like to tell you that it was through 
some clear course that I plotted out, but 
that would be a lie," the officer respond-
ed. "It was a series of completely random 
events." 

Selanikio—who received the 2005 
Alumni Association's Haverford Award—
could have used the same explanation to 
describe his own circuitous path. Over 
the last 20 years, he's gone from major-
ing in sociology at a small liberal arts col-
lege; to working on Wall Street; to inves-
tigating international outbreaks of 
virulent maladies for the Centers for 
Disease Control (CDC); to developing 
software; to practicing and teaching med-
icine in Washington, D.C.; to advising 
then- Secretary for Health and Human 
Services Tommy Thompson during the 
post-9/11 anthrax crisis; to treating vic-
tims of last winter's tsunami in Indonesia. 
Selanikio's life has been far from 
"planned." Even his selection of 
Haverford was accidental 

"I grew up in a working-class town in 
Long Island," he says. "My parents had not 
gone to college, and my high school was-
n't shooting most of its students toward 
schools like [this]. It was more: 'Which 
state school do you think you want to 
attend?'" Haverford only made Selanikio's 
list because a friend of his father's, and that 
friend's son, were alumni. 

"Like so many things," he says, "random." 
A career in medicine was barely a seed 

of an idea as Selanikio pursued a sociolo-
gy degree at Bryn Mawr (while enrolled 
at Haverford), and took classes in com-
puter science as well. "I started taking 

The situation in Haiti was cine-

matic: "It was the outbreak 

investigation that everyone at 

CDC wanted to be part of." 

chemistry at Haverford," he says. "I don't 
remember doing very well —and it was 
the last hard science class I took here." 
His time at Haverford also led him to 
become convinced as a Quaker in his early 
20s. He knew nothing about Quakerism 
("I was probably confusing Quakers and 
Amish"), and began attending meetings 
as a student. "I'm definitely a non-pro-
grammed type of Quaker," he laughs, "the 
silent meeting type." 

After graduation, Selanikio's computer 
science background helped him procure a 
job with the then-Chase Manhattan Bank 
on Wall Street. "I liked the job and my co- 

workers," he says, "but I didn't want to 
spend the rest of my life working just to 
make the bank more money." Medical 
school, a concept he'd first entertained in 
his early years at Haverford, became a tan-
gible opportunity. He completed a post-
baccalaureate program at Bryn Mawr, and 
was accepted early decision at Brown 
University School of Medicine. He gradu-
ated in 1992. 

He moved to Atlanta for a three-year 
pediatric residency at Emory University 
Hospital, and met several infectious dis-
ease specialists with ties to the nearby 
CDC. They recommended Selanikio for 
a two-year fellowship with the Epidemic 
Intelligence Service (EIS), an apprentice-
ship in public health and epidemiology 
that sends participants on international 
outbreak investigations. It wasn't long 
before the new doctor was on a plane to 
Haiti to explore the unexplained death of 
100 children in the capital city of Port-
au-Prince. 

The situation in Haiti was cinematic: "It 
was the outbreak investigation that every-
one at CDC wanted to be part of," says 
Selanikio. Over the course of six months, 
children were being admitted to Port-au-
Prince's university hospital with a variety of 
symptoms and ailments, and all would die 
of renal failure. CDC specialists didn't see 
any signs of infectious disease, and won-
dered if the cause lay in some sort of expo-
sure or contamination. Thus, Selanikio, who 
was working at the National Center for 
Environmental Health, was sent as an envi- 
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ronmental investigator. Using a case con-
trol study, he and other investigators exam-
ined factors attributed to both children who 
had died, and those who had survived. It 
quickly became evident that those who'd 
died were overwhelmingly likely to have 
taken one of two different anti-fever medi-
cines that were locally manufactured. 

"This was not a dry investigation," 
Selanikio recalls. "It involved tear gas in 
the streets and riots and lying pharma-
ceutical companies and dirt poverty and 
no quality control in the factories and this 
Byzantine network of families who con-
trol everything [in Haiti]." But the story 
did have what he calls a "partially happy" 
ending: The CDC investigators deduced 
the cause (impure medicine) and stopped 
the deaths, and the FDA began providing 
more expertise and quality control for 
pharmaceuticals, making reoccurrence 

less likely. 
As Selanikio traveled to various trouble 

spots with the EIS, he began questioning 
the methods used to collect data during 
outbreak investigations. He was particu-
larly concerned about the minimal usage 
of information technology. "If you walked 

"I'm not sure how many 

great ideas we get in our 

lifetime, but I think this is 

one. I've seen how it works, 

I know it's going to make a 

huge difference, and I'm 

happy to be part of it." 

into your bank and saw people working 
on clay tablets, or without calculators, or 
with scratch pads, you would think some-
thing was bizarrely wrong," he says. "In 
exactly the same way, I noticed that all the 
data collected for different health studies 
in developing countries was put on paper, 
and I thought, 'They have hand-held com-
puters. Why don't they use them?" 

With this in mind, he teamed up with 
computer scientist Rose Donna to 
start DataDyne, a Washington, 
D.C.-based company that devel-
ops user-friendly software for 
hand-held computers, survey 
forms, reference texts, and calcu-
lation programs, and also consults 
on public health and data collec-
tion, with the goal of advancing 
the efficiency of epidemiological 
investigations in underdeveloped 
countries. Donna, who met 
Selanikio  through the Red 
Cross, remembers how his infec-
tious energy and enthusiasm for 
the venture convinced her to sign 
on. "He's a nerd," she says affec-
tionately, "with a great sense of 
humor and a willingness to try 
anything. He takes everything we 
do to a higher level." 

Although Selanikio and some 
of his colleagues have employed 
handheld computers for several 
years, he recognizes the reason 
why non-profits and NGOs in 
countries like Zambia or 
Zimbabwe have yet to take advan-

tage of the technology: "You have to have 
somebody to program them, or you have 
to hire somebody for tens of thousands of 
dollars to do that." The problem lay not 
with the hardware, he realized, but with 
the cost of both software and programming 
consultants, as well as the hassle of locat- 

ing and hiring those consultants. Through 
DataDyne, Selanikio and Donna sought 
funding for a software program that, he 
explains, "would take the 80 percent of 
people who just want to do very simple 
stuff and allow them to do it themselves 
in a frictionless, word-processor-easy way. 
If you have a series of questions and you 
know the responses to possible multiple 
choice options, you ought to be able to just 
type them in and hit a button and it goes 
into a handheld computer." That grant-
funded software program is called 
EpiSurveyor, and its beta version is now 
being tested with a CDC and WHO (World 
Health Organization) group in Kenya. In 
the next couple of months, DataDyne will 
release EpiSurveyor. 

"When I talk about this, people say I 
seem very passionate about it; well, I am," 
says Selanikio. "I'm not sure how many 
great ideas we get in our lifetime, but I 
think this is one. I've seen how it works, I 
know it's going to make a huge difference, 
and I'm happy to be part of it." 

In September, 2001, Selanikio was still 
a CDC employee, living in Hawaii, work-
ing with the Navy on refugee health issues. 
On September 11, he was in Geneva, 
Switzerland for a WHO conference, and 
heard about the first plane hitting the 
World Trade Center from a friend. "We 
made this mad dash through the building 
trying to find a television, and we found 
one in the WHO publicity office," he says. 
"There seemed to have been exactly one 
television in this entire huge building." 
They turned it on in time to see the sec-
ond plane's impact, and Selanikio spent 
the next 24 hours in his hotel room, watch-
ing CNN and frantically trying to reach his 
Manhattan-dwelling friends (all of whom 
were fine). He was unable to get back to 
Hawaii for another two weeks— the cir-
culation of the anthrax-contaminated let-
ters in D.C. intervened. A week later, the 
CDC sent him to Washington to act as sen-
ior advisor to Tommy Thompson. 

"I'd heard that someone in Florida had 
come down with anthrax, and it was sug-
gested he got this from outdoor exposure, 
or drinking water from a stream, which 
was not a strong probability," says 
Selanikio. "People were saying that we 
hadn't had a case of pulmonary anthrax 
in such a long time, and folks were always 
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drinking from streams, so it just seemed 
unlikely. Besides, after September 11, 
everyone was just waiting for the next 
shoe to drop." Selanikio, who was assigned 
to Thompson's office based on his previ-
ous research in bio-defense issues ("It was 
in many ways related to my refugee expert-
ise," he says, "because both involved mass 
casualty planning"), lived in a hotel in 
D.C.'s Dupont Circle; he spent the next 
six weeks working seven days a week, 16 
hours a day. "I didn't see the neighbor-
hood," he says. "I just left before light 
every day and came home at 11 or 12 
every night." 

As chief of operations for Thompson's 
Emergency Command Center, Selanikio's 
main responsibility was to organize and 
coordinate the flow of incoming data. 
"When I first arrived, there was no coher-
ent case list," he says. "In epidemiology 

There are regimes through-

out the world who have 

access to smallpox, left over 

from days when the virus 

was found in the wild; 

North Korea, he says, is a 

prime example. The risk lies 

not so much in the fear that 

these particular regimes will 

use it, but that others will 

get hold of it. 

and public health, this is part of the basics 
of outbreak investigation, having a current 
list that tells you who you think has some-
thing, who really has something, what's 
the criteria for deciding, is there a particular 
test or combination of tests, is there cir-
cumstantial evidence?" Selanikio devel-
oped such a case list and compiled a daily 
report for the Secretary to keep him 
informed of events —such as new occur-
rences of anthrax or disproven cases. 

One of the highlights of Selanikio's job 
was his opportunity to work with D. A. 
Henderson, a giant in the field of public 
health, best known for heading up WHO's 
program to eradicate smallpox, and for hav-
ing directed the Center for Civilian Bio- 

Defense Studies at Johns Hopkins University. 
"I remember very clearly when I met him," 
says Selanikio. "It was another incredibly 
hectic day in the command center, I was 
just leaving the room and someone intro-
duced us. I said, 'Oh, its nice to meet you, 
sir,' and I was preparing to breeze past when 
I stopped and said, 'You're D.A. Henderson?! 
Sir, it's an honor to meet you.–  He remem-
bers thinking, at the time, that he had never 
before said those words to anyone. 
"Working with him was quite an experi-
ence, because from his perspective, here I 
was this kind of know-nothing whipper-
snapper, so every time I felt strong enough 
to disagree with him about something, it 
was like swatting flies." Selanikio would 
later become the first chairman of the 
National Smallpox Vaccination Taskforce, 
and co-author of the National Pre-Event 
Smallpox Vaccination Plan. 

Selanikio's time in Washington in the 
weeks following September 11 made him 
even more aware of a sobering reality: 
Despite the billions of dollars spent on 
national security, the United States is still 
ill-prepared to respond to a major ter-
rorist attack, particularly a biological one. 
"In some ways we're more prepared, in 
that we now have a smallpox vaccine for 
almost everyone in the country, and 
enough needles to administer it," he says. 
"But who's going to give the vaccine, and 
how fast can they give it if something 
happens?" One problem, he says, is that 
many are still skeptical of the idea that 
smallpox can be a threat. Though he 
believes the current war in Iraq, for exam-
ple, has nothing to do with terrorism and 
is being used as a smokescreen, that does-
n't mean "there aren't people trying to kill 
us. Many have concluded that the whole 
thing is made up, and that isn't the case." 
There are regimes throughout the world 
who have access to smallpox, left over 
from days when the virus was found in 
the wild; North Korea, he says, is a prime 
example. The risk lies not so much in the 
fear that these particular regimes will use 
it, but that others will get hold of it. 
"Suppose this were to happen and 20 
people in different parts of the country 
[were infected], how fast could we 
respond?" Selanikio asks. "It's not a ques-
tion of 'are we going to be able to save 
everybody'—the question is, 'can we save 
at least most of us?' At this point, we just  

do not have enough people trained, or 
enough of a coordination system to be 
able to respond to that, so we're left hop-
ing that nobody does it." 

When his job with HHS ended, 
Selanikio remained in Washington, becom-
ing a staff physician and assistant profes-
sor at Georgetown University Hospital. He 
continued his work with DataDyne test-
ing EpiSurveyor, and also co-founded Red 
Cell Associates, which aims to reduce the 
physical and technological risks posed by 
terrorism and other disasters through bio-
logical and security consulting. 

In late December 2004, another shat-
tering event spurred him into action. The 
day after a tsunami wreaked unimaginable 
devastation across Southeast Asia, Selanikio 
e-mailed Dr. Richard Brennan, the medical 
director of the International Rescue 
Committee (IRC), to offer his services. 
Only a couple of days later, he flew to 
Aceh, Indonesia as part of an IRC health 
assessment team to assist villages that had 
yet to be reached by humanitarian aid 
workers. The team arrived on New Year's 
Day, 2005, and stayed for a month. 

When Selanikio got his first glimpse of 
the city of Aceh, it didn't seem to corre-
spond to the chaotic images he'd seen on 
the news. Although a third of the city (the 
part closest to the water) had been 
destroyed, two-thirds of Aceh were near-
ly untouched, except by earthquakes. It 
wasn't until Selanikio ventured down to 
the waterfront that he confronted the hor-
ror of what had occurred: The tsunami 
had left a tangle of timber, boats, trees, 
cars and people, and three to five feet of 
rubble that had to be bulldozed to make 
room for vehicles. Further down the coast, 
it was even worse: "Villages and towns of 
10 or 20,000 people were wiped out. The 
only thing it reminded me of was pictures 
from Hiroshima; you've seen those pho-
tographs that are pieced together to form 
a panorama, and you look around and see 
where the streets and buildings were? 
Here, you could see where the steps had 
been to the house, you could see the tiled 
floor from the kitchen or the bathroom, 
you could see where the plumbing went 
into the ground. But most of the rubble 
was gone. There would be one building 
still standing in a town of 10,000 people. 
Of the eight or 10,000 inhabitants, there 
were maybe 20,000 left. 
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"It was beyond anything I'd ever seen 
before." 

The IRC team set up a clinic in the vil-
lage of Paya Sumatok, in an outbuilding 
for a mosque that had a concrete floor. 
By now, a week had passed since the 
tsunami hit, and citizens with the most 
serious injuries had either left or died. 
However, Selanikio and his colleagues 
still treated scores of patients with hor-
rific lacerations and broken bones, and 
were able to evacuate some who other-
wise wouldn't have survived. Selanikio 
found that most people were more psy-
chologically functional than one would 
expect, not suffering from the kind of 
shock typical after surviving such a 
tragedy. "I suspect that if, heaven forbid, 
something horrible happened to you, or 
to your house, but everything else was 
intact, you'd be safe to collapse, lose con-
trol, fall apart, because you're surround-
ed by people who are taking care of you," 
he says. "In a situation where everybody 
is affected by the same thing, and 
nobody's there to help you, somehow you 
sense that you don't have the liberty of 
collapsing. The people I met were very 
active in either trying to figure out how to 
rebuild their homes, or find their loved 
ones, or trying to get medical care for 
folks." The team treated one woman, nine 
months pregnant with a broken back, 
who had been lying on her back waiting 
for help for 12 days. Friends and neigh-
bors had been bringing her food and shel-
tering her from the sun. (She was evac- 

uated, and her baby was deliv-
ered safely.) 

Incidentally, Selanikio cele-
brated his 41st birthday in 
Indonesia, on January 13. "That 
was the day we were taking a 
boat to go to one place or anoth-
er and we got to go for a swim," 
he says. "Physically, the environ-
ment looked just like Hawaii—
beautiful water, gorgeous moun-
tains—and it was the first time 
I'd gone swimming since I'd been 
there. It was fantastic." 

His birthday swim was one of 
the few moments of recreation he 
or any member of the IRC team 
enjoyed during that hard month, 
but they toiled without com-
plaint—almost. "Sleeping on the 

concrete floor (of the clinic) was probably 
the only thing any of us complained about, 
even in a lighthearted way," says Selanikio. 
"There were bugs all over the place, it was 
hot as hell, but you wouldn't hear a word 
out of the IRC folks. They were all really 

"For myself, Haverford 

Award recipients not only 

enlighten and inspire me 

as to the many diverse 

uses to which a degree 

can be applied, but they 

remind me of all of the 

best qualities that a 

'Haverfordian' should 

embody," says Allen. 

good, hardworking people." 
Dr. Richard Brennan returns the com-

pliment: "I was impressed by Joel's ener-
gy, and his willingness to do anything; go 
down the street to pick up medicine, attend 
a meeting, he was really a team player. 
Nothing went 100 percent for us over there 
—nothing ever does in an emergency sit-
uation—but Joel was constructive in his 
criticism and his recommendations for how 
to improve the situation. He's a great 
thinker and contributed significantly to 
the development of our strategy" 

"It was really rewarding to do that work  

after the tsunami," says Selanikio, who 
returned to Aceh in August for more clinical 
work. "I'd like to take three weeks to a 
month every year and volunteer with (IRC)." 

He has a house and an office in D.C., 
but Selanikio still spends many weeks 
overseas, primarily involved with proj-
ects for DataDyne. He continues teach-
ing and treating patients at Georgetown 
and acts as a technical consultant with 
the American Red Cross for its measles 
immunization program. Inspired by his 
service in Aceh, he's also been taking 
Indonesian lessons. 

In the spring of 2005, Selanikio's 
name was presented to members of the 
Alumni Awards Committee as they con-
vened to consider the year's nominees. 
"Alums who are nominated are impres-
sive individuals," says Awards Chair 
Melissa Allen '86. "They have made a sig-
nificant impact professionally, socially, 
or personally." The Haverford Award—
which, as its official description states, 
"supports and demonstrates the College's 
expressed concern for the application of 
knowledge to socially useful ends"—
honors a candidate who has proven to 
be extraordinary across the board. "For 
myself, Haverford Award recipients not 
only enlighten and inspire me as to the 
many diverse uses to which a degree can 
be applied, but they remind me of all of 
the best qualities that a `Haverfordian' 
should embody," says Allen. 

Selanikio was the Committee's unan-
imous choice. "Reports of his service in 
his various positions repeatedly recount-
ed his tireless efforts to 'improve the sys-
tem,' his willingness to serve 20-hour 
days for months on end, and his passion 
to apply his knowledge in diverse 
aspects of his field," says Allen. "He is 
also extremely young to have accom-
plished so much." 

The doctor was honored by the award, 
but humble in accepting it. "It puts me in 
mind of the many, many people I've met 
since my years at Haverford who have 
spent far more time than I in working for 
social justice, civil rights, access to health-
care, and many other things," he says. 
"Next to these other people, I feel that my 
accomplishments are modest. 

"I look to them, and to the Quaker 
ideals that I first encountered at Haverford, 
for inspiration." IJ 
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Being Tom Tritton 

According to Leonard Maltin, "Timing 
in life is everything." Especially in the life of 
an institution. Which is precisely why 
Thomas R. Tritton, the characteristically 
contemplative twelfth president of 
Haverford College, spent a year thinking 
about the implications of his decision to 
complete his decade of service to the 
College this coming summer. "I'm a firm 
believer that both institutions and individ- 

uals need change and renewal," the fifty-
eight-year-old cancer biologist smiles. "I 
also didn't want to wait a year too long. It's 
better to leave when things are going well." 

Although Tritton would be the first to 
warn against the complacency implicit in 
"resting on one's laurels," few would dis-
agree that he is leaving Haverford at one of 
the high points in its 173-year history. In 
terms of the College's financial stability, aca-
demic excellence, state-of-the-art facilities 
and enhanced visibility, things are indeed 
going quite well. "In the past 10 years, with 
Tom as president, we've moved away from 
being a best-kept secret' to a position where 
our institutional accomplishments, profile 
and fund-raising reflect our academic 
stature and tradition," reflects Barry L. 
Zubrow '75, co-chair of the College's Board 
of Managers. "Few presidents have accom-
plished as much for their institutions as 
Tom has for Haverford." 

In June 2004, Haverford completed the 
largest fund-raising effort in its history. The  

"Educating to Lead, Educating to Serve" 
campaign, raised more than $200 million 
and gave rise to the most visible legacies of 
the Tritton years: the Marian E. Koshland 
Integrated Natural Science Center, the 
Douglas B. Gardner '83 Integrated Athletic 
Center, the Center for Peace and Global 
Citizenship, and the John B. Hurford '60 
Humanities Center. These Centers, which 
epitomize Tritton's belief in the education of 

the whole person—mind, body and spir-
it—underscore Haverford's commitment to 
an intense and rigorous academic program 
located in a culturally diverse community, 
influenced by Quaker values and charac-
ter. The comprehensive campaign sup-
ported that mission, increasing the College's 
endowment from $200 million in 1997 to 
over $450 million currently and more than 
doubling annual giving during the same 
time. "The 'Educating to Lead, Educating 
to Serve' campaign provided the financial 
resources for what were, at the outset of 
Tom's presidency, mere ideas he helped 
transform into tangible and intangible 
expressions of that creativity," elaborates 
Jill Sherman, vice president for institutional 
advancement. 

As successful as Haverford's campaign 
was, its real purpose, Tritton argues, was 
"to connect people possessed of fresh ideas 
with people restless with the status quo; 
to liberate the creativity embedded in the 
human spirit; to strive for that most diffi- 

cult of possible attainments—to be origi-
nal." It is this goal that is central to Tritton's 
concept of integrated education and 
implies the dissolution of boundaries 
across and between academic disciplines 
as well as among the various constituen-
cies of the College. "I think Tom's sense of 
integration extended beyond program and 
into the campus community as he worked 
diligently to connect faculty, staff, students, 
alumni, parents, and board members 
through various initiatives," says Sherman. 
"His thinking here was by no means insu-
lar as the College made great strides in 
diversifying the campus to welcome, 
include, and engage more people from 
diverse socioeconomic, ethnic, and geo-
graphic backgrounds." 

Tritton concedes, "All college presidents 
want to be original." Few, however, have 
done so with such consistency of purpose 
and respect for the process as well as the 
participants. As Sherman puts it, "He is a 
very even personality. I often told him that 
he earns the trust of alumni with a hand-
shake." Provost David Dawson finds 
Tritton's ability to balance respect for the 
proverbial forest with concern for the trees, 
"impressive." "His decisions, while always 
looking foremost to the College's interests, 
also manifest genuine care for the indi-
viduals involved," Dawson elaborates. "It 
is not easy to achieve the right relationship 
between institutional interests and con-
cern for individuals, and there are many 
temptations to reduce one side of the rela-
tionship to the other, but Tom consistently 
keeps both values at play in the exercise 
of his judgment." 

A consummate scholar and teacher, ded-
icated, skilled and inspired leader, devoted 
husband, father, and Quaker, Tritton pos-
sesses the enviable gift of being able to talk 
to anybody, at almost any time, about things 
that matter to them. It is a talent most 
clearly on display during the first two 
weeks of the fall semester when his date 
book resembles a marathon of obligations 
that reflect the myriad scope of his respon-
sibilities: to the students, to the faculty, to 
the staff, to the institution, and to himself. 
That he is able to combine them all with 
skill, grace, humor, and a genuine appre-
ciation for everyone and everything he 
encounters is the essence of being Tom 
Tritton. 
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"We want them to learn not to 

fear a challenge but to relish it, 

We want them not only to mas-

ter a body of knowledge but to 

communicate across and 

between disciplines. And we 

want them to do it in an envi-

ronment that values integrity, 

compassion, and moral courage." 

HAVERFORD 

It is 1 p.m., on the afternoon of fresh-
man move-in day, and the reality of the 
life-transition that is taking place is evi-
dent on the faces of the parents gathered 
in Sharpless Auditorium for a pep talk from 
members of the Haverford administration. 
Tritton is first up and he does not disap-
point. "I'm here to ensure you that your 
sons and daughters are in good hands," he 
tells the standing-room-only crowd. 
"Thank you for entrusting them to us. I 
know they will do well here because they 
come with astounding credentials and 
unlimited potential. I must warn you, how-
ever, we have no intention of returning 
them to you in the same shape." 

A ripple of laughter runs through the 
room as Tritton elaborates on the atmos-
phere of free inquiry, rational discourse, 
and spirited debate that pervades 
Haverford. "We want them to learn not to 
fear a challenge but to relish it," he con-
tinues. "We want them not only to master 
a body of knowledge but to communicate 
across and between disciplines. And we 
want them to do it in an environment that 
values integrity, compassion, and moral 
courage." As Tritton goes on to describe 
the research opportunities available to 
Haverford students ("The great privilege 
of joining together with faculty to push the 
boundaries of human knowledge"), the 
room's palpable aura of concern gives way 
to expectation. Collectively at least, the 
group begins to let go. 

"What can they expect?" Tritton asks 
facetiously. "I don't know but in many ways 
going to college is a lot like going on a 
1,000-mile car trip at night. There are 
many times when you can only see about 
50 feet in front of you. When you leave 
your sons and daughters today, tell them 
you love them, and tell them to turn on 
their headlights." 

For another half hour, Tritton takes 
questions from the audience, tackling top-
ics from the Honor Code ("It works here 
because we expect it to work," he say sim-
ply. "You get back what you give."), to his 
life after Haverford ("For a while there was 
a rumor floating around that I was going 
to teach at Swarthmore," he smiles. "It was 
so good I didn't do anything to dispel it."). 
To the challenges that face the institution 
("The biggest challenge we face is com-
placency," he acknowledges). At 1:45, he 
turns the program over to "the people who  

know more than me," and bounds from 
the stage to resounding applause. 

"I love doing that program," he con-
fides, before the first of many parents stops 
him to introduce herself. "There is such 
expectation. Its like when I meet with my 
advisees. I sometimes have a hard time 
telling them which courses to take because 
they all sound so interesting." 

For the past decade Tritton has served 
as an advisor for four incoming freshmen. 
"If your kids tell you that they have the 
president as their advisor, don't worry. They 
didn't do anything wrong," he jokes with 
parents. He has also taught Biology 359, 
Molecular Oncology to 15 seniors every 
fall semester of his presidency. Both are 
jobs that he relishes. "I really will miss 
doing both," he ruminates. "Teaching 
keeps me up to date with my field and I 
love the students here because they are so 
smart and the discussions are very chal- 

lenging. Also it connects me to what 
Haverford is all about: education." 

Tritton takes his responsibilities as a 
professor very seriously. Although he 
admits to rarely having "stretches of time" 
during his appointment-filled days, he 
often uses half-hour lulls to rework the 
material for his course. He requires his stu-
dents, in groups of three, to conduct five 
of the seven two-and-a-half-hour seminars, 
around a topic in current cancer research. 
Every summer he revises the list of topics  

and articles from which students may 
choose (a task he admits to finding a bit 
easier since he began downloading rele-
vant podcasts to his iPod). 

Perhaps the only aspect of his profes-
sorial gig that he doesn't adore is the 
evening hour to which it is relegated. An 
early riser (5:30 a.m.), he admits that the 
7:30-10:00 p.m. Tuesday stretch fits nice-
ly into his schedule but works especially 
well for students. "I was once told that all 
college classes should be at night because 
that's when the students are awake," he 
wrote in the Fall 2002 "View From 
Founders" column in the Haverford Alumni 
Magazine. "Alas, it may not always be so 
for the professor." 

The hour aside, the fact that he teaches 
the course in his home at 1 College Circle 
makes it convenient as well as conducive to 
creative interpretations of the material. 
There was the time that students organ- 

ized themselves into a visual representa-
tion of the molecular structure cisplatin, 
a common anticancer drug. "This was 
accomplished by having several members 
of the class align themselves as the two 
strands of the DNA double helix; another 
group served as the interaction domain of 
a particular protein that bound to DNA, 
and the instructor (yours truly) played the 
role of the cisplatin crosslink between the 
two entities," he wrote. Not only did 
Tritton appreciate his students' creativity 
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HAVERFORD 

and enthusiasm, he is sure that "none of 
them will ever forget how cisplatin works." 

It is precisely this willingness to stretch 
across boundaries that Tritton envisions 
happening, albeit perhaps less graphical-
ly, in the Koshland Integrated Natural 
Sciences Center. Since the KINSC opened 
in the fall of 2001, students have been able 
to take classes in a state-of-the-art science 
facility rarely found outside of large 
research institutions. Locating the depart-
ments of astronomy, biology, chemistry, 
physics, mathematics, computer science, 
and psychology together in one facility, it 
promotes a unique, integrated research and 
educational experience for students. 

"This facility is a perfect example of the 
interdisciplinary approach Haverford takes 
to learning," says Cathy P. Koshland '72, 
co-chair of the College's Board of Managers, 
and vice provost for academic planning 
and facilities at UC Berkeley. "The synergy 
resulting from this kind of intentionally 
collaborative community-minded approach 
to learning is what really sets it apart. It is 
a model for how science is being handled 
now" Jerry Gollub, professor of physics 
and former provost, seconds Koshland's 
opinions. "The science center has been a 
remarkable success," he comments. "It has 
facilitated the kinds of cross-disciplinary 
interactions that we hoped for, and has 
become a magnet for prospective students. 
Most importantly, it was built while simul-
taneously achieving important goals for 
other academic divisions of the College." 

One day after arriving on the Haverford 
campus, the 316 members of this year's 
freshmen class file into the Haverford 
Meeting House to learn about the Honor 
Code. The fresh scrubbed faces of yester-
day show evidence of the first of many late 
college nights, but Customs Week energy 
remains high. After a substantial moment of 
silent reflection, Tritton explains why they 
are here. "We are one of only fourteen col-
leges in the country founded by the 
Religious Society of Friends," he says. "And 
while we are a non-religious institution, 
our Quaker roots are an essential part of 
who we are and how we do business. The 
Honor Code at Haverford is part of that tra-
dition. The embodiment of trust, concern, 
and respect, the Honor Code belongs to the 
students who make it, create it and live it. 
The faculty is committed to it, and one rea-
son why it works is that we expect it to." 

Tritton is comfortable talking about 
such high concepts as respect and trust 
because they are an integral part of his 
being. Sherman notes, "He strives to live 
by the lofty Quaker principles of fairness, 
tolerance, peaceful conflict resolution, and 
honorable daily interactions with every-
one." A member of the Haverford Monthly 
Meeting who has also served on the board 
and personnel committee of the American 
Friends Service Committee for the New 
England region, Tritton is a member of the 
Society of Friends. He and his wife Louise 
sponsor an annual tea for Quaker students, 
faculty, and staff so that they can get to 
know each other. "There was a time when 
you knew a Quaker by the way he or she 
dressed," Louise elaborates, donning a 
Quaker bonnet for effect. "But these days 
we're a bit harder to recognize." 

Tritton is a firm believer that you get what 
you give, even as he admits that the Honor 
Code at Haverford is not perfect. "I think it 
works with very few academic violations," 
he tells the students. "People treat each other 
with civility. The campus is very safe for per-
sons and possessions. And while it is not 
nirvana, we are always striving to close the 
gap between our ideals and reality" 

Certainly one test of that challenge 
occurred on September 11, 2001. Tritton 
called a meeting for worship for 4:00 that 
afternoon and notes today that it was one 
of only two times in his 10-year tenure (the 
other being when John Edwards made a 
campaign stop at Haverford in 2004), when 
the entire community came together. 
Kimberly Benston, William R. Kenan, Jr. 
Professor of English, remembers gather-
ing in Alumni Fieldhouse as "painfully 
competing emotions—alarm, bewilder-
ment, anger, anguish, dread—surged 
among us. I don't think many faculty were 
any less disoriented and frightened than 
the students must have been." For Benston, 
Tritton's true grace under pressure made 
him feel "that Haverford was the best place 
to commence our continuing effort" to 
make sense of the day. 

"Obviously unaided by the typical props 
of preparation or experience, Tom 
addressed us in a manner deeply in tune 
with who we are as individuals and as a 
collective, summoning our shared obliga-
tion to seek peace, justice, and compas-
sion without condescendingly assuming 
any singular vision about how or why that  

day had so violently tested such commit-
ment," Benston recounts. "Then, with the 
true touch of Quakerly wisdom, at once 
frank and respectful, he guided us through 
our necessarily searing first conversation 
about that fateful event. For me, this was 
undoubtedly his finest hour." 

Ironically, Tritton confides, he came 
awfully close to not being on campus to 
lead that meeting. Doug Gardner '83, had 
made a large pledge toward what is now 
known as the Gardner Integrated Athletic 
Center, and Jill Sherman, vice president for 
institutional advancement, was outside the 
World Trade Center at 9:00 a.m., waiting 
to go up and see him. (She was actually in 
a cab outside the North Tower when the 
first plane hit!) "If I didn't teach my class 
on Tuesday evenings, I would have been 
with her," Tritton says slowly, reprocessing 
the moment. "In fact, that morning at 8:30, 
we had our first meeting with the architects 
of the building here on campus..." 

Designed by Bohlin Cywinski Jackson, 
the architecturally acclaimed Gardner 
Integrated Athletic Center stands today as 
a memorial to three former Haverford 
College student-athletes: Gardner (men's 
basketball), Thomas Glasser '82 (men's 
track and field), and Calvin Gooding '84 
(men's basketball), who died tragically on 
September 11, 2001. The lead gift for the 
building was made by Howard Lutnick '83, 
Gardner's classmate and best friend. One 
of only seven sports facilities in the coun-
try today to be certified at the gold level 
by the U.S. Green Building Council for sus-
tainable design and the only one at a col-
lege or university anywhere, the "Doug" 
is the centerpiece of the Tritton-enacted 
campus-wide building policy requiring all 
new construction to be environmentally 
friendly. "I believe educational institutions 
can be among the leaders in creating ener-
gy-efficient, environmentally friendly and 
beautiful buildings on our campus," Tritton 
told USA Today in May. 

In addition to representing good stew-
ardship of the planet, the Gardner Center 
underscores the theme of integration cen-
tral to Tritton's vision. Not only does the 
structure blend with the College's simple, 
Quaker aesthetic, its location on the quad-
rangle adjacent to the Whitehead Campus 
Center invigorates the South Campus with 
new traffic flow patterns. Athletic programs 
and wellness endeavors are literally part of 
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Being Tom Tritton 

daily campus ebb and flow, integrating ath-
letic competition, education, and recreation 
under one roof as well as into the larger 
educational community "Even the Gardner 
Athletic Center has the term "integrated" 
in its title and the philosophy of that place 
extends far beyond that of a typical college 
gymnasium," notes Sherman. 

The Center for Peace and Global 
Citizenship is the third prong in Tritton's 
legacy of integrated learning. The program 
involves students in experiential learning, 
service, diversity, peacemaking, social 
change, and international education—all 
key issues during the Tritton years. 
Originating from faculty and student inter-
ests expressed during the College's accred-
itation process in 1999, the Center for 
Peace and Global Citizenship encourages 
interdisciplinary collaboration and curric-
ular innovation on campus and beyond, 
in keeping with Haverford's long-standing 
commitment to social justice. 

Interns in this program have traveled 
to Ghana, Guatemala, Pakistan, Rwanda, 
El Salvador, and many other countries to 
learn about communities throughout the 
world and to contribute to solutions to 
global challenges. They have helped 
address a wide array of pressing social 
issues, including post-conflict peace build-
ing, transitional justice, public health, edu-
cation, gender inequality, education, fair 
trade, environmental degradation, sus-
tainable development, cultural preserva-
tion, and the arts. 

Tritton's vision of the future of the 
College, delivered on the occasion of 
Haverford's Academic Convocation in 
2004, stresses three concepts that are cen-
tral to the mission of the Center for Peace 
and Global Citizenship: global, arts and 
integration. "I am confident that a com-
munity that takes joy in human variety, is 
also a community finding its way to solu-
tions to the world's problems through a 
more profound engagement with under-
standing of cultural difference," he said. 
Continuing to expand the boundaries of 
the Haverford community while support-
ing a diverse cultural environment on cam-
pus will bring the lessons of the Center for 
Peace and Global Citizenship full circle. 

One of Tritton's strengths is his ability 
to see beyond the big picture even while 
focusing and respecting the smaller ele-
ments that make up that vision. To him,  

that is what makes his job "challenging 
and inspiring." "The trick is to find ways to 
become more effective without losing your 
soul," he says. The fact that Tritton so 
clearly understands, respects and lives the 
ethical dimensions of Haverford's mission 
makes his job a natural extension of his 
life. Sherman speaks of the long walks she 
and Tritton often had to discuss the state 
of the 'Ford. "When I reflect on these times 
henceforth, I shall always remember how 
deeply he cared about Haverford, about its 
mission, and its people," she says. "Of the 
seven presidents for whom I have worked 
in my 20-year tenure in higher education, 
he has been the one who most reflects a 
true concern for others." 

That concern is echoed in Tritton's 
remarks when he addresses students 
assembled for the initial "First Thursday" 
gathering of the year. "This is a forum 
where we get together to talk about what is 
going on," he explains. "Our communal 
work is important for the vibrancy of the 
community. Nothing that you want to dis-
cuss is 'off topic.-  Dawson underscores the 
strength of Tritton's commitment to open 
dialogue. "Tom has worked hard to make 
decisions that are always in the College's 
interest as a single organization, while also 
attending carefully to the perspectives and 
concerns of various campus groups," the 
provost says. "Tom has steadfastly sought 
to bring multiple perspectives of all campus 
groups to bear on important decisions of 
institution-wide import." 

This climate of free speech becomes 
even more apparent as Tritton continues 
his remarks. As he touches on some of the 
issues currently being explored by work-
ing committees (curriculum review and 
enrichment, student space including those 
pertaining to the arts, diversity, and Quaker 
values), he diagrams the decision-making 
process between groups. When he is fin-
ished, he laughs at the pattern of inter-
secting lines that cover the large pad on 
his easel. "This is the Haverford model for 
getting things done," he jokes. 

Conceding that the process of "asking 
everyone what he or she thinks, reiterat-
ing it and then revising it," moves at "gla-
cier speed," Tritton stresses that the process 
is worth the effort, especially when the 
topic turns to his successor. "Here's the 
kind of president we don't want," he 
responds to a student question about the  

presidential search. "Someone who wants 
to come in here and preside. The next pres-
ident is not going to come in here and rein-
vent everything, but may reshape it." 

It is no coincidence that Tritton's suc-
cessor will arrive as the College prepares 
for its Middle States review for accredita-
tion. This is the same scenario Tritton 
encountered a decade ago and according 
to him, "is exactly what a new president 
wants." "The intense self-study presents a 
wonderful learning opportunity, not only 
for the new president but for everyone in 
the institution," he elaborates. "Fifteen 
months of transition also allows us to bring 
some projects to a level of conclusion." 

There is a full range of emotions asso-
ciated with his impending departure, yet 
Tritton is confident that the timing is right 
on all levels. "I've completely given my life 
to this place for 10 years and my finger-
prints are all over it," he smiles. He is proud 
that the new president will inherit a "thriv-
ing, stable, lively place in an advanced set of 
planning, that has been knitted together." 
He makes no secret of the fact that anoth-
er capital campaign is inevitable and that 
it will encompass such projects as the ren-
ovation of Ryan Gymnasium, increased 
funding for diversity, academic program-
ming, and endowment. 

The future of Haverford College, accord-
ing to Tritton, will also include the issue 
of increased enrollment, a topic that he 
threw into the mix of conversation last 
year, only to withdraw it after considerable 
discussion. According to Gollub, "Tom 
insisted on being a strong leader but also 
demonstrated a willingness to listen. When 
he found that others were not persuaded 
that growth in the size of the student body 
would be good for Haverford, he gracefully 
withdrew the idea a step. That impressed 
me greatly." Tritton predicts the idea will 
resurface in the next capital campaign and 
when it does, "It won't be the question, it 
will be the answer." 

As for his personal plans, he will say 
only that his decade of teaching makes him 
eligible for a sabbatical, which he plans to 
take. "I feel I have one more great adven-
ture left in my life," he smiles. "In many 
ways I feel like a college senior; everything 
is possible and nothing is certain." 

Kathryn Levy Feldman is a freelance writer 
living in Bryn Mawr 
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PLEASE JOIN US AS WE CELEBRATE A DECADE OF 
SERVICE TO AND LEADERSHIP AT HAVERFORD 
COLLEGE BY THOMAS R. TRITTON. 

Dates for the Tommy T Farewell Tour: 

2006 
	

2007 
September 14 
	

January 18 
Baltimore 
	

Seattle 

October 17 
	

February 13 
Chicago 
	

Florida 

November 9 
	

March 
Boston 
	

San Francisco (3/15) 

December 6 
	 Los Angeles (TBD) 

Philadelphia 
	

April 5 
Washington, D.C. 

May 3 
New York 

June 22-23 
London 

Please RSVP to Adrienne Selinger at aselinge@haverford.edu  or (610) 896-1061. 
Please indicate the city you wish to attend. 

Alumni may also register online at my.haverford.edu  under "event registration." 
Visit www.haverford.edu/tommytfarewelltour  for tour updates. 
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Or__ h eArts  by Edgar Allen Beem 

As plans advance to enhance the arts at 
Haverford, we look at how some peer 
institutions feature the arts to advantage. 

averford's campus master plan fore-
sees the eventual construction of a com-
prehensive arts facility, and both outgoing 
President Tom Tritton and the College 
Planning Committee are invested in mak-
ing elevation of Haverford arts a strategic 
priority here. (See "Haverford Art," 
Haverford Alumni Magazine, Summer 2003.) 
To that end, an ad hoc working group on 
the arts created by the College Planning 
Committee spent last year taking a pre-
liminary look not only at the arts on cam-
pus, but also at the arts facilities, collec-
tions, curricula and programs of peer 
institutions such as Bowdoin, Carleton, 
Davidson, Grinnell, Middlebury, Pomona, 
Swarthmore, Wesleyan, and Williams 
Colleges. 

The question the arts working group 
posed itself, says Provost David Dawson, 
chair of the College Planning Committee,  

was "What kind of arts presence and com-
munity would we like to see?" 

While the preliminary report focuses on 
ways to build grassroots support for the arts 
at Haverford, rather than on large buildings," 
according to David Dawson, Haverford has 
been doing some advance scouting, looking 
at how six other highly selective, private 
four-year undergraduate schools have han-
dled things on their campuses. Skidmore, 
Smith, Bard, Williams, Vassar, and Colby all 
have long histories of investing in arts edu-
cation, and all have exemplary arts facilities: 

The Interdisciplinary Approach 
Though Skidmore College (enrollment: 
2,200) was originally chartered as the all-
women Skidmore School of Arts, the cam-
pus infrastructure really didn't reflect a 
strength in the arts until the fall of 2000, 
when the Tang Teaching Museum and Art 
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Gallery erupted like a Cubist outcropping 
on the Saratoga Springs, New York, cam-
pus. The $10.2-million, 39,000-square-foot 
Tang Museum was designed by visionary 
New Mexico architect Antoine Predock as 
a metaphorical building, its radial form 
reflecting both the limestone outcroppings 
of the local landscape and the unique inter-
disciplinary mission of Tang. 

"We wanted it to be a place that made 
Skidmore visible," says David Porter, pres-
ident from 1987 until 1999. "We also want-
ed a building that would make visible the 
role of the arts. I think that has happened. 
Its not just for the music student and the 
art student." 

A college art museum had been a pri-
ority at Skidmore for decades, but Tang 
curator Ian Berry credits former president 
Porter with encouraging the college to 
"dream of a museum that would serve the  

campus as a whole as opposed to just those 
interested in art." 

"The essence of a small college is defin-
ing what makes it different," says Porter, 
and what made his school different when 
he came from Carleton was its spirit of 
adventure, a "willingness to try new things" 
such as hiring a classics professor "like 
me," who played avant-garde piano. (As 
an undergraduate at Swarthmore, Porter 
served as accompanist for the Haverford 
Glee Club.) 

College art museums everywhere occa-
sionally boast of interdisciplinary pro-
gramming designed to unite the arts and 
humanities with the natural and social sci-
ences, but, in the end, many interdiscipli-
nary exhibitions are simply art shows with 
some social or scientific relevance. The Tang 
Museum, on the other hand, is totally inter-
disciplinary, with a mission "to be provoca- 

tive." It's featured exhibition for the 2004-
2005 academic year, for example, was "A 
Very Liquid Heaven," a cross-discipline 
show organized by curator Ian Berry in col-
laboration with an art and physics professor. 
Focused on our conception of the cosmos, 
the show featured historical photographs 
and atlases from the 16th century to mod-
ern times, along with actual meteorites, 
videos by visionary designers Charles and 
Ray Eames, contemporary works by artists 
such as Kiki Smith, Duane Michaels, and 
Vija Celmins, and a performance of George 
Crumb's composition for piano and per-
cussion "Makrokosmos III." 

"The Tang is a focal point of activity at 
the college," Berry says. 

With a staff of 13 and a modest collec-
tion of some 4,000 objets that grows only 
by donation, Tang features not only exhi-
bition and storage spaces, but also class- 
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rooms and a 150-seat interdisciplinary con-
ference space. Since it opened in 2000, one-
third of the Skidmore faculty has taught 
classes there. 

In a refrain to be heard on other cam-
puses, however, Tang director John Weber 
cautions that Haverford, or any college 
undertaking a new arts building, should 
ask: "What's it going to cost to operate?" 
The Tang has found its custodial and secu-
rity costs, for instance, somewhat higher 
than expected. 

"To do it right will cost much more than 
you dream," warns David Porter, noting 
that the construction cost of the Tang rose 
from an initial $6 5 million to $10.2 mil-
lion. "Endowing it is terribly important. 
Staff is going to be larger if you do it right." 

On the Tang's wish list is also more ded-
icated parking to accommodate the muse-
um-going public. Because Tang is located at 
the rear of the Skidmore campus, it has had 
the effect of re-orienting the public traffic. 

"This now is the new entrance to the 
school for visitors," says curator Berry. 

The Public Face of a 
Private Institution 

The Brown Fine Arts Center at Smith 
College (enrollment: 2,500 women) in 
Northampton, Massachusetts, is one of the 
first buildings visitors see when they 
approach the campus from downtown. 
This makes it—like many college art muse-
ums and performing arts centers—the pub-
lic face of a private institution. 

"The building metaphorically links the 
campus and the town," says Suzannah 
Fabing, director of the Smith College 
Museum of Art from 1992 until her retire-
ment in the spring of 2005. "It's a symbol-
ic representation of the two faces we have. 
We serve the campus and the community." 

The $35-million, 164,000-square-foot 
Brown Fine Arts Center, which opened in 
2003, was designed by James S. Polshek 
and Susan T. Rodriguez of Polshek 
Partnership Architects in NYC. The fifth 
building to house the Smith museum and 
art department since 1875, the Brown Fine 
Arts Center was built on the site and on 
the structural steel skeleton of the 1972 
fine arts center it replaced. Renovation and 
expansion was necessary both because the 
museum had run out of space and because 
the old building had chronic leaks. 

"We looked at five options," says 
Fabing, "that ranged from just doing need-
ed repairs—we had problems with the 
exterior envelope of the 1972 building and 
needed handicapped access—to tearing it 
down and building anew. It was such a 
tight site that a new building couldn't have 
been appreciably bigger." 

Smith could have elected to separate 
the museum from the art department and 
construct a new museum elsewhere on 
campus, but she says, given the museum's 
strategic location, "I simply didn't want to 
entertain that." 

Fabing opines it would have cost an addi-
tional $10 million to tear down the old fine  

arts center and build from scratch. 
Fortunately, Smith officials had the foresight 
in 1972 to erect a building that could be 
expanded upward. The renovation and 
expansion increased the museum's space 35 
percent to 60,000 square feet and added a 
new 1,000-square-foot print gallery. With a 
collection of some 25,000 works of art, the 
Smith museum is now considered one of the 
finest college art museums in the country 

"We gained a floor on top that had been 
planned in 1972," says Fabing. "It had the 
right structural steel to take [it] . We also 
gained space by going to compact storage 
that increased storage capacity by two and 
a half times. And by enclosing what had 
been an open courtyard, we gained space 
for events." 

The enclosed court and cafe now con-
nects the Smith museum to the classrooms, 
offices and studios of the college's art depart-
ment, its 350,000-image slide collection, 
and 100,000-volume Hillyer Art Library. 
Printmaker Gary Niswonger, associate chair 
of the art department, says faculty, staff, and 
students have generally been very pleased 
with the renovated Brown Fine Arts Center. 
Only the steel baffles placed along the front 
wall to modulate sunlight and screen the 
inevitable clutter of art studios from the 
street, are a possible exception. 

If Niswonger has one concern about the 
new fine arts center, he says, it's "Staffing, 
staffing, staffing. We now have a huge build-
ing, but it's challenging to keep [it] up." 

Former museum director Fabing agrees. 
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"In our case, as so often happens, the 
cost of the building went up, so money for 
endowment got put into the building. The 
staff grew by three, but it was then cut sig-
nificantly. We are definitely feeling the pain 
of that." 

As at Skidmore, Smith seems to have 
under-estimated the cost of security for its 
new arts facility. 

"Our security system in the new build-
ing is much better, but it demands more 
people," explains Fabing, "so our security 
costs went up hugely. There was not 
enough money for guards, so we had to 
add an admissions charge." 

Still, as academic construction projects 
tend to go in cycles, new science buildings 
one decade, student centers and athletic  

star architect Frank Gehry using a com-
puter program originally created for air-
craft design. It's gleaming , free form stain-
less steel roof system makes the Center 
look rather like a wondrous strange space-
craft that has crash-landed in a field at the 
north end of the Bard campus. 

"The Fisher Center for the Performing 
Arts was and is a far stretch," admits Bard 
president Leon Botstein. "By any reasonable 
standards, the college could not afford it, but 
the college could not afford not to do it." 

Bard built the landmark Center with its 
two theaters (the 900-seat Sosnoff Theater 
and the 200-seat Theater Two) and four 
rehearsal studios to house the Bard Music 
Festival and Bard SummerScape series of 
operas, concerts, dance and theater when 

CEO of Morgan Stanley investment bank, 
and chairman of the Bard board of trustees. 

What Bard's ability to garner support for 
the Fisher Center from non-alumni sources 
underscores is the power of the arts to 
attract patrons and philanthropy. Bard's long 
commitment to the arts (Bard is one of the 
few originally all-male colleges to have cul-
tivated a strength in the arts) and its idyllic 
location just upriver from New York City 
amidst the summer estates of wealthy art 
lovers inspired donors interested in bring-
ing professional music, dance, and theater 
to the Hudson River Valley. And President 
Botstein believes the Fisher Center now 
inspires Bard students and faculty alike. 

"The quality and ambition of the build-
ing and its programming is enormously 

Smith College 

complexes the next, Fabing suggests the 
arts have to be ready when it's their turn 
for capital improvements. 

"You have to take the chances you get," 
she says. "If you get the opportunity to 
build, you do that and work on staffing 
next. A bigger building inevitably creates 
the expectation that you are going to be 
able to do more with it." 

Paying for Culture 

The grand new Richard B. Fisher Center 
for the Performing Arts at Bard College in 
Annandale-on-Hudson, New York, is far 
bigger and more ambitious than anything 
most colleges of 1,500 undergraduates 
would ever undertake. The $70 million, 
110,000-square-foot Fisher Center, which 
opened in 2003, was designed by super- 

not being used by the Bard theater and 
dance departments. 

Commissioning an internationally 
famous architect to design a world-class 
building, according to Leon Botstein was 
"indispensable, because it wasn't built by 
a family of college donors." 

"We could not have financed it through 
traditional alumni donor pools," Botstein 
says, "but there was a desire to see an inter-
national performing arts center in the 
Hudson Valley." 

The Tang Museum and Brown Fine Arts 
Center were both financed primarily by 
alumni donations, but the Fisher Center 
at Bard was not. The State of New York 
contributed $5 million. Richard B. Fisher, 
who gave the $25-million naming gift, was 
a Princeton grad, former president and  

inspiring and it's a tremendous advantage 
in the recruitment of faculty" says Leon 
Botstein. "The building underscores our 
belief that most curricula for the liberal 
arts are deficient in the integration of the 
arts—not the history of the arts, but the 
training and active doing of these fields." 

In addition to being president of Bard, 
Botstein is the music director and con-
ductor of both the American Symphony 
Orchestra and the Jerusalem Symphony 
Orchestra. Bard operates a conservatory of 
music and a conductors' institute. At the 
graduate level, it also offers programs in 
decorative arts and design, photography, 
and curatorial studies. Having completed 
the Fisher Center, Bard is now in the 
process of adding a substantial new wing to 
its Center for Curatorial Studies. 
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The Shared Cultural Experience 
Bard and Williams colleges are both noted 
for producing more than their fare share of 
museum professionals. Williams (under-
graduate enrollment: 2,000) accomplishes 
this through a cooperative master of art pro-
gram with the Sterling and Francine Clark 
Art Institute, located a short walk from of 
its Williamstown, Massachusetts, campus. 
While the Williams College Museum of Art 
has a fine 12,000-objet collection of its own, 
the Clark provides Williams students with 
access to a fabulous 50,000-piece collection 
and a library of more than 200,000 art books. 

The coincidence of two great little art 
museums in nne nrettv Berkshire village 

going back only 10 years or so. We have 
everything else." 

John Stomberg believes that Art 101-
102, which 60 percent of Williams students 
take, "could be the greatest shared experi-
ence on campus." But the cultural experi-
ence at Williams is not limited to students. 

Colleges that have quality arts facili-
ties and cooperative arrangements with 
other local institutions tend to become 
regional arts centers, cultural magnets 
that attract not only academic but public 
audiences. 

"As a teaching museum we have a strong 
two-semester program geared to the cur-
riculum_" Stomberg says, "then we shift  

million capital campaign, the '62 Center 
for Theatre and Dance was originally to 
have been just a renovation of Adams 
Memorial Theatre, but then, in 1998, 
investment banker and major Coca-Cola 
stockholder Herbert A. Allen, Jr., a gradu-
ate of the Class of 1962, pledged $20 
million to the project, the largest gift in 
the college's history. The huge performing 
arts center proved controversial in 
Williamstown with some locals arguing 
that it was out of scale with their quaint 
New England college town, but now that it 
is a reality, the '62 Center provides Williams 
with a 550-seat MainStage, a 200-seat 
CenterStage, a newly renovated 200-seat 

d College 

has everything to do with the remote loca-
tion of Williamstown. The Clarks, heirs 
to the Singer Sewing Machine fortune, 
chose Williamstown to build their muse-
um in the 1950s because, at the height of 
the Cold War, they wanted to keep it safe 
from a potential nuclear attack. Since the 
Massachusetts Museum of Contemporary 
Art (MassMOCA) opened in 1999, in a 
vast mill complex five miles south in 
North Adams, the Northwest corner of the 
Bay State has become a Mecca for art 
lovers of all types. 

"The Clark runs deep in time but nar-
row in geography, focusing mostly on 
European and American art," says Williams 
College Museum of Art associate director 
John Stomberg. "MassMOCA is very broad 
geographically, but very narrow in time,  

directions as our summer audiences are the 
flocks of tourists who come to the Berkshires. 
We have more attendance in June, July, and 
August than all the rest of the year." 

The Williams College Museum of Art is 
a low-profile complex of 13 galleries built 
around an 1847 octagonal core with wings 
added variously in 1890, 1926, 1938, 1983, 
and 1986; but the big cultural news on the 
Williams campus is the '62 Center for 
Theatre and Dance that opened in the spring 
of 2005. The $50-million, 106,000-square-
foot '62 Center, designed by William Rawn 
Associates of Boston, is a sparkling, curvi-
linear, glass-front showplace on an other-
wise traditional red-brick campus. Imagine 
Lincoln Center transported to Haverford. 

One of several major construction proj-
ects undertaken as part of a five-year, $400-  

thrust stage, and a new dance rehearsal 
studio as well as a full complement of cos-
tume and scenery shops, dressing rooms, 
storage areas, and workshop studios. 

"Our new president, Morton Owen 
Shapiro, assumed his position in the mid-
dle of the process," says Williams 
spokesman Jim Kolesar. "He embraced the 
project, he has often said, for three rea-
sons: to provide cutting-edge facilities year-
round for the teaching and learning that 
takes place in our theatre department and 
dance program; to provide a fitting home 
each summer for the highly regarded 
Williamstown Theatre Festival; and to 
enhance the cultural offerings in the region 
during the academic year." 

The Williamstown Theatre Festival, estab-
lished in 1954, makes Williams College a 
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cultural destination all summer long with a 
series of some 200 professional performanc-
es. In 2002, WTF won a Tony Award as one 
of the best regional theaters in the country. 

Robert Baker-White, chair of the 
Williams theater department, concedes that 
the new performing arts center might be 
considered an extravagance if it only served 
theater and dance students, but Baker-
White says the college has inaugurated a 
new CenterSeries designed to link visiting 
artists and performers with the intellectual 
life of the Williams community 

"Theater was interdisciplinary before 
interdisciplinarity was cool," says Baker-
White. "It's not always obvious to people 
outside, but in any good theater production 
you are rubbing up against the other art 
forms and you're rubbing up against issues 
of history, philosophy, and the history of 
ideas. To do theater in a liberal arts context 
is to animate ideas across the campus." 

What's Old Is New Again 

In 2004, when construction of the '62 
Center for Theatre and Dance began, the 
facade of Williams' venerable Adams 
Memorial Theatre was razed to make way 
for the new glass palace, though the old 
theatre itself was renovated and incorpo-
rated into the center. Three years earlier, 
in 2001, when Vassar College (enrollment: 
2,200) in Poughkeepsie, New York, decid-
ed to replace the crumbling Italianate pile 
of Avery Hall with a new drama and film 
center, college officials made the unusual 
decision to save the ornate west façade of 
the 1866 building that originally housed 
Vassar's riding academy and later its drama 
department. Architect Cesar Pelli of New 
Haven was instructed to integrate the land-
mark Avery Hall, with its twin mansard-
roofed towers, into his design for the $25-
million, 54,000-square-foot Center for 
Drama.and Film that opened in 2003. 

Vassar's Center for Drama and Film 
accomplishes this daunting architectural task 
in the simplest of ways, Pelli's cool contem-
porary design simply deferring modestly in 
style and materials to the grand dame of a 
building. The result is suitably theatrical, 
rather like an actor donning a festive mask. 

"It wasn't for the cost savings at all. It's 
almost the exact opposite," says Vassar 
president Frances Daly Fergusson, of the 
decision to preserve one wall of Avery Hall. 

Frances Fergusson is an architectural  

historian and one of the hallmarks of her 
administration has been the adaptive re-
use of old buildings for new arts spaces. 

"There are relatively few buildings on 
campus one wouldn't want to preserve," 
says Fergusson. "They are such an impor-
tant part of who we are. Everyone is happy 
when they see a building they remember 
being used in an active way" 

Not only did Vassar preserve a vestige 
of Avery Hall in the state-of-the-art, hi-tech 

Center for Drama and Film, it also reno-
vated its former power plant as the 
Powerhouse Theater, a black box theater 
for workshop productions of both student 
and professional drama, and it is currently 
in the midst of a $21.3-million, 70,000-
square-foot renovation of Kenyon Hall, a 
1930s athletic facility where a former 
swimming pool is being turned into a 242-
seat dance theater. 

"Each art needs its own kind of space," 
Fergusson explains. "If you try to make a 
stage do too many things, it doesn't work." 

Like the Bard Music Festival, Bard 
SummerScape performance series, and 
Williams Theatre Festival, Vassar uses its 
arts facilities to host professional per-
formances of both the Powerhouse 
Summer Theater Program and the Vassar 
Repertory Dance Theatre. 

"This is a very art-aware campus," says 
Fergusson, when asked how the arts con-
tribute to the value of a Vassar education.  

"It keeps the whole life of the campus 
vibrant. It also helps to build community. 
Our sporting events are not as well attend-
ed as our arts events." 

Indeed, visitors enter Vassar's suburban 
campus through an arched gatehouse that 
connects the college library to the Frances 
Lehman Loeb Art Center, the college's 
34,000-square-foot art museum. 

"The museum is a permeable mem-
brane between town and gown," says 

museum director James Mundy. "It is free 
and open to the public. It tends to get peo-
ple involved in ways that demystify what 
goes on on campus." 

Designed by Cesar Pelli and opened in 
1993, the Loeb Art Center houses some 
16,000 objects, but, oddly, it lacks the public 
amenities—restrooms, reception space, café, 
gift shop— one expects of a museum that 
serves both a college and a community. 

"Fifteen years ago," Mundy explains, 
"we thought of ourselves as a lean, mean, 
academic operation." 

Today, he says, Vassar is much more cog-
nizant of the outreach function of the arts. 
The Loeb museum has had endowments for 
operations and acquisitions for many years, 
but it only recently endowed the position of 
public education and programming curator. 

"We ran that position for five years on soft 
money, grant funding," Mundy qualifies, "but 
outreach is such a critical part of what we do 
and what people expect us to do." 
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Be Well Endowed, 
Be Very Well Endowed 

The Colby College Museum of Art on 
Mayflower Hill in Waterville, Maine, is itself 
currently seeking a $3-million endowment 
to fund an education and outreach curator. 
Colby College (enrollment: 1,800) boasts 
an art museum that is the envy of its peers 
when it comes to exhibition space, but the 

museum has always been considerably 
understaffed. With a 5,000-piece collection 
housed in a 30,000-square-foot facility that 
has grown like Topsy since the 1970s, the 
Colby College Museum of Art might rea-
sonably be expected to have a staff of 12 or 
13, as comparable museums at Skidmore 
and Vassar do. It has a staff of five. 

"It's the Colby way," says museum direc- 

for Daniel Rosenfeld, former director of 
the Pennsylvania Academy of Art. 

The Colby museum began as a singles 
gallery room in a combined music and art 
building in 1959. In 1973, Mr. & Mrs. 
Ellerton Jette, owners of the local 
Hathaway Shirt Company, gave the muse-
um their own collection of early-American 
art and a gallery to house it. In 1982, Maine 
textile mill heir (and former Smith College 
Museum of Art director) Jere Abbott left 
the museum a $1.7-million endowment 
for acquisitions. In 1991, Mr. & Mrs. 
Stanton Davis of Shaw's Supermarkets gave 
the museum an additional temporary exhi-i 
bition gallery. In 1996, collector Paul 
Schupf provided the museum an entire 
new wing to house painter Alex Katz's col-
lection of his own work, Katz being a 
prominent summer resident of Maine. And 
in 1999, Peter and Paula Lunder of the 
Dexter Shoe family built the museum 
another wing to house the permanent col-
lection. Of these key benefactors, only 
Peter Lunder '56, is a Colby alumnus. 

"Colby is really a product of the good 
will and aspirations of people who were 
originally from this community," says 
Rosenfeld. "Alumni are not as involved 
with the museum as they ought to be. My 
goal as a transitional director is to build 
alumni support. Alumni largely have not 

"A Haughty 
Indifference 
to Fashion" 

Architectural historian Michael J. Lewis 
'79 on the difference between the cultures of 
Haverford and Williams: 

Michael J. Lewis '79 was an economics 
major at Haverford, but he now teaches 
art and architectural history at Williams 
College. He is the author of The Politics of 
the German Gothic Revival (1993); Frank 
Furness: Architecture and the Violent Mind 
(2001); The Gothic Revival (2002); and a 
forthcoming survey history of American 
art and architecture; he is also a frequent 
contributor of architectural criticism to 
journals such as The New Criterion and 
Commentary. It's fair to say that Michael 
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Lewis lives for architecture, but he is not 
at all sure that a new building is the best 
way to raise Haverford's arts conscious-
ness. 

"I don't believe the building does it," 
says Lewis. "The building is a sign of suc-
cess. The first line is the faculty, then the 
students, then the building." 

Lewis' own aesthetic awakening came 
in his senior year at Haverford, when he 
took a course on urban history at Bryn 
Mawr. Upon graduation, he secured a 
Fulbright Fellowship to study the recon-
struction of Germany after World War II, 
then earned a Ph.D. in architectural histo-
ry at the University of Pennsylvania. After 
returning to Bryn Mawr for two years 
(1989-91) to teach the very course in 
urbanism that had sparked his profession-
al interest, he served as a historian at the 
Canadian Center for Architecture before 
joining the Williams faculty in 1993. 

When he got to Williams, Lewis says he  

assumed teaching at one highly selective 
liberal arts college would be pretty much 
like teaching at another, but he discovered 
that the cultures of Haverford and Williams 
were decidedly different, largely owing to 
their respective heritages. 

"I tried doing exactly what had been 
done to me at Haverford and Bryn Mawr," 
Lewis recalls. "I'd come in to class and say 
something like 'Frank Lloyd Wright was a 
bad architect. Flat roofs leak, so that's bad 
architecture.' Then a student would say, 
`But, Mr. Lewis, is architecture just about 

Gallery space at Williams College. 
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been in tune with the museum." 
The "Colby way" Rosenfeld refers to is 

really just the enforced austerity of most 
academic museum budgets. Museum direc-
tors at Skidmore, Smith, and Vassar each 
stressed, as Colby's Dan Rosenfeld does, 
that endowment is critical to the operation 
of a cultural institution. Getting people to 
contribute art and architecture is the easy 
part. Finding sources of funding for staffing 
and operations is the tricky business. 

"You can't do it off tuition. You can't do 
it off revenues. So you need to do it in 
terms of endowment," says Rosenfeld. "If 
you can build an endowment base that 
supports your operations, you have more 
autonomy. You have more freedom." 

Hugh J. Gourley III, the man who over-
saw the dramatic expansion of the Colby 
museum as its director from 1966 until 
2002, agrees with his successor, pointing 
out that 50 percent of the museum's oper-
ating budget comes from endowment. 

"At Colby," says Hugh Gourley, "every-
thing is basically done [that way]. The col-
lege is getting visibility and paying a com-
paratively low amount in terms of the total 
budget." 

And as he looks back over what Colby 
College Museum of Art has managed to 
become with minimal financial support 
from the college, Gourley makes an obser- 

vation that resonates with what has hap-
pened to arts facilities on campuses across 
the country, and with what could happen 
at Haverford. 

"You don't need a lot of people to make 
things happen," Gourley says. "You just 
need a few people who think big." 

Thinking Big 

Think arts. Think interdisciplinary Think 
endowment. Think regional. Think big. 

Haverford, of course, has been thinking 
big of late, with the construction of the 
Koshland Integrated Natural Sciences 
Center and the Gardner Integrated 
Athletic Center. Former Dean of the 
College, Joseph Tolliver, (now vice pres-
ident and dean of student life at St. 
Lawrence University in Canton, N.Y.), 
reports that students had been telling him 
increasingly over the past few years that 
the school needed to make a substantial 
investment in the arts. The adaptive re-
use of Ryan Gym as a potential new home 
for the Humanities Center and Peace & 
Global Citizenship Center may be a step 
in that direction, but Dean Tolliver, who 
left Skidmore for Haverford seven years 
ago (and left here at the end of the last 
spring semester), cautions that "Skidmore 
and Haverford are very different places 
[he'd left there just as Tang Museum con- 

struction was beginning]. It was easier for 
Skidmore to morph into the Tang than it 
would be for Haverford." 

"Haverford wants to go where Skidmore 
is, but that's farther down the road," says 
ex-Dean Tolliver. "Haverford needs to grow 
into a building like that. I think [your] 
focus on the arts needs to be a larger cur-
riculum and [that will happen]. Haverford 
is headed in the right direction. [The 
school] has several good offerings and will 
grow the curriculum as it looks towards 
expanding the facilities." 

But before Haverford builds its own arts 
center, Dean Tolliver suggests, it needs to 
build its arts culture. And he sees the work 
of the College Planning Committee's sub-
committee on the arts moving that agenda 
along, identifying issues and opportunities, 
engendering dialogue, and raising con-
sciousness about the importance of the arts 
in a well-rounded liberal arts education. 

"When you take the arts," Tolliver says, 
"you see physics differently" rJ 

(Edgar Allen Beem is a freelance writer and 
art critic who lives in Yarmouth, Maine. His 
previous alumni magazine contributions 
include "Haverford Art," and profiles of 
author Nicholson Baker '79 and former 
University of Iowa and Cornell president 
Hunter Rawlings '66.) 

keeping the rain out or is it about ideal 
form?' When I got to Williams and I said 
`Frank Lloyd Wright is a bad architect,' the 
students would just look at me and write 
it down. I could not push their buttons." 

Lewis came to believe that the difference 
between Haverford and Williams students 
was not a matter of intellect but of histor-
ical roots. 

"Haverford and Bryn Mawr, while not 
religiously Quaker, have inherited the cul-
ture of a Quaker meeting house. Any 
moment, the spirit may move and some-
one will speak out. Williams is a Puritan 
culture. When I speak, I am Cotton Mather 
in his pulpit. There is a tremendous cul-
ture here of cordiality, the covenant of the 
camp. It may be the product of our remote-
ness. You don't argue during the day with 
someone you're sure to see that night." 

These cultural differences, Lewis 
suggests, inform the arts consciousness 
of institutions. 

"Haverford is marinated in the Quaker 
empirical approach to education," he says. 
"The arts do not loom large in Haverford's 
history" 

Doing research on Haverford architec-
ture, for instance, Lewis ran across minutes 
of the building of Founders Hall that spec-
ified "no showy portico." 

"The Quakers had a haughty indiffer-
ence to fashion," Lewis says. "Though 
Founders Hall was built at the height of the 
Greek Revival, there is not a bit of that in 
[it]. It is a farm building writ large." 

Williams, on the other hand, benefited 
from Yankee ingenuity, erecting the first 
panoptical college library in America, the 
octagonal structure that eventually became 
the first stage of the Williams College 
Museum of Art. And building on a college 
culture that stressed manly athleticism and 
business savvy, Williams developed an art 
history program that to this day produces 
not aesthetes but cultural movers and shak- 

ers. Indeed, many members of what has been 
called the "Williams Art Mafia" have direct-
ed key American art museums—Rusty 
Powell at the National Gallery James Wood 
of the Art Institute of Chicago, Thomas 
Krens at the Guggenheim, and the late Kirk 
Varnedoe, a Williams football and rugby 
player, of the Museum of Modern Art. 

Michael Lewis believes Haverford can 
build its own culture of the arts drawing on 
its historical strengths in empirical research, 
social justice, and activism. Photography, for 
instance, would be a natural fit. 

"The key to everything is a couple of ded-
icated professors who are charismatic and 
dynamic and who will do the slow, patient, 
landscape-shaping that takes a generation. 
When our program started here at Williams 
in the 1920s, it was two guys, then three, 
then four. It took a whole generation to build 
up. But the generation after that took over 
the leading American museums." 

—E.A.B. 
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Doctor in the Land of the Lion 
My father, Dr. Pascal James Imperato, 

is a physician who specializes in tropical 
infectious diseases, epidemiology, and 
public health. When he arrived in Mali 
in 1966 at the age of 29, it was with a for-
midable task ahead of him. He was given 
responsibility for organizing and imple-
menting a smallpox eradication and 
measles control program by the U.S. 
Centers for Disease Control. Having pre-
viously completed a medical fellowship 
in Kenya and Tanganyika Territory in East 
Africa in 1961, he was familiar with the 
challenges of healthcare delivery in an 
unforgiving part of the world. While the 
challenges of providing medical care to 
the peoples of Mali were great, my father 
was well prepared. His fluency in French 
was a great boon, and after only a short 
time in Mali, he became conversant in 
Bamana, the nation's pervasively spoken 
tribal language. Following medical school 
and internal medicine residency training 
in New York, he completed specialty train-
ing in public health and tropical medi-
cine at Tulane University in New Orleans. 
At Tulane's renowned School of Public 
Health and Tropical Medicine, my father 
was taught by the world's leading para-
sitologists and tropicalists. Above all, how-
ever, was his unwavering sense of duty to 
help those in need, and his ability to do 
so with extraordinary compassion. As I 
discovered, this compassion left an indeli-
ble mark on the collective memory of the 
people of Mali. To work in Africa as a 
physician was the realization of a child-
hood dream for my father, as he had long 
been captivated by the adventures of those 
who had traveled and lived there. Among 
them was his maternal grandfather who 
was born and raised in French Colonial 
Africa. 

After a period of six years of extraordi-
nary experiences, including numerous 
brushes with illness, my father's mission 
in Mali was completed. He and his 24 
mobile medical teams had traveled 
throughout the entire country by truck, 
plane, canoe, and on horses, camels, don-
keys, and on foot. They delivered preven-
tive and curative medical care to millions 
of people —from the cliff-dwelling Dogon 
people to the nomadic Peul herdsmen. In 
order to do this, it was crucial for my father 
to understand the complexities of the 
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indigenous cultures of Mali. He took an 
intense interest in this study which con-
tinued throughout his stay. The govern-
ment of Mali was then Marxist and strong-
ly anti-American, and foreign visitors were 
few. For a time, the government kept 
guards posted outside his home in the cap-
ital city of Bamako on suspicion that he 
was a CIA operative. As the only American 
physician in the country, my father was 
eventually given free rein to travel exten-
sively throughout the country. He was thus 
able to study its rich cultures first-hand, 
and to document previously unrecorded 
cultural phenomena. 

My father and his teams vaccinated the 
entire population of the country against 
smallpox, measles, yellow fever, cholera, 
and epidemic meningitis. His efforts lead-
ing to the eradication of smallpox were 
particularly significant. Smallpox has killed 
more people than any other infectious dis-
ease in history, and its global eradication is 
widely heralded as the greatest public 
health achievement of the twentieth cen-
tury. For his extraordinary work, my father 
was awarded the Meritorious Honor 
Award and Medal by the U.S. Department 
of State. He later told of his many experi-
ences in Mali in a book, A Wind in Africa 
(W.H. Green, 1975). Upon returning to 
the U.S., he became the Director of the 
Bureau of Infectious Disease Control of 
the New York City Department of Health, 
and later Commissioner of Health of New 
York City and Chairman of the Board of 
Directors of the New York City Health and 
Hospitals Corporation. Over the years, he  

has traveled to Mali several times to assist 
the Malians with a variety of health 
projects. 

During the time he lived in Mali and in 
the decades since, my father completed 
exhaustive ethnographic and art historical 
studies, especially of traditional medical 
practices and masking traditions. Having 
published numerous scholarly articles and 
some 20 books on these subjects, he has for 
many years been considered a leading world 
authority on the history and arts of Mali. 
Over the years, my father has donated many 
art objects he collected in Mali to museums 
throughout the country, including the 
American Museum of Natural History, the 
Metropolitan Museum of Art, and The 
Smithsonian. He serves on the board of the 
Martin and Osa Johnson Safari Museum in 
Chanute, Kansas, the hometown of famed 
wildlife photographers Martin and Osa 
Johnson, whose books and films thrilled 
American audiences from the 1920s through 
the 1950s. The museum, rated as the best 
in Kansas, features the Imperato African 
Hall, which contains over 350 pieces of 
African art donated by my father. 

In 2003, he served as a curatorial advi-
sor to the Metropolitan Museum of Art for 
the widely acclaimed exhibition "Genesis: 
Ideas of Origin in African Sculpture." His 
color films documenting dances with 
Bamana antelope headdresses and the music 
that he recorded in the bush on reel to reel 
tapes were a centerpiece of the exhibition. 
In fact, it was Dr. Alisa LaGamma, the 
Associate Curator of the Department of the 
Arts of Africa, Oceania, and the Americas at 
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the Metropolitan who first gave me an 
inkling of the reception that awaited me in 
Mali. Having recently conducted fieldwork 
there herself, Dr. LaGamma met many 
Malians who overwhelmingly praised my 
father and eagerly anticipated my arrival. 

A Dream Reborn 
Just as it had for my father, Africa lured 

me with its history as the land of gold and 
salt caravans, of scholars and mud 
mosques, of rich traditions and artistic 
masks. It was my father's dream reborn. 
My imagination soared as I avidly read 
accounts of African exploration. However, 
it was through my father's own stories that 
the continent's unmitigated natural awe 
and fascinating cultures truly came to life. 
As a courageous explorer of the immedi-
ate post-colonial era, his exploits were wor-
thy of emulation. He tucked me in one fall 
night when I had just turned five years old 
and told me what it was like to find his 
way through the dark rural countryside by 
moonlight. That night, I dreamt that I was 
in rural Africa, finding my way by the 
bright moonlight that once guided him. 

My career as my father's "little helper" 
in African art scholarship began at a very 
young age. Initially, it was simply the siren 
call of a foreign and magical place that 
drew me in. As I grew older, my fascina-
tions evolved. I came to realize that in 
addition to being home to an array of nat-
ural wonders, it is the warmth of Mali's 
people and their cultural richness that  

make the country so distinct. I met many 
of my father's friends from Africa when 
they visited the U.S., helped him to pho-
tograph objects and prepare them for 
donation, and I accompanied him to 
gallery openings, lectures, and museum 
exhibits. Soon I was old enough to take 
on editorial duties, and I reveled in his 
scholarship. Being exposed to my father's 
work allowed me to have intimate con-
tact with the study of a place so fantastic 
and so different from anything I had ever 
experienced, that I would often wonder 
what it would actually feel like when I 
went to explore it for myself. When that 
day came, it was more amazing than I 
could have imagined. It was almost two 
decades after my career as his little helper 
began, that I felt the relentless midday 
sun beat down on me as I watched 
masked Dogon kanaga dancers leap into 
the air, and then swing their cumbersome 
masks down into the scorching sand in 
the village of Sangha. 

Back to the Future 
I arrived in Bamako in the dry season, 

when day temperatures in the cooler south-
ern regions of the country reach as high as 
105°F and in the northern regions exceed 
110°F Mali is a landlocked country that 
shares borders with the nations of Senegal, 
Guinea, Ivory Coast, Burkina Faso, Niger, 
Algeria, and Mauritania. With a total land 
area of almost 500,000 square miles (rough-
ly equivalent to the states of California, 

Montana, Wyoming, and Nebraska com-
bined), Mali is one of the largest nations in 
West Africa. Most of the terrain is desert or 
semi-desert, and the country is inhabited 
by a diverse range of ethnic and tribal 
groups. Mali's administrative divisions 
include eight regions which are subdivided 
into 49 cercles. The cercles are divided into 
some 288 arrondissements. My travels would 
take me from Bamako in the south, to 
Mopti, Djenne, and Dogon Country in the 
east, Timbuctoo in the north, and through-
out Bamana Country, the wide swath of ter-
ritory in the south inhabited by the coun-
try's most populous ethnic group. I was 
afforded quite a few modern conveniences 
during my travels, including riding in an 
air-conditioned 4x4 and having access to 
bottled water in almost every major town I 
visited. Such things were unheard of in my 
father's time. 

My hosts, Madame Hawa Sow and her 
family, warmly welcomed me into their 
compound in Bamako, which would serve 
as the launching point for my travels. Dr. 
Ousmane Sow, the former Director of the 
Endemic Disease Service of Mali, and an 
advisor for the World Health Organization, 
worked very closely with my father. Dr. 
Sow, who had a degree in public health 
from Montreal, served in a number of 
countries in West Africa for many years. 
He and my father regularly corresponded 
until his death over two decades ago. Since 
that time, our family has remained in close 
contact with his widow, Madame Sow, and 

Facing page, from left to right: 1. The author (center) with Modibo N'Faly Keita (left) and Amadou Sanogo (right). Bamako, 2006; 2. Studio 
photo of Pascal James Imperato (center) with Modibo N'Faly Keita (left) and Amadou Sanogo (right), by noted Malian photographer Sakaly. 
Bamako, 1970. Above, from left to right: 1. Pascal James Imperato (front, left) with mobile vaccination teams. Bamako, 1968; 2. Crossing the 
Niger River. Mopti, 2006; 3. Great Mosque at Djenne with weekly market scene in the foreground. Djenne, 2006. 
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her children, Aida, Fatou, Moussa, and 
Cheikna, who were all incredibly helpful 
in organizing the logistics of my trip. 
Madame Sow currently lives in a large com-
pound with her sons Moussa andCheiltna 
nearby. Cheikna's three-year-old son, also 
named Ousmane, was a great companion 
to me at the Sow compound, despite being 
unable to appreciate that my father and his 
grandfather had together saved the lives 
of millions of Malians nearly a half-centu-
ry earlier. 

On the first day of my arrival, I received 
a gift of a live sheep which was promptly 
tethered to a tree outside the house. I asked 
Ousmane what we should name it. "Le 
Mouton," he replied (French for sheep). 
Thoughts of getting to know its habits, 
however, were promptly dashed when 
barely an hour later, I witnessed its slaugh-
ter and preparation for the welcome feast 
that evening. The gift of a sheep is a high 
honor, and custom dictated that there be 
feasting and sharing of the bounty with 
neighbors and friends. 

Bamako's street scene is one of chaos, 
with cars, pedestrians, sheep, donkeys, and 
boys with pushcarts all clamoring to reach 
their destinations. Amid this hustle and bus-
tle, I was guided through the city by two  

extraordinary men. Throughout my entire 
life, the names "Amadou" and "Modibo" 
have had a mythic quality. I had known 
them through my father's stories, and they 
had known me through my father's frequent 
phone calls, letters, and photographs. 
During my visit to Mali, I spent consider-
able time with these men, who were and 
still are very close to my father. Amadou 
Sanogo was my father's cook and assistant, 
and Modibo N'Faly Keita was his driver, 
mechanic, and interpreter. Beyond their 
work relationship, they were the best of 
friends. When Amadou and Modibo learned 
that I was planning to visit Mali, they were 
thrilled. Modibo had traveled through every 
district of the country with my father, and he 
announced to him that he would accom-
pany me on my travels. "I traveled every-
where with you," he told my father. "So I 
will travel everywhere with your son." 

Amadou comes from a large family of 
traders, and he is now the proprietor of a 
well known store in Bamako that sells 
indigenous crafts. His grandparents used 
to take donkeys from his village in Mali to 
the Ivory Coast, and trade cereals and gum 
Arabic for kola nuts. Knowing of his asso-
ciation with my father, many people refer 
to him as "Imperato" or "le docteur." 

Amadou is now the head of his extended 
family in the District of Segou, and in the 
capital city of Bamako. 

Modibo's great grandfather was Togunta 
Keita who was the headman of Kita, a major 
town in Western Mali. He signed a treaty in 
1881 with the French General Gallieni grant-
ing the French control of much of Western 
Mali. Modibo's father, Mamadou Keita was 
an interpreter for the French Colonial 
Government. Modibo, who is descended 
from the ancient emperors of Mali, is now 
the head of his extended Keita family by 
reason of age and frequently travels to Kita 
to oversee family affairs. 

Amadou's and Modibo's welcoming of 
me, as for all of my father's friends, was 
overwhelming. Amadou greeted me at his 
family's compound in Bamako. He imme-
diately began to cry when he saw me, and 
kept telling me le suis trey content" (I'm 
very happy). Modibo told me that he was 
so pleased to have me visit, and that it was 
a great honor for him to travel with me. 
Just as he had been for my father, Modibo 
was a steadfast and loyal partner. During 
the time he spent with my father, he 
became quite accustomed to his rigorous 
daily routine, and I think the time we spent 
traveling together allowed him to feel that 



HAVERFORD 

the daily rhythms of a time long past had 
been restored. So close were he and my 
father as travel companions, that when 
Modibo now travels through the country 
alone, he is often asked "Ou est le 
toubabou?" (Where is the white man?) 

At night, before going to bed, I would 
write in my journal. This was how Modibo 
had seen my father end each of his days. 
Modibo lay on his bed, across the room, and 
watched me quietly. He would ask what I 
was writing, and made sure that I did not 
neglect any of the days experiences or obser-
vations. Modibo was also quite accustomed 
to all the logistical challenges of ethno-
graphic research in Mali's harsh climate, and 
for him, copious photography and video 
shooting were not puzzling endeavors as 
they are for many Malians. Modibo had, 
after all, been present to witness legendary 
Life magazine photographer Eliot Elisofon 
in action. Elisofon, who was a founding 
trustee of the National Museum of African 
Art in Washington, D.C., had worked with 
my father in the bush producing a film 
called The Bend of the Niger. 

As we toured Bamako, Amadou and 
Modibo reminisced about their experiences 
with my father. We visited the many places 
that were once fixtures in their daily lives, 
including my father's home and the 
American Embassy. We visited the National 

Museum of Mali and I was guided on a pri-
vate tour by the museum's Deputy Director, 
Mr. Abdoulaye Sylla, an old friend of my 
father's. Mr. Sylla took great pride in my 
visit, and made a point of informing each 
of the guards that I was an important vis-
itor of the museum. With the temperature 
outside soaring to 110°F, there were not 
too many visitors that day, important or 
not. The museum, which in my father's 
time consisted of only one room, is now a 
sprawling modern structure, and is one of 
the city's major attractions for foreign vis-
itors. Mr. Sylla guided me through a hall 
dedicated to indigenous sculpture, and 
noted the various contributions made by 
scholars toward the understanding of the 
culture of each of the country's ethnic 
groups. Toward the end of the tour, he 
joked about the seemingly endless num-
ber of times he said the name "Imperato." 
"Your father has truly done many great 
things for our country," he told me. 

Land of the Blue Men 
As I stood on the tarmac at the airport 

in Mopti on my way to Timbuctoo, I decid-
ed to check the ambient temperature on 
the thermometer I had brought along. I 
watched in disbelief as the mercury rose 
past its maximum of 120°F and shot out of 
the glass. Upon arriving in Timbuctoo, I  

soon found out that I was the only foreign 
visitor there at the time, the oil prospector 
having gone on farther north. Timbuctoo 
is an ancient city with a rich history, and it 
has for centuries been a focal point in trans-
Saharan trade. Its permanent residents are 
of a wide array of ethnic groups, as are the 
many nomadic traders for whom the city 
is a vital center of commerce amid vast 
stretches of completely uninhabited desert. 
The most colorful are the Tuareg, who are 
also known as the blue men of the Sahara, 
because the indigo with which their tur-
bans and garments are dyed rubs off on 
their skin giving it a subtle blue hue. 

My Tuareg guide Tabala was at the air-
port to greet me, as were dozens of other 
people claiming to be my guide. With the 
midday sun rising almost directly overhead, 
the brightness and heat were overpower-
ing. I secured as much bottled water as I 
could, and began drinking, despite the 
water being hot enough to make tea. Along 
with Tabala and my several other Tuareg 
guides, we headed into the Sahara. They 
were all thrilled to welcome me to the far-
off place whose inhabitants my father once 
vaccinated. While I was atop a camel, I 
decided to test out the international dial-
ing capability of the cell phone I had pur-
chased in Bamako. I called my sister Alison, 
who was by my calculations just arriving 
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back in her SoHo apartment after work. I 
was able to connect with her, and told her 
I was on a camel in the Sahara. She was 
much less shocked than Tabala and the 
other guides, who looked up at me in utter 
disbelief when I told them I was speaking to 
my sister in New York. Tabala gave me a 
Tuareg bracelet to bring back for her. 

Tabala and I sat on the side of a dune 
watching the sunset, and our cross-cultur-
al exchange covered an array of topics. By 
this point in my travels, my facility with 
French had improved significantly. My six 
years of study in the language were cer-
tainly paying off. I was amazed by Tabala's 
stories of being in the desert for weeks at 
a time on salt caravans. He, in turn, was 
fascinated by my descriptions of New York 
City. He was astounded by every feature of 
life in the city I described, particularly that 
cars flow steadily through the streets of 
Manhattan at all hours of the day and night. 
He was so shocked by my descriptions of 
the layout of the city's streets, that I thought 
I would clarify by making a drawing in the 
sand. I never imagined that I would have 
such a captive audience while describing 
the five lanes of traffic that stream by on 
Third Avenue below my apartment. 

For Tabala, New York seemed just as 
exotic as Timbuctoo was for me. 

Dogon Cliff Dwellers 
In sharp contrast to the desolate north-

ern part of the country, the southeastern 
portion of Mali is home to the Bandiagara 
Cliffs, one of the most spectacular land- 

scapes in the world. The Bandiagara 
Escarpment, which runs parallel to the 
Niger River, is home to the Dogon people, 
whose elaborate customs and masking tra-
ditions were first described by renowned 
French ethnographer Marcel Griaule. 
Following the work of Griaule, and his col-
laborator Germaine Dieterlen, my father 
completed exhaustive studies of Dogon 
belief systems and masking traditions in 
order to understand why some refused vac-
cinations. When he vaccinated the popu-
lation that lives on and below the 120 mile 
long cliff system, he was assisted by 
Ogobara Dolo, a distinguished figure in 
Dogon society. Prior to independence, 
Ogobara had been appointed the para-
mount chief of the Sangha district by the 
French. Today, Ogobara's sons Sekou 
Ogobara Dolo and Aboubakar Ogobara 
Dolo have succeeded him in his many 
diverse administrative responsibilities. They 
also welcome a large number of interna-
tional visitors who annually come to Sangha 
to trek throughout the cliff system where 
they are able to visit a number of villages 
and observe their customs and rituals. Both 
Sekou and Aboubakar were thrilled to meet 
me. They organized an elaborate dance cer-
emony in my honor, featuring a variety of 
the 78 different masks used by the Dogon. 
One of the most magnificent of all the 
Dogon masks is the singe mask, whose ver-
tical superstructure rises some 20 feet. I 
remember a summer afternoon when I was 
five years old helping my father to photo-
graph and pack up a singe mask that was 

given to him by Ogobara Dolo. He donated 
this mask to the American Museum of 
Natural History in New York City. As a five-
year-old, I could scarcely comprehend how 
anyone could balance such a mask on their 
head, much less dance while wearing it. 
When I observed singe dancers in the 
noontime sun in Sangha with the Dolo 
brothers by my side, I was reminded of that 
afternoon twenty years earlier when I was 
awestruck upon seeing a singe mask for 
the first time. I never imagined that I would 
one day see them danced in Sangha. 

My visit to Dogon Country was special 
because I was able to observe and document 
Dogon masking traditions as they exist at 
the present time. It was also special because 
it was in Dogon Country where my father 
had worked something of a medical mira-
cle decades earlier. At the end of a harrow-
ing day of travel through near impossible 
terrain, my father and Modibo were 
approached in their truck by a frantic group 
of villagers in desperate need of help. Two 
Dogon farmers had gotten into a dispute 
regarding the boundary of their fields. A 
violent altercation ensued between them, 
and a small army of men soon gathered on 
either side wielding hoes, knives, and 
swords. During the altercation, one of the 
farmers, a man named Poundiougou, was 
severely injured. He was brought to my 
father in critical condition, amid the fren-
zy of his panicked family members. He was 
struck with a hoe in the back of the head, 
and the crushing blow fractured his skull 
into several pieces and macereated a sec- 
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tion of brain tissue. To compound matters, 
his genitals had been lacerated as well. 
Poundiougou had been rescued in the nick 
of time, as his assailants would have sure-
ly castrated him. My father had to act imme-
diately, knowing that Poundiogou's fate 
would have been uncertain even if he were 
under the care of a neurosurgical team in a 
major hospital. There was no choice but to 
begin operating. Without a specially fitted 
plastic plate that would have been available 
to an operating room physician, my father 
had to file down the sharp edges of the skull 
where it had fractured. He sent someone off 
to a local blacksmith to obtain a file, and 
boiled it. He smoothed the broken pieces 
of bone, and sutured the scalp back togeth-
er. He then repaired the laceration to 
Poundiogou's genitals. Given the patrilin-
eal nature of the society, the injury to his 
genitals was of more concern to his family 
members than the head wound. It was an 
odd reversal of clinical judgment in my 
father's eyes, since the latter could have been 
rapidly fatal. Poundiogou was still uncon-
scious the morning after the procedure, and 
his prospects for survival were slim. 

Many months after the incident, a team 
of vaccinators arrived in a nearby village. 
There was great commotion, as the sight 
of the white Dodge trucks with red crosses 
on the front doors led the villagers to  

believe that it was my father returning. The 
vaccinators found that Poundiogou was 
miraculously alive and well, and that the 
doctor who had saved his life had become 
a legend on the cliff. 

It was quite surreal to travel through the 
rural Malian countryside, in a land so for-
eign from my own, and have people come 
up to me and greet me like a long lost rela-
tive. Many people were dumbfounded that 
I had "come back." For them, my visit 
embodied the spirit of all the work my father 
had done to improve the lives of millions of 
Malians. My presence made them feel that 
his love for Mali and its people had not been 
lost, and that it was alive and well across a 
half-century. Before my departure from 
Dogon Country, Sekou and Aboubakar pre-
sented me with a chief's staff and a tradi-
tional Dogon basket that I was to give to my 
father upon my return to the United States. 

Rivers and Mud Bricks 
Following my visit to Dogon Country I 

traveled to the famous port city of Mopti, 
which lies at the confluence of the Bani and 
Niger Rivers. Often referred to as the "Venice 
of Mali," Mopti is situated on three islands 
which teem with commercial activity. The 
maritime feel of the city is quite unusual in 
a landlocked country. While visiting Mopti, 
Modibo and I stayed in the neighboring  

town of Sevare at "Mac's Refuge," a small 
rest house owned by my father's close friend 
John "Mac" McKinney. Mac's parents, 
Reverend Francis J. McKinney and his wife 
Laura, were American missionaries who set 
up in the village of Sangha in 1930. Mac 
was born in Mopti and raised in Dogon 
Country, and speaks fluent Dogon. While 
in Sevare, I met the extended family of the 
late Gani Diallo. Gani was my father's Peul 
interpreter, and worked with him when my 
father vaccinated the nomad camps in the 
region. The Peul were greatly afflicted by 
smallpox because of their nomadic lifestyle. 
This lifestyle also made it difficult for my 
father to vaccinate them. Gani helped my 
father study their nomadic routes so that 
an effective vaccination plan could be devel-
oped. I visited a Peul nomad camp on the 
parched flood plain of the Niger River. As 
soon as I stepped out of the truck, a horde 
of children came rushing toward me yelling 
"Toubabou! Toubabou!" For many of the chil-
dren, I was the first white person they had 
seen. One young girl rubbed my arm, and 
then looked at her hand as if she were 
expecting my white skin to come off. 

Before I left Mopti, Gouro Diallo, one of 
Gani's sons, asked that I take an envelope to 
the United States to mail for him. (Despite 
improvements since my father's time, inter-
nationally bound mail is occasionally pil- 

Left to right, Cow mash dancer. Western Bamana Country, 2006. Woman and child in front of a traditional straw-roofed hut. Eastern Bamana Country, 

2006. The author with village elders. Western Bamana Country, 2006. 
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fered before leaving the country). The let-
ter was addressed to Dr. Kristina Van Dyke, 
Associate Curator of the Menil Collection 
in Houston, Texas. I recognized the name 
immediately, and told Gouro that I knew 
Dr. Van Dyke personally. She had met the 
Diallo family while doing fieldwork in Mali, 
and we were both surprised to make such 
a connection. I assured him that the letter 
would be delivered safely. 

A few hours by road from Sevare lies one 
of the most fabled cities in all of West Africa. 
Djenne has long been a major center for 
education and commerce in Mali. It is per-
haps best known for being home to the 
Great Mosque, the largest mud brick struc-
ture in the world. Constructed almost a cen-
tury ago, the mosque is widely viewed as 
one of the most impressive architectural 
achievements in all of Africa. Modibo and 
I visited Djenne on the day of the weekly 
market, and witnessed the convergence and 
exchange of goods from all over the region 
— from fish to textiles — in addition to enjoy-
ing the city's rich history. 

Agricultural Gods 
In 1970, my father published a seminal 

article in African Arts magazine titled "The 
Dance of the Tyi Wara." From a very young 
age, tyi wara was a very familiar phrase to 
me and my siblings. The tyi wara is an intri-
cately sculpted antelope headpiece which 
symbolizes tyi wara, a mythic figure in 
Bamanaya, the traditional religion of the 
Bamana people. A supernatural being who 
is half man and half animal, tyi wara taught 
the agriculturalist Bamana people how to 
farm. The dance is ancient, and its mean-
ings are rooted in a highly complex belief 
system and worldview. As with many of the 
traditional practices of Bamanaya, the dance 
of the tyi wara is an increasingly rare occur-
rence, and so it was a very powerful expe-
rience for me to document its performance 
in the modern day. It was performed in my 
honor along with a variety of other tradi-
tional dances in Western Bamana Country. 
Just as in Dogon Country, the Bamana 
dances brought to life the magic of a cul-
ture I have known all my life. 

Mud Cloths Then and Now 
One day in 1967, while accompanying 

Modibo on a visit to his family's compound 
in a section of Bamako called Lafiabougou, 
my father happened to notice a woman  

across the street in the process of creating 
traditional mud cloth. Gneli Traore, who 
would soon become a very close friend of 
my father, was hard at work on one of the 
most celebrated textile traditions in the 
world. Bogolanfini is a patterned cloth 
whose designs are made with mud. These 
designs represent historical events, moral-
ity tales, social situations, and encrypted 
symbolic knowledge. My father studied 
Gneli's art for almost 35 years until her 
death in 2002. Recently, he authored a 
book, African Mud Cloth: The Bogolanfini 
Art Tradition of Gneli Traore of Mali, which 
accompanies an exhibition of the same 
name at the African Art Museum of the 
SMA Fathers in Tenafly, New Jersey. The 
exhibition, which showcases the full range 
of Gneli's artistic talent, comprises the only 
known collection of her work in existence. 
In the spring of 2006, I assisted museum 
director Robert Koenig with the installa-
tion of the exhibition. Only days later, I 
was in Gneli's family compound in 
Bamako, observing the creation of tradi-
tional cloths firsthand. Gneli's relatives 
were very pleased that I was with them in 
Mali on the day that the exhibition of her 
magnificent and historically important 
works opened in the United States. I was 
also able to meet the next generation of 
artists in Gneli's workshop, who were hard 
at work on modern derivative bogolan 
cloths each day I visited. The bogolan style 
of cloth has been commercialized, and I 
was able to collect many examples of its 
use in items of modern living, including 
wallets, bags, and hats. Several of these 
items are now featured as part of the exhi-
bition at the SMA Father's Museum. 

A Village Unspoiled by Time 
One of the more memorable experi-

ences of my journey to Mali was the time 
I spent in Amadou's rural village a few hun-
dred miles from Bamako. The visit enabled 
me to experience an isolated place where 
there is no electricity and no running water, 
and where life is much the same as it was 
in my father's time. Amadou's relatives 
greeted me as if I were a celebrity. Soon 
after my arrival, I was given a sheep and 
then seated in front of a display of food 
while more than 100 villagers watched me 
eat in silence. All the while, a handful of 
young children fanned me to cool me off 
from the mid-afternoon heat. I went on  

walks with the village elders in the early 
evening, and again at sunrise. Each time 
we were accompanied by a throng of boys 
from ages five to 15. Having learned some 
Bamana from Amadou, I tried to strike up 
a conversation with them. They wouldn't 
respond to me, but rather stared at me with 
admiration. Amadou told me that they had 
such respect for me that they wouldn't dare 
speak to me in front of their older brothers 
or fathers. After returning from our evening 
walks, I would sit with the village elders 
in Amadou's compound. The young boys 
of the village gathered around, and sat in 
complete silence as they listened to their 
elders speak. They stared at me for what 
seemed like an eternity, that I began to 
wonder when they would become bored. 
"They are so happy that you are here," 
Amadou said. I went over to my backpack, 
and took out several boxes of cookies that 
I had purchased before leaving Bamako. 
"They will never forget you for the rest of 
their lives," said Amadou, as I placed a 
cookie in each of their hands. When it was 
time to leave Amadou's village, there was a 
great sense of sadness among everyone. As 
Modibo, Amadou, and I began to pack our 
things in the truck, Amadou's extended 
family gathered around us. Several of the 
children I had befriended stood closely by 
my side and began to cry. I looked up at 
Amadou and I could see tears in his eyes. 

Twin Research 
One of the research projects that my 

father undertook while in Mali was a study 
of the culture of twins among the Bamana 
and Malinke, two of the country's major 
ethnic groups. While I was in Mali, I was 
able to document the continued adherence 
to many of the cultural customs regarding 
twins. The Bamana and Malinke greatly 
value twins, and have elaborated a range 
of cultural beliefs and practices to assure 
their survival. Rates of twinning among 
these two groups average from 15.2 per 
1,000 births to 17.9 perl ,000 births, 
compared to 10.5 per 1,000 births 
(without assisted reproduction) in the 
United States and Great Britain. Twins 
(flaniw) are regarded as extraordinary 
beings with unusual powers, and as a gift 
from the supreme deity. A small altar 
(sinzin) is maintained in the home of twins, 
and periodic sacrifices of chicken blood, 
kola nuts, millet paste, and millet beer are 
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regularly made to assure their protection. 
Albinos (yefuge) and true and pseudo-her-
maphrodites (tyetemousotew) are also con-
sidered twin beings. However, they are 
believed to be the result of aberrant 
parental social behavior. 

The Bamana and Malinke believe that 
all four groups—twins, albinos, her-
maphrodites, and pseudo-hermaphrodites 
— are closely linked to Faro, an androgy-
nous supernatural being who provides equi-
librium in the world. Faro is the original 
albino and hermaphrodite who gave birth 
to the first pair of twins after self-impreg-
nation. Whenever a twin dies, a small 
wooden statue is sculpted called a flani-
tokele (twin that remains). This commem-
orative figure is kept close to the surviving 
twin, reflecting the belief in the insepara-
bility of twins. Eventually, the surviving 
twin takes responsibility for the figure. 
When a surviving twin marries, another 
figure is often sculpted in the opposite sex 
from the deceased twin, and placed with 
the original sculpture. Such commemora-
tive sculptures are not created upon the 
death of those who are albinos, hermaph-
rodites, or pseudo-hermaphrodites. 

In recent years, transformational belief 
patterns have evolved as increasing num-
bets of Bamana and Malinke embrace Islam. 
Traditional beliefs are often given Islamic 
myths of origin. However, even in this 
Islamic context, many practices that assure 
twin survival are maintained. I was able to 
document the continued use of twin dolls  

among the Bamana, and photographed a 
Bamana woman with a young son whose 
twin is deceased. My father and I recently 
co-authored an article on the subject, titled 
"Beliefs and Practices Concerning Twins, 
Hermaphrodites, and Albinos Among the 
Bamana and Malinke of Mali" in the Journal 
of Community Health. 

Like Father, Like Son 
For a society that is strongly patrilin-

eal, my visit to Mali had great importance 
to many people. It spoke volumes to those 
of Amadou's and Modibo's generation who 
deeply value a son's admiration for his 
father. My final departure from Bamako 
was bittersweet. I felt a great sense of hap-
piness at having met so many of the people 
who shaped my father's time there. Yet, it 
was so hard to say goodbye, especially to 
little Ousmane Sow. Despite his young age, 
he was able to deduce from my packed lug-
gage and emptied room that something 
was afoot. "Tu vas ou?" he asked. I told him 
that I had to travel. He replied, "Je viens 
avec toi." (I'm coming with you). I board-
ed the plane in Bamako remembering 
Tabala's urgings for me to join his salt car-
avan in Timbuctoo. I thought of the chil-
dren in Amadou's village, the Bamana 
dancers, the Dogon villagers, Amadou, 
Modibo, and the Sow Family. I felt sad at 
leaving all the people throughout the coun-
try who embraced me as part of their fam-
ilies, and considered me a Malian. 

After arriving back in the United  

States, I went to visit with Madame Sow's 
daughter Aida at the United Nations 
Headquarters where she is an assistant to 
Secretary General Kofi Annan. Aida men-
tioned that little Ousmane had been ask-
ing about me every day since my depar-
ture. I smiled as I remembered him, and 
all the people in Mali who filled my days 
there with warmth and kindness. Aida 
countered my profuse thanks for her fam-
ily's hospitality with simplicity and grace. 
"We would have done nothing less for 
you. You're part of the Sow family," she 
said, "Part of the Malian family." 

Acknowledgement 
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After graduating from Haverford, Gavin 
Imperato spent a year working at the New York 
State Department of Health AIDS Institute 
under the guidance of the Institute's Medical 
Director, Haverford alumnus Dr. Bruce Agins. 
He then completed a master of science degree at 
New York University, where he served as an 
adjunct faculty member in the Department of 
Biology. He recently conducted research in Dr. 
Renier Brentjens' cancer immunotherapy lab-
oratory at Memorial Sloan-Kettering Cancer 
Center, and is currently a medical student at 
the SUNY Downstate College of Medicine in 
New York City. 

Left to right, Woman with daughter and twin doll. Cercle of Bamako, 1974. Woman with son and twin doll. Cercle of Segou, 2006. Awa Traore, daughter 

of Gneli Traore, applying the mordant to a bogolan cloth. Bamako, 2006. Children applying mud to a bogolan cloth as Modibo N'Faly Keita looks on. 
Bamako, 2006. Alison Imperato and Pascal James Imperato at the opening of African Mud Cloth: The Bogolanfini Art Tradition of Gneli Traore of Mali. 

African Art Museum of the SMA Fathers, Tenafly, New Jersey 2006. 
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Since 1975 I have walked the various trails on the campus of Haverford College, observing and 
photographing details and vistas of this environment. On a given day my interest may be the warm 
light of dusk. At other times the surprising shapes of trees, tangled stems, or the burst of intense-
ly colored brush. Although these elements attract initial attention, the process goes further, to a 
personalization of the image that moves from what the object is, to an interpretation into a self-
contained image. I am interested in an image that simultaneously refers to the landscape, yet 
engages the visual elements of spatial complexity and dynamic light modulations. Tom Porett 
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The moon's cold light flows clean 
And hard and white 
Upon the softness of the earth 
below, 

where green limbs dark 
with swollen sun fruit wait in sleep 

and deep in streams 
the fish lie gleaming. 

Bryn Mawr/Haverford Revue, May, 1956 

light falls on Haverford 

PHOTOGRAPHY BY TOM PORETT 
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Musset, autumn-poet, poet of the mute 
October dawn, the light without a lifting, 
A pallid memory of summer suns, a fragile 

drifting 
Scarlet down upon the severed root; 

ony Amsterdam 
Bryn Mawralaverjord Revue, May, 1956 

Upon the yawning petals of anemones 
The gentle rain pads velvet soft, 
Slips discreetly down deep red and purple 
To feed the hunger hidden there. 

a  y  `  "owe 
Bryn Mawr/Hayed-or 

_ 	 _  



The statues among the living 
Those in instant places 

Blend in the high branches 
Filling the picture a far field off. 

It is not the loss of hope that condemns 
man it is 
The loss of need. 

Bryn Mawr/Have o 



1 love you Jo, with all my heart. 
"You silly boy" she said. 
I hung my head. 
"You foolish little clown." 
She minced away. 
I counted seven dainty steps, 
And then 1 shot her down. 

Hans Englehardt 
Bryn Mawt /HaNcrf aid Revue, May, 1056 
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Regarding the never-was — presume 
it's better to regard it not 
at all, and let the pure thought be 
as rare as nothing, and as free. 

Bryn Mawr/Havelford Revue, Feb.,1957 

Tom Porett is at work on a book drawing from his years of shooting photographs on 

Haverford's campus. More of his work can be viewed online at www.dimagery.com  



HAVERFORD ANNUAL FUND 
Dear Friends, 

With summer come and gone, 
Haverford has officially closed its books 
for fiscal year 2006 and is well into the 
first months of fiscal year 2007. As the 
new chair of the Haverford Annual Fund 
Executive Committee, I am writing to 
recognize our hard-working volunteers, 
and to provide a brief summary of the 
exciting plans for this year. 

Some of the highlights from last 
fiscal year include: 

• 707 donors made their first gift to the 
Haverford Fund, including 212 mem-
bers of the Class of 2006. 

• 3,738 gifts of less than $250 combined 
for over $357,837 for the Haverford 
Fund. 

• Overall, our youngest alumni classes 
(the first 15 years out) increased their 
participation over three percentage 
points, from 35.8% to 39%. 

These tremendous results would not 
have been possible without the work of 
our many dedicated volunteers. I'd like 
to offer a special thank-you to our many 
wonderful class chairs for their efforts,  

including the four who are featured in 
this magazine. The College depends on 
the hard work of our volunteers to be 
successful each and every year, and this 
year is no exception. 

As you read this, we are already hard at 
work on the new fiscal year, which prom-
ises to be a fascinating one. As the College 
searches for a new president, we 
will celebrate the legacy of Tom 
Tritton and all who have served 
the College by introducing "The 
Tommy T Challenge." Thanks 
to the generosity of several lead-
ing donors, all new and 
increased gifts to the Haverford 
Fund will be matched. To that 
end, we will once again be counting on 
the support of our loyal alumni, parents, 
and friends to increase their gifts this year 
to "Celebrate Service" —our theme for 
the year. 

One way you can help is to con-
tribute now to The Haverford Fund. 
Increasingly, the College finds itself 
spending time, money and energy try-
ing to locate loyal contributors in June, 
as the fiscal year ends. By making a con-
tribution in 2006 (or January 2007 for  

those who wish to have the tax-
deductible contribution count next 
year), you will greatly assist Haverford 
in tangible ways. Visit www.haver-
ford.edu/makeagift;  giving online has 
never been easier. 

Finally, I wish to conclude by writ-
ing that your contributions are greatly 

appreciated, and that the 
College is always looking for 
regional volunteers to help 
with serving as an admission 
volunteer, or planning an 
alumni event. Please visit 
my.haverford.edu  if you wish 
to get more involved in these 
efforts. 

Your generosity provides the meas-
ure of excellence that makes Haverford 
the distinctly outstanding institution 
that it is. Thank you for your loyalty 
and dedication. 

Respectfully, 

OA. 
Robert M. Eisenger '87 
Chair, Haverford Annual Fund 

Phonathon 
Throughout October and November our students will be 

calling to connect with alumni, parents, and friends and ask-
ing them to support Haverford. Take advantage of this call to 
make your gift to the Haverford Fund and learn first-hand 
of the exciting things Haverford students are doing. 

The 1833 Society 
This fiscal year represents the inaugural year of Haverford's 

new leadership giving society. Donors who make gifts of 
$1,833 or more this fiscal year will be charter members of 
the 1833 Society. 

Our youngest alumni are invited to join the 1833 Society 
with gifts at the following levels: 

Barclay Beach: $250 and above (Graduates of 2003-2007) 
Lloyd Green: $750 and above (Graduates of 2002-1998) 

Awards 
The Scarlet and Black Award 
Class of 2002 – 41.5% participation 

For the class with the highest percentage of participation 
among the ten most recent classes. 

The Founders Bell Award 
Class of 1982 – 61.2% participation 

For the class with the highest percentage of participation 
among the classes celebrating the 10th through 25th reunions. 

The Alumni Association Cup 
Class of 1966 – 96.5% participation 

For the class with the highest percentage of participation 
among the classes celebrating the 25th through the 50th 
reunions. 

Volunteers 
The College is always looking for regional and class vol-

unteers. You can find more information on current volun-
teers and volunteer opportunities at my.haverford.edu. 
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Notes from the Alumni Association 

Fellow Alumni, 
It is my pleasure and honor to begin 

service as president of Haverford's Alumni 
Association. Thanks in large part to your 
commitment, participation, and contribu-
tions, the College is as rigorous and the 
campus as beautiful as ever. 

As you may know by now, the College 
is in the midst of an important leadership 
transition. For the past several months, I 
have been working with a dedicated group 
of fellow alumni, faculty, staff, students, and 
friends of the College to identify a successor 
to Tom Tritton as President of the College 
beginning July 2007. I invite you to offer 
your perspective and suggestions through 
the official search website at www.haver-
ford.edu/presidentialsearch,  where you may 
also learn more about the search itself. 

Our alumni community has grown 
stronger and more active in recent years, 
working in partnership with Tom Tritton 
at the helm of the College. From the very 
beginning, Tom has understood the value 
of this extraordinary alumni community 
and helped us flourish. His warm and 
personal interactions with alumni will be 
sorely missed. Although the list of Tom's 
accomplishments in office is long, his con-
tributions to the advancement of the alum-
ni community will be among the most 
important and lasting. Over the next sev- 

eral months, alumni will have the oppor-
tunity to say good-bye and wish Tom and 
his wife, Louise, well in their future 
endeavors as they embark on an 11 city 
Farewell Tour. I hope many alumni will 
take advantage of these opportunities to 
extend our collective thanks to Tom and 
to visit with local Haverford friends. 

I also want to take this opportunity to 
talk about another important transition 
affecting alumni. Violet Brown, who has 
ably led the College's Office of Alumni 
Relations for the past 7 years has transi-
tioned into a new role with the College 
where she will be focusing on parent pro-
grams and special events. I know that I 
speak for thousands of Haverford gradu-
ates who have appreciated Violet's energy, 
enthusiasm, professionalism, and friend-
ship, when I extend heartfelt thanks for 
her invaluable contributions to alumni 
affairs. Earlier this summer, we welcomed 
Katie Alwart, who joined us from the 
University of Pennsylvania, as the College's 
new Director of Alumni Relations. She has 
already provided sound leadership and cre-
ativity, and I know that the alumni body 
as a whole will very quickly come to know 
and appreciate her valuable contributions. 

Although both the College and the 
alumni staff are facing a period of transi- 

tion, your Alumni Association remains 
vibrant. Regional activities are occurring 
throughout the country and volunteers are 
working hard to support Haverford 
through admissions work, regional events, 
career services support, and fundraising. 

The Alumni Association seeks to provide 
a lifelong community for students and alum-
ni and to support the College's commitment 
to academic excellence and its historic val-
ues. As I begin my term as president of the 
Alumni Association, I look forward to fur-
thering the substantial progress made under 
the tenures of President Tom Tritton, Violet 
Brown, and my predecessor Jonathan 
LeBreton '79. If you would like to get 
involved or propose ways of improving 
alumni activities, we welcome your ideas. 

Garry W Jenkins '92 
g_jenkins@post.harvard.edu  

Alumni Association Executive Committee 

Members and Liaison Responsibilities 

Melissa M. Allen '86 

Sarah G. Ketchum Baker '91 

Lisa S. Berenson '01 

John R. Botti '92 

Anita V. Crofts '92 

Kyle W. Danish '89 

Emily D. Davis '99 

Robert Eisinger '87, ex officio 

Jamie Ersbak '01 

David Fogelson '73 

Michael E. Gluck '82 

Robert Kautz '80 

Scott Kimmich '51 

Jonathan LeBreton '79 

Mark R. Miller '84 

Christopher B. Mueller '66 

Erik D. Muther '94 

Benjamin Rose '80 

Burton R. Saidel '53 

Bruce Segal '83 

Student Representative 

Susannah C. Henschel '08 

If you would like to nominate an alumnus/a for the Alumni Association 
Executive Committee, please contact the Alumni Office at (610) 896-1004. 

continued on page 60 

President 

Garry W. Jenkins '92 

Vice President 

Bradley J. Mayer '92 
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Alumni Award Nominations 
In a few months, Haverford College will present its prestigious Alumni 

Awards. As a Haverford graduate, you are in a unique position to identify 
friends, colleagues, or classmates who, due to accomplishment, service, or 
volunteerism, deserve to be recognized. These awards will be presented 
during Alumni Weekend at the Alumni Awards Ceremony on June 2, 2007. 

Below is a description of each award: 

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

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

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

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

Not sure whether your nominee qualifies for nomination? 

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

DEADLINE for Alumni Award nominations: Friday, March 30, 2007 

Register Now for 
my.Haverford.edu  

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

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

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

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

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

3. Create your own username and password. 

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

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

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



Moved to Speak by David Langlieb 'OS 

The Black 
Squirrel's Burden 
What separates a Haverford edu-
cation from a Yale education or a University 
of Phoenix education? You guessed it: A 
commitment to social and civic respon-
sibility. This is why after graduating from 
Haverford in 2005 I decided to move to 
a neighborhood where I knew I could 
make a difference. That neighborhood 
was Greenpoint, Brooklyn. 

Greenpoint is a tightly knit, working 
class, semi-urban community of first-
and second-generation Polish immi-
grants. It's the kind of place where the 
old ladies shop at Gus's Fruit Stand 
instead of Wal-Mart, and parents take 
their kids to the park on Sunday nights 
to play softball and drink lemonade. 
Communities like Greenpoint are a dying 
breed in America, and thank God for 
that. Try ordering a Venti Caramel 
Macchiato at the Franklin Street "coffee 
shop" and you'll see what I mean. While 
the community has several problems, 
most of them come back to the high den-
sity of Polish people infesting its row-
houses. Mocking Poles for being stupid 
is perhaps the last form of politically cor-
rect prejudice, as well as the most accu-
rate. The other day I asked a local Polak 
shopkeeper if he'd heard the one about 
the Polish guy who tried to fill up his 
gas tank by driving the car in reverse. 
The shopkeeper didn't respond because 
he'd accidentally put his pants on his 
head that morning and the waistband 
was cutting off his hearing. 

I'm kidding, of course, but Greenpoint's 
problems are no laughing matter, and they 
won't be solved by teaching the locals how 
to wear pants. The Greenpoint business 
district, for example, is even uglier than 
the morons who work there. Shoddy 
hand-made signage pollutes the storefront 
windows, and some of the signs aren't even 
in English. A friendly corporate logo or  

two would do wonders for the place. The 
good news is that it looks like they're 
opening a Blimpie on Calyer Street, where 
Ula's Deli used to reside. I'm not sure what 
they're doing with Ula, but maybe if she 
promises to clean her ears once in awhile 
they'll let her work the cash register. 

Amidst these modest improvements 
are a few old-school New York charms. 
I'll admit that I was kind of intrigued by 

the bearded alcoholic homeless man who 
lives outside the subway station. That was 
cute for about five minutes. But day after 
day with the nonsensical screaming and 
the pointing...get over yourself, buddy. 

So why do I live in Greenpoint? 
Because if I didn't, then it wouldn't get 
any better. Oh sure, I could move to SoHo 
or the Upper East Side like some of my 
fellow Haverford graduates who care only 
about themselves. But those places have 
already been saved and they don't need 
my help. If my Haverford education has 
taught me anything, its that social change 
doesn't happen overnight. You must, if 
necessary, be willing to endure months of 
living without a Lord & Taylor in the 
immediate area. 

Not to toot my own horn, but I've done 
wonders for the community. My non-eth-
nic whiteness, above average hygiene, and 
dependable income have already attract- 

ed new investments to Greenpoint. Private 
developers are within months of breaking 
ground on a massive high-rise condo-
minium complex on the Greenpoint 
waterfront. There'll be a rooftop pool, a 
fitness center, and gorgeous views of the 
Manhattan skyline from across the East 
River. It's not quite perfect—a small per-
centage of the apartments will go to low-
income families—but nine tenths of a loaf 
is better than none. 

One thing I do worry about is that 
Greenpoint will gentrify incorrectly. This 
is what's happening in adjacent 
Williamsburg, where the Hasidic Jews are 
being displaced by hipsters. Sure, their 
parents give them enough money to keep 
the neighborhood looking decent, but the 
new population is almost as annoying as 
the old one. And yes, they do wear suits 
and ties sometimes, but only to be ironic. 
No thank you. 

I'd hate to see that happen to 
Greenpoint, because it has so much 
potential. It's a place I'd like to raise my 
kids: Within a stone's throw of Manhattan, 
amidst lawyers and investment bankers, 
and as shut off from civil society as 
humanly possible. I dream of a 
Greenpoint where Banana Republic is 
open all night, where groceries are ordered 
over the Internet, and where the church-
es are converted to mixed-use parking 
facilities. Mine is a Greenpoint of the 
future, sensitive to the desires of its resi-
dents who so desperately need a racquet 
club and driving range. Or who will, 
anyway, after the vermin are gone. 

So join me, my fellow Greenpointians. 
That is, if you're literate enough to under-
stand what I've written. 

David Langlieb '05 is a project manager for 
the New York City Parks Department. 
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