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I don’t avoid pain by not
remembering something; 
I try to remember....
Memory is empowering, 
and it’s what gives you 
your sense of continuity 
in the world. 
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Faculty Profile

Unanswered
Questions

I do not understand the purpose of
Noah Levitt’s eight-page article in the
Winter 2002 issue on the United Nations
Racism Conference in South Africa, in
which he expresses some very personal
views while leaving a number of questions
unanswered.

First of all, was this piece published for
its literary value only or was it supposed to
give a one-sided picture with another to fol-
low? There are obviously different inter-
pretations of what Leavitt calls the “vio-
lently anti-Semitic and even more violently
anti-Israel climate” of the conference. What,
for instance, made “leaders of the most pres-
tigious and high profile civil- and human-
rights activists in the United States today”
chant (under a full moon, as he reports)
“Stop U.S. racism all over the world”?

I would also like to know which organ-
ization Leavitt represented as a “white
Jewish man from the United States,” and
whether there were any other Haverford
graduates attending. Finally: while in the
introduction he states, “I had seen Tutu’s
daughter on my flight” without any fur-
ther reference in the text he recalls further
down the unsavory detail of an unnamed
woman passenger throwing up on him. If
that was her what is it supposed to mean?

Hans Janitschek ’54

New York, N.Y.
Hans Janitschek was senior advisor to the
United Nations from 1977 to1994.

Honor Code
I would like to correct several errors—

both factual and interpretive—in John Pfaltz’s
letter (Haverford Magazine, Spring 2002)
about my article on the honor code. I am
only writing now because I was not given
the opportunity to correct his mistakes before
his lengthy letter was published.

First, as I explained to John Pfaltz when
he first inquired about my piece immedi-
ately after it appeared in the Washington
Post (May 27, 2001), Professor Bloomfield
did not create his anti-plagiarism software
as an idle intellectual exercise. He did it
because a student told him that cheating

was rampant in his class, “How Things
Work,” and he wanted to find out whether
this was true. It was. After our e-mail
exchange, Mr. Pfaltz verified this with
Professor Bloomfield, and acknowledged
that I was correct.

Second, I never intended to hold Haver-
ford up as a sterling example of how well an
honor code works. And I certainly didn’t
intend to imply that the University of Virginia
was any less of a school because of the nature
of its honor code. I’d be an idiot to assume
that nobody ever cheats at Haverford: I’m
not, and I’m sure that they do.

The point of my piece—evidently lost
on John Pfaltz—was not moralistic but
philosophical. Honor codes shouldn’t be
used as oversight mechanisms. To do so is
not only futile, but a category mistake that
misses the very purpose of such a code,
which is to maintain a context of moral
reflection and self-scrutiny.

I was not scolding Professor Bloomfield
or the university, only pointing out that
they were both perpetuating misguided
concept of honor. I’m sorry if Mr. Pflatz
misunderstood this.

Robert S. Boynton ’85

Brooklyn, N.Y.

Cary
Remembered

This is not just another account of Steve
Cary’s love for Haverford, it is a call for
reflection and action.

We all know how much Steve did for the
College, both by his presence and by his
actions.  Let me give an example.  Some 20
years ago, Steve set out to raise some money
to refurbish the Strawbridge Observatory.
He went to see an alumnus of the College,
and a member of the Strawbridge family,
Gordon, of the Class of ’23. Mr. Strawbridge
agreed to donate a $10,000 stock certificate,
then asked Steve to come down to his bank
while he extracted it from his safe deposit
box. As Steve looked on, Gordon Straw-
bridge opened the box, only to reveal a sub-
stantial stack of these $10,000 stock cer-
tificates. As Steve tells the story, he handed
one to Steve, who then said, “Come on,

Gordie, give me another.” Another was
handed over. With a twinkle in his eye I’m
sure you can all imagine, Steve jostled
Gordon Strawbridge with his elbow and
said, “Hey come on, how about another…?”
And so it went until Steve walked away with
a stack of stock certificates, and much of
the cost of the refurbishment of the
Observatory was in hand.

A person without Steve’s love of the
College would not have tried such a move.
A person without Steve’s good spirit and
sure personal touch could not have pulled
it off. Steve Cary, more than anyone I know,
was able to brighten “the light of God” in
others, and to kindle a love of Haverford
wherever he went. 

So, I would ask you, when you next
consider a donation to Haverford College,
to imagine for a moment Steve Cary stand-
ing beside you cheerfully bumping you
with his elbow and saying, “Come on, give
a little more!”

Bruce Partridge

Bettye and Howard Marshall Professor of
Natural Sciences

From time to time when I was at
Haverford, people wondered aloud if
Haverford’s Quaker heritage still made
much difference. I was a Haverford fresh-
man in 1972 and, with others, went out
in the Atlantic Ocean in a canoe on week-
ends to try to block the loading of the
U.S.S. Nitro, which was taking on ammu-
nitions for use by aircraft carriers in
Vietnam. Steve Cary was among the con-
tingent who blocked the railroad tracks
and got arrested. I wondered how the cam-
pus would react to the arrest of the
College’s vice president for fund-raising.
On Monday morning, there was hardly any
reaction. No one was the least bit surprised
that Steve had been arrested in an anti-war
protest. It was as if such an arrest were as
much a part of Steve’s life and job as meet-
ing a rich alum for dinner or sitting at his
desk. And that wasn’t the way it was at
other colleges in 1972.

Dave Wessel ’75

Washington, D.C.

Letters to the Editor
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Harold Bloom in his book How to
Read and Why strikes a high standard:
“Information is endlessly available to us;
where shall wisdom be found?” The
answer, of course, lies in reading. Not read-
ing to pass the time, or to entertain, or to
impress people. Rather, reading to engage
other minds, to create literary friendships
where physical ones are impractical, and
to prepare ourselves for grappling with an
often inexplicable world.

Bloom’s reading list is formidable. It
ranges through time from William
Shakespeare to Toni Morrison, and across
geography from Jose Luis Borges to Vladimir
Nabokov. And if his reading isn’t impres-
sive enough, a check of the TriCollege
library catalog yields 390 copies of books
he has authored or edited. I stand in awe of
such prolific output and input.

My own reading list is more prosaic and
driven in part by the practical limitations
of too little time for too many pursuits. 

The most impressive book I’ve read in
2002 is David McCollough’s biography of
John Adams. The book is carried in large
measure—and the research greatly aided—
by the existence of Adams’ copious notes,
letters, and diaries. The book reinforces the
already learned lesson that a graceful writer
can capture deep insights into humanity.
The pace and rhythm of 18th-century
American life is beautifully portrayed, yield-
ing an austere yet oddly appealing com-
parison to the instantaneous and frenetic
patterns of modern life. Appetite whetted,
now on my shelf for the next foray into
colonial history is American Sphinx, the
Jefferson biography by Joseph Ellis.

Another longish but worthy read is The
Modern Mind by Peter Watson. The book’s
subtitle is “An intellectual history of the
20th century.” If you enjoy eclectic voyages
over broad landscapes, you’ll like this one.
Also in the nonfiction category, a Christmas
present (from my parents) was The Science
of Illusion by Jacques Ninio. The work deals
with the artistic and visual basis for optical

illusions, mirages, and related paradoxical
images. It is a fascinating exploration of how
our perception (and conception) of the
world is shaped and misshaped by sensory
cues that may or may not be accurate. A
perfect metaphor for academic life! Speaking
of which, Academic Instincts by Marjorie
Garber, former Haverford professor now
toiling in the Harvard English department,
is next on my list. Billed as a series of essays
on the relationships between disciplines
and modes of inquiry, this promises much
grist for my ruminative moments.

On the fiction side of the aisle, I’ll men-
tion three recent favorites of varying degrees
of high culture. First is The Best of Jackson
Payne by Jack Fuller. I discovered this book
at City Lights Bookstore in San Francisco
(you probably aren’t a full-fledged biblio-
phile if you haven’t been there), and it’s a
great blend of academic novel, murder mys-
tery, and riffs on jazz. Very cool. In the sci-
ence-fiction category (a longtime love) is
Calculating God by Robert J. Sawyer. This
novel showcases the complete spectrum of
the genre, including an intelligent alien vis-
iting modern-day earth, a human hero try-
ing to make sense of the galactic visitor
while suffering from a fatal disease, and an
interwoven dialogue on whether it is pos-
sible to prove the existence of God. Finally,
in the potboiler category is Richard North
Patterson’s Protect and Defend. The author
was a college classmate of mine and I’ve
enjoyed reading all his books. This one
takes on the difficult subject of abortion in
a sensitive way that avoids demonizing the
various points of view while showing how
divisive deeply held convictions can be.

Two indispensable magazines are The
New Yorker and The Nation. Whatever else is
happening, these rise to the top of the read-
ing file; the former because of its immense
scope, terrific writing, and the ubiquitous
cartoons (Louise and I frequently share a
quiet, or not so quiet, chuckle over New
Yorker humor); and the latter because of its
independent, irreverent, and spirited

approach to political life. For regular news I
peruse the Philadelphia Inquirer each morn-
ing with breakfast and, for elevated probity,
the New York Times on weekends. Newsweek
and Time have also been in the household
for many years, although with the advent of
Web sources I find them less essential for
trying to make sense of the world.

On the professional required reading list
are two sets: The Chronicle of Higher
Education and Change for gauging the world
of higher learning; and Science, Nature, and
Science News for pretending that I’m keep-
ing up with my academic profession. No
serious higher education administrator fails
to read the Chronicle (including the daily e-
mail digest) for its range of coverage, and I
have found Change to have the most con-
sistently interesting articles among the many
other educational magazines that cross my
desk. On the scientific front, while I used
to read these journals for duty, I now do so
for pleasure. Delight seems to be largely dic-
tated by that which is not required. Finally,
for pleasure, I also contentedly devour both
Golf Digest and the New York Review of
Books, probably speaking to a certain oscil-
lation between body and mind.

I’d read more books if I could, and less
of the unending flotsam of words that clut-
ter daily life. The difference, as mentioned
at the outset, is what separates wisdom and
information. The former carries reflection,
insight, and art; the latter, merely detail
and urgency. Returning to Harold Bloom:
“reading well is one of the great pleasures
that solitude can afford you, because it is,
at least in my experience, the most heal-
ing of pleasures.” 

Enough said.

by Tom Tritton, President

Reading List

The View from Founders
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Professor of Religion Michael Sells
intended his 1999 book Approaching the
Qur’an: Early Revelations (White Cloud
Press) to provide a better understanding of
the Islamic faith—not cause controversy.

Yet it’s this book that has caused the
Family Policy Network, a conservative
Christian educational organization, to file
a lawsuit against the University of North
Carolina in Chapel Hill, which is requiring
all incoming freshmen to read Approaching
the Qur’an. The organization is filing the
suit on behalf of three students who refuse
to read the book on the grounds that it
violates church/state separation.

Every year, UNC requires all freshmen
to read one single, same book chosen to
address an important world issue.
Approaching the Qur’an, a collection of 
35 translated passages with written com-
mentaries on each, was chosen specifically
because of the Sept. 11 terrorist attacks
and subsequent interest in the Islamic
faith. The Family Policy Network, along
with several students and parents, objects
to the fact that the book presents what
they call a one-sided view of Islam, exclud-
ing passages that have been served as
inspiration to terrorists and failing to por-
tray it as a “religion of violence.” Others
argue that a religious book should not be
required reading at a public university on
the grounds of separation of church and
state, and still others claim that by choos-
ing this book, UNC is preaching Islam as

somehow superior to Christianity. 
The school defends its selection, say-

ing that its role is to increase understand-
ing of Islam. Sells agrees, explaining that
the book introduces the reader to Qur’an
passages most central to the lives of

Muslims, and gives students a better sense
of why these traditions are so meaningful
to people of this faith. 

In a personal response to the lawsuit,
which can be found at Sells’ Web site,
www.haverford.edu/relg/sells, he claims
that his book “no more preaches Islam

than the Bible selections used in required
Western Civilization and humanities
courses preach Judaism or Christianity.”
He says that the Qur’an has traditionally
been difficult for Americans to compre-
hend, and that the translations found in
bookstores are not true to most Muslims’
experience of these passages. “My book
explains why that is the case and offers an
entry into the Qur’an’s core literary fea-
tures and theological ideas,” he says in his
statement. “Such a reading could only
encourage and strengthen a more pro-
ductive understanding of religion and ter-
rorism.”

In the wake of the terrorist attacks,
Sells was asked by several news organi-
zations to explain the differences among
various Islamic sects and their relation-
ship to the Al Queda network. He has
always maintained that Al Queda and the
Taliban adhere to an unusual strand of
Islam and do not represent all Muslims.
Recently, Sells appeared on the Fox News
program “Hannity and Holmes” to debate
UNC’s decision with Joe Glover, president
of the Family Policy Network. (Fox News
mainstay Bill O’Reilly has thrown his own
opinion into the ring by stating that
requiring students to read Approaching
the Qur’an now is like requiring them to
read Hitler’s Mein Kampf during World
War II.)

In response to the lawsuit, UNC has
amended the reading assignment and
allowed students who object to the book
to submit a one-page paper explaining
their position.

—B.M.

Main Lines

Haverford Professor’s Book at the 
Center of Controversy 

Bean Named Associate Dean and Director of Academic Resources 

Philip A. Bean, an assistant dean of
freshmen at Harvard University, has been
named Haverford’s associate dean and
director of academic resources, effective
Aug. 26, 2002. 

A native of Utica, N.Y., Bean received
his B.A. in American History from Union
College in 1986. He received a second B.A.
and an M.A. from Oxford University
(Worcester College) in 1989. Most recent-
ly, he received a second M.A. and a Ph.D.
in American History from the University of
Rochester in 1993. 

Bean has worked in higher education
for approximately 10 years, beginning his
career during the fall of 1992 as lecturer
on American History at Hamilton College
in Clinton, N.Y. In 1996, he was offered
and accepted the position of executive
assistant to the dean of Harvard College
and in 1998 he was appointed to the posi-
tion of assistant dean of freshmen, one of
three such positions for a Harvard fresh-
man class of approximately 1,700 students.
In 2001, he was appointed lecturer on his-
tory and literature at Harvard.

Philip A. Bean



The Friends Corner 
Lorna and Lathrop Nelson take a

relaxing stroll on campus with their two
golden retrievers, George and Macduff.
Although neighbors of the College for
many years, they were not familiar with
the campus until they acquired their first
golden retriever, George, seven years ago.
George’s boundless enthusiasm as a
puppy quickly had them looking for a
safe place with more room to move. They
were delighted to discover Haverford’s
beautiful campus and Nature Trail. With
the addition of their second golden
retriever, Macduff, four years ago, Lorna
admits that Haverford quickly became
their “home away from home.” Later,
when they began landscaping their prop-
erty, they turned to Haverford for ideas.

“During our walks, we began sticking our
heads in the plants looking at tree labels,”
Lathrop laughs.

“As I approached retirement, I want-
ed to give something back to the com-
munity,” Lathrop explains. He joined the
Campus Arboretum Association in 1997
and he has been giving his talents, time,
and energy ever since. An avid photog-
rapher with a love for Haverford and an
eye for the exquisite beauty of the cam-
pus, many of his photographs can be seen
in the Arboretum’s numerous publica-
tions. In 2000, he became an executive
committee member of the Arboretum and
that same year both he and Lorna became
members of Haverford’s National Gifts
Program, a major philanthropic program

in the “Educating to Lead, Educating to
Serve” campaign. 

Lathrop assumed the position of
Volunteer Chair of the Friends of Haverford
College Program in January of this year.
The purpose of this new program is to
actively engage members of the greater
community in meaningful, long-term rela-
tionships with the College. With a small
alumni donor base, the program also hopes
to develop other sources of financial sup-
port for the College. 

“We, (like many other members of the
community), love coming to campus,”
Lorna shares. “The students are so friend-
ly. They frequently stop us when we’re out
with our dogs and tell us that they miss
their dogs at home. The dogs are a real ice-
breaker.” 

“We also like living near a college for
all the cultural opportunities it offers to
the community.” Lathrop explains.

The College supports the community. As
members of the community who enjoy the
College, we want to insure that Haverford
will be able to continue to serve present and
future generations for years to come.” 

“This is such a beautiful, peaceful
spot,” Lorna adds. 

George and Macduff, who are eagerly
wagging their tails and pulling on their
leashes, appear to agree.

The greater community is invited to
discover the peace and beauty of
Haverford during our Family & Friends
Weekend & Homecoming, October 25-
27, 2002. For more information about
the Friends of Haverford College
Program and Haverford College events
open to the public, please contact Dee
Delaney, 610-896-2992,
ddelaney@haverford.edu.

Cosby a Proud Ford 

Bill Cosby proudly wore Haverford apparel on national televi-
sion through the spring and summer. He wore a Haverford shirt on
NBC’s “Today” show after he was awarded the Presidential Medal of
Freedom at the White House in July. The medal is the nation’s high-
est civilian honor. Cosby also was featured on The Weather Channel’s
25th anniversary promotions, again displaying his Haverford wear. 
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Dog days: The
Nelsons walk their
retrievers on campus.
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April in New York 
The “Educating to Lead, Educating

to Serve” campaign celebration held
at Cipriani in New York City was
attended by more than 500 Haverford
alumni, the largest off-campus event
in the College’s history. Hosted by Jerry
Levin ’60, the evening featured live
and silent auctions, the unveiling of a
new Haverford video, and a stirring
musical performance by Broadway
singer La Chanze Gooding, widow of
Calvin Gooding ’84. Board Chair
Barry Zubrow ’75 prompted waves of
applause and cheers from the
crowd with his surprise
announcement of the gift of an
additional $5 million to the
College from John Whitehead ’43.
As they left Cipriani for the
evening, guests were handed
advance copies of the newly
redesigned Spring 2002 alumni
magazine.

Commencement
2002 

On Sunday, May 19, President Tom
Tritton awarded 291 degrees to
Haverford’s Class of 2002 under bright
but cool skies. The ceremony’s open-
ing reading was delivered by retiring
Secretary of the College and Senior
Gift Planner G. Holger Hansen. 

Four individuals were awarded
honorary degrees in recognition of
their accomplishments and contribu-
tions in the arts, sciences, education,
and human rights: Bill Cosby, come-
dian, actor, and author; Elaine Hansen,
Haverford College provost (now pres-
ident of Bates College in Lewiston,
Maine); Edward Snyder, the former
legislative secretary for the Friends
Committee on National Legislation;
and Helen Rodriguez-Trias, the pedi-
atrician and former co-director of the
Pacific Institute for Women’s Health,
who was honored posthumously.

Above: President Tom Tritton greets a happy
graduate on May 19. Right: Bill Cosby
addresses the Class of 2002 in his Haverford
baseball cap.

Main Lines
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Left: John Whitehead ’43 acknowledges
the crowd’s applause. Right: Jerry Levin ’60
hosted the largest off-campus event in
Haverford history on  April 18, 2001, at
Cipriani.
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Hansen Retires 

G. Holger “Hogie” Hansen, Secretary of the College and
Senior Gift Planner, retired from the College this summer fol-
lowing 22 years of service and dedication to Haverford. At a
campus celebration on June 10, Hansen was presented with the
first framed Iris Giclee print of the original oil painting
“Founders Hall in Spring” by Charles Raskob Robinson ’62. 

Robinson, who previously worked with Hansen to devel-
op the Duck Pond painting, was on hand to make the pres-
entation. Prints of the Founders Hall painting have been
given by Robinson and his wife, Barbara Paul Robinson (BMC
’62), to the College for the “Educating to Lead, Educating to
Serve” campaign. They will be awarded to leading donors,
volunteers, and friends. 

In February, Hansen received a Retirement Recognition Award
for distinguished service at the Council for Advancement and
Support of Education (CASE) District II annual meeting 
in Toronto. 

Hogie Hansen accepts the first “Founders Hall in Spring”
painting by Charles Raskob Robinson ’62.

Alumni Weekend 

On June 1, the 2002 Alumni Association Award winners were
(from left): Elon Spar ’83 (Perry Award), Robert Elwood ’82 (Sheppard
Award), Daniel Serwer ’67 (Haverford Award), Samuel Angell ’82
(Sheppard Award), Andrew Frishkoff ’88 (Kaye Award), Joseph
Gardner, Charlotte Gardner, and Jocelyn Gooding (Calvin J. Gooding
’84, Douglas B. Gardner ’84, and Thomas Glasser ’82 were awarded
the Forman Award posthumously).

Below: The Class of
’97 pitches in and
plants a new tree with
the help of Carol
Wagner, staff horti-
culturalist.

Left: Bob Elwood ’82 (center) organized a
memorial lap around the track for class-
mate Tom Glasser. 

J.B. Haglund ’02
Update

J.B. Haglund ’02 finished his
already superlative Haverford
track career with a flourish, win-
ning two more national titles at
the NCAA Division III Outdoor
Track and Field Championships
at Macalester College in late May. 

Haglund won both the 5,000-
meter and 10,000-meter runs
and, in doing so, became just the
third Haverford runner to win
two national titles in one meet.
His performances garnered him
yet another award, as Most
Outstanding Male Track Athlete
in NCAA Division III. 

It was Haglund’s fourth
national championship of the
year. He won national champi-
onships in all three seasons of the
same academic year, a feat
unprecedented at Haverford.

Haglund also won the 2002
Varsity Cup, the College’s high-
est athletic honor, at the Spring
Awards Dinner of the Alumni-
Varsity Club in early May.
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Faculty Notes

Three new tenure-track appointments
will join the Haverford faculty for the
2002-2003 academic year. They are:
Thomas Deans, assistant professor of
rhetoric and composition and Director
of College Writing; Laura McGrane,
instructor in English; and Iruka Okeke,
assistant professor of biology. In addi-
tion, Hee Sook Kim will join the facul-
ty in a regular part-time position as assis-
tant professor of fine arts and the
College’s new printmaker.

An article by Associate Professor of
Physics Suzanne Amador Kane, titled
“An undergraduate biophysics program:
curriculum examples and lessons from
a liberal arts context,” appeared in the
June-September issue of the American
Journal of Physics. The article provides
an overview of such programs and the
institutional challenges that arise in put-
ting them together.

A new composition by Associate
Professor of Music Ingrid Arauco, called
“Fantasy Quartet,” premiered in May as
part of Haverford’s Network for New
Music Performing Artists Series. The
piece was created with a $600 grant from
the Margaret Fairbank Jory Copying
Assistance Program of the American
Music Center. 

Professor of English Kim Benston
wrote the chapter “Dutchman as ‘Political
Theater’” for Political Stages, published
by Applause Theatre Books. He also
wrote “Harper and Trane: Modal
Enactments of a Love Supreme” for the
book High Modes: Essays on Michael S.
Harper, published by the University of
Illinois Press.

Julio de Paula, professor of chemistry,
attended the Ninth National Conference
of the Council on Undergraduate
Research at Connecticut College June
17-22, and chaired two workshops: one
on establishing and nurturing research
collaborations at primarily undergradu-
ate institutions and another on planning
and building science facilities at such
institutions. de Paula is Councilor of the
Council on Undergraduate Research.

Robert Fairman, assistant professor
of biology, co-authored “Exploring the
role of alanine in the structure of the Lac
repressor tetramerization domain, a fer-

ritin-like ala-coil” for volume 317 of the
Journal of Molecular Biology.

Assistant Professor of East Asian
Studies Hank Glassman presented a
paper on a 17th-century miracle tale
from Japan at the Association of Asian
Studies Annual Meeting, April 4-7.
Called “Popular Buddhism and the
Efficacy of Narration,” the paper ques-
tioned the applicability of the term “pop-
ular Buddhism” to texts such as this tale
and suggests possible motivations for its
creation. He also served on a panel dis-
cussing “Otogizoshi and the Dharma:
Popular Buddhism in the Literature of
Medieval Japan.”

Professor of Physics Jerry Gollub pub-
lished two articles in volume 65 of the
journal Physical Review: “Two dimen-
sional granular Poiseuille flow on an
incline; multiple dynamical regimes;”
and “Granular shear flow dynamics and
forces; experiment and continuum the-
ory.”

Assistant Professor of Chinese and
Linguistics Shizhe Huang’s manuscript,
Predication and Quantification in
Mandarin Chinese: A Case Study of Dou,
was accepted for publication by the
Edwin Mellen Press.

Tracey Hucks, assistant professor of
religion, was awarded a Ford Foundation
Grant through the Center of the Study
of Religion at Princeton University.
Beginning September 1, Hucks will
devote the grant to completing a four-
year research project on the study of
African-derived religions in Trinidad.
Also, Hucks’ manuscript, Approaching
the African God: African American Yoruba
Religious History in the United States, has
been contracted for publication by the
University of Illinois Press; it will be pub-
lished as part of the Blacks in Diaspora
Series.

Assistant Professor of French Duane
Kight presented the paper “Growing
Pains, Growing Pleasures, or How
French Students Learned to Love the
Web” at the Fourth Annual DigitalStream
Conference at California State University-
Monterey Bay, March 20-23.

Danielle Macbeth, associate profes-
sor of philosophy, was awarded a
Fellowship at the Center for Advanced

Study in Behavioral Sciences in Palo Alto,
Calif., for the 2002-2003 academic year.

Assistant Professor of Political Science
Steve McGovern’s book, To Make the City
Whole: Dialogues on the Problems and
Perspectives of Urban America, which he
co-authored with Harvard’s Charles
Euchner, was accepted for publication
by Rowan & Littlefield.

Maude McInerney, assistant profes-
sor of English, attended the 37th Annual
International Congress on Medieval
Studies May 2-5 in Kalamazoo, Michigan.
As part of a panel devoted to “The Seven
Deadly Sins in Malory’s Morte d’Arthur,”
she presented a paper entitled “The
Nearly Sinless Knight: Sir Bors de Ganis
and the Specter of Perfection.”

Associate Professor of German Ulrich
Schoenherr was an invited speaker with
the international conference “Austrian
Writers Confront the Past,” held at the
University of Pennsylvania April 12-14.
He presented the paper “Art, History and
Politics in Gert Jonke’s Fiction.”

Professor of Religion Michael Sells
contributed the following chapters to the
following books: “The Infinity of desire:
love, mystical union, and ethics in
Sufism,” to Crossing Boundaries: Essays
on the Ethical Status of Mysticism, pub-
lished by Seven Bridges Press; “Islam in
Serbian religious mythology and its con-
sequences” for Islam and Bosnia: Conflict
Resolution and Foreign Policy in Multi-
Ethnic States, published by McGill-
Queen’s University Press; “Irremediable
ecstasy; modes of the lyric in Etel Adnan’s
The Spring Flowers Own and
Manifestations of the Voyage,” to Etel
Adnan: Critical Essays on the Arab-
American Writer and Artist, published by
McFarland and Co.; and “The Wedding
of Zein: Islam through the modern
novel,” in Approaches to the Teaching of
Islamic Studies, published by Oxford
University Press. 

Main Lines



When Rachel Melroy ’02 began her sen-
ior year, she’d never played competitive ten-
nis. She didn’t even own a racquet, didn’t
own a pair of tennis shoes. But her room-
mate, Alyssa Kennedy ’02, convinced her
to come out and play for the team. Melroy
turned out to be head women’s tennis coach
Ann Koger’s biggest surprise of the year. You
could call it The Blue-Chip Effect.

“Rachel accomplished so much in a
very, very short period of time,” Koger says.
“With a heart of gold and a will of a thou-
sand warriors, she took on the game of
tennis and played in quite a few matches
for Haverford.” 

Meanwhile, Alyssa Kennedy’s tennis
performance last year was no surprise to
Koger. She already knew that Kennedy was
capable of competing — and winning —
against the very best. “Alyssa came in here
as a freshman wanting to play big-time ten-
nis,” Koger recalls, “and it was apparent
in everything she did — the body lan-
guage, the talk, the dedication and deter-
mination. But she tended to hit the ball
too hard. We had to work on her consis-
tency.” Kennedy went undefeated that first
year at the team’s #4 spot.  

Growing up in rural Mohnton, Pa.,
southwest of Reading, Kennedy acquired
an early taste for athletic competition. Her
father, Richard, an emergency-room physi-
cian at Ephrata Community Hospital,
taught her how to play sports. All sports.
She was playing soccer in the third grade
and in fourth grade she joined a school
team for the first time: wrestling. “I joined
the team along with some other girls and
it was a tough experience,” she explains.
“Because it is an obviously male sport, the
coaches don't like it much if a girl can win
a wrestling match against a guy. But I real-
ized how much I loved sports.” Kennedy
played basketball, soccer, and tennis in
high school (Gov. Mifflin). The tennis team
won districts her sophomore year. A shoot-
ing guard, she was an integral part of the

basketball team during her senior year.
Nancy, her mother, runs the family’s busi-
ness (raising dressage horses) and is credited
with instilling fiery competition. “She’s real-
ly feisty, and I get that from her,” Kennedy
says. Her older brother, Matt, swam com-
petitively at the University of Delaware.

Kennedy had a favorite 10th-grade biol-

ogy teacher at Gov. Mifflin who mentioned
Haverford as a strong school and the idea
stuck. Two years later, she found herself
interviewing at Haverford, along with Johns
Hopkins, Swarthmore, Penn State, and sev-
eral others. “Everyone was just so person-
able here,” she recalls, “and I just couldn’t
believe how much people trusted each

Double Threat
Alyssa Kennedy ’02 displayed a keen competitive edge during her tennis and 

basketball careers at Haverford.

Ford Games by Steve Heacock
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Alyssa Kennedy ’02, who played at #1 for three years, joins the pantheon of Haverford
women’s tennis greats.
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other. For example, I remember noticing
that the student mailboxes were all set to
open right up. That was amazing to me.”

Kennedy played basketball her fresh-
man year and “stuck it out” for the sea-
son even though she was not getting as
many minutes as she wanted. A bout with
mononucleosis nearly kept her from par-
ticipating in spring tennis. 

After witnessing her freshman-year ten-
nis performance, Koger and her staff envi-
sioned Kennedy as the number-one play-
er on the team. During her sophomore year,
she did just that, refining her court tactics
and becoming a savvy player. She held that
position for three years, showing the most
growth as a player in her senior year. She
graduated with two conference titles: sin-
gles in 2000 and doubles (with Anya
Moyston ’05) in 2002. As a senior, she was
all-conference first team in both singles and
doubles. When President Tritton sought a
good game, he would arrive at practice to
hit with Alyssa or Anya, knowing that
either would test his skills. 

Over her 22 years of coaching women’s
tennis at Haverford, Koger counts just three
players as certified blue-chippers: Patty
Dinella ’86, who holds the College’s all-
time record in singles and doubles; Amanda
Figland ’88, nationally ranked all four years;
and conference champion Marcelle Siegel
’92. Both Dinella and Figland were Varsity
Cup winners. Alyssa Kennedy is Koger’s
fourth blue-chip player.

Kennedy sat out her sophomore and
junior basketball seasons, and concen-
trated on her tennis game. She sought out
top local teaching professionals Craig
Conrath and Oliver Merril. She spent first
semester junior year at the University of
Melbourne, traveled throughout Australia
and played in several tournaments there.
“Alyssa always had lots of desire to get bet-
ter,” Koger says, “and she worked very
hard to achieve everything she did here at
Haverford.”  During the summer of 2001,
Kennedy became the first Haverford play-
er to compete in the Intercollegiate Tennis
Association’s summer circuit, comprising
mostly NCAA Division I players. “I think
that’s when Alyssa found she could com-
pete with the best of them,” Koger says.
“She told me they weren’t better than she
was, just more consistent in their play.”
Kennedy routinely hit with Haverford’s
men’s teams to improve that consistency.

Achieving at Haverford meant having
to make difficult decisions. A biology
major, Kennedy faced long hours in the
classroom and lab (often working late at
night to accommodate practices and
games) and became a certified EMT. She
was on call Sunday nights at the Lanark
Fire Company during the season and suc-
cessfully balanced those duties with her
number-one ranking and team captain-
ship. “I didn’t even know about it, and I
was grateful the beeper didn’t go off dur-
ing one of our matches,” Koger says.   

As her senior year approached, sever-
al women’s basketball players asked
Kennedy to rejoin the team. They needed
a stopper on defense. There were several
new talented players, and a new coach,
Jim Osborne, who had coached at Trinity
College (Vt.) and consulted for the
University of Vermont’s women’s team.
Kennedy regrouped and talked it over with
her parents, tireless supporters who trav-
eled to nearly all of Alyssa’s tennis match-
es, including the traditional winter break
competition in Florida. “I just love bas-
ketball, and I love playing,” Kennedy says. 

It was a natural decision to rejoin the
team, and she did it in dramatic fashion,
with only a week to practice before the
season started. If the team was looking to
improve its defense, it also got a player
who knew how to score. In her first live
game in two years (and Osborne’s first as
Haverford’s head coach), she scored a
career-high 19 points and grabbed 6
rebounds in the season-opening win over
Hilbert (N.Y.) College.  

“Alyssa was just an outstanding gift to
the program as an individual and as a
player,” Osborne says. “I’m so glad she
decided to come back. She had an attitude
that permeated the entire team. It didn’t
matter what the score was, she always
gave her all and always had an upbeat pos-
itive attitude. I can’t say enough good
things about her.”

Kennedy proved that her return per-
formance was no fluke and finished the
season as the team’s MVP. She scored 18
points against Ursinus College and 17 in
the season-ending win over Washington
(Md.) College. In between, she racked
up 7 rebounds against Mt. Holyoke
College at the Seven Sisters Tournament
and dealt 5 assists versus Muhlenberg
College, both performances season highs.
She drained three of Haverford’s record
10 three-pointers in a loss to Hood
College; Kennedy led the team in three-
point shooting percentage (30.2%). She
also led in minutes per game (34.4) and
was second in steals (36). 

“It was so refreshing and positive to be
part of that team,” she says, “and
Haverford has so many good young play-
ers. They should be very good next year.”  

Kennedy moved to Washington, D.C.,
this summer, where she shares a house with
her brother and several Fords from the
Class of 2002. After studying for and tak-
ing the MCAT’s, she plans to work in the
lab at the National Institutes of Health in
Bethesda, Md., before possibly pursuing a
career in pediatrics. “I’ve seen some amaz-
ing things during my EMT work and at my
dad’s hospital, so some kind of work in
medicine is in my future,” she says. As for
sports, she plans to keep up with her ten-
nis and play pickup basketball at the Y.

“This is a strong, dedicated athlete,”
Koger says. “She lifted weights, ran, did
everything a coach wanted. She has a
strong desire to win and a strong sense of
sportsmanship to go with it. She didn’t
have much patience for people’s com-
plaints about workload. She was involved
with her EMT duties and she was very
active in recruiting for us. She was very
well known and respected among students
and faculty. Whether she’s working or
studying for the MCATs or actually tak-
ing the test and applying to medical
school, those attributes will take her far
in life.” 

Ford Games

Kennedy was one of three winners of the
Alumni-Varsity Club Award for greatest
overall impact on the athletic program.
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Daniel Turner ’62

Twillinger’s Voyage 
EBOR PRESS, 2000

Reviews

According to Daniel Turner’s latest
science novel, the “zini” society has
existed for millions of years. The zini
are an ancient group that functions in
ways that Friends will recognize – they
make decisions by consensus, they
hold what seem to be Meetings for
Worship, they have a system analogous
to the elders in a meeting, and the
eschew violence.

Many of the zini have spent eons
traveling the universe aboard “coun-
terplanets” that its members have built.
Jerry Twillinger, a 24th century Gulliver
from earth, finds himself on the coun-
terplanet Z4, in the asteroid belt out-
side Mars. Like Gulliver, he must
endeavor to understand the beings he
encounters, the zini. Physically, the zini
are smaller than humans, hairier, and
look more like lemurs than homo sapi-
ens. But, intellectually, they are rather
similar to humans, just quite a bit more
civilized. In fact, they consider humans
in general and Jerry in particular to be
barbarians. What makes them more civ-
ilized and us less so, they maintain, is
the manner in which they live their
lives, interact with others, and order
their societies. Toward the end of the
book, Jerry is in the city with nothing
particular on his schedule. As Jerry
(Turner) writes, without telling us in
advance what sort of gathering he is
about to encounter,

I asked an old fellow if anything was
going on in the hall. “I’m on my way to
a 9:30 meeting in the small assembly
room,” the old zin replied, “and I guess
I’m late. Want to come along?” I nod-
ded in the affirmative way.

We went in, and down the dropshaft to
the lower level, entering an auditorium
about a third filled with perhaps a hun-
dred zini. It had the same box-shaped
seating arrangement as the huge hall on
the main level above. A song was in
process as we entered . . . There were a
few more songs . . . When the singing
was over they all sat down, and noth-
ing happened for about 10 minutes.

Then a zinae stood up and start-
ed talking about the nursery chil-
dren she had been watching in
the playground outside before
the meeting. Watching the chil-
dren, she said, always stirred
something inside her that was
linked to the creative force. She
said the feeling she had, watch-
ing the children, reminded her
of what she really was. It was
a relief to realize that, because
for practical purposes she
usually felt like a dotty old
zinae.

During the next half hour
three more individuals got
up to talk. Each had some-
thing interesting to say and
they all followed the basic theme the
first speaker had set: the theme of how
there are forces inside of us that we
learn about through feelings.

I thought about what was going on
here, and what I was doing on the lit-
tle zini world. I realized that the meet-
ing would probably be interested in
hearing from me. However, my long
practiced custom of reserve made me
hold still. The minutes ticked by and I
could not keep myself from imagining
what I would say. Once my mind had
formed the story, an impulse took hold
of me and I stood up.

“I first learned there was something
unexpected inside of me when I was
being tested for my hearing adjust-
ment,” I began . . . “The result was
amazing to me . . . more significantly,
and unexpectedly, I’ve learned what I
am, in the sense used by the speakers
before me herre this morning.”

“Where I come from, this whole sub-
ject is very muddled. Partly it falls into
the category of science, partly it is reli-
gion. People don’t like to talk about it
because they fear what they don’t
understand. My family subscribed to a
religion you would regard as primitive.
But its concepts were stuck in my head

when I arrived here. And immediately
I began to wonder how my religion
could be true, when it didn’t seem to
allow for zini, or widrins.

“Well, a short time ago I had an insight
on this subject. We are all sons and
daughters of God, no matter what plan-
et we come from. It’s possible to find
this out very suddenly, which is what
happened to me. But it’s also out there
for anyone, because all the basic feel-
ings of life tell you what you are: the
feeling when you see a baby, or when
you’re watching the nursery tots in the
playground; or the feeling you have
when you look at a planet, like the
earth, from space, and wonder how it
got to be the way it is.” I paused, and
realized there was no need to say any-
thing further, so I sat down. 

When he lands on Z4, because he
never before considered himself either
inferior or “barbarian,” because he rec-
ognizes a high intelligence and decen-
cy among the zini, Jerry sets out to learn
about society and to demonstrate that
he is, indeed, civilized. It is a long, slow
process, requiring that he learn to speak
zini, read the language (by starting in
nursery school), study their culture and
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their science (by completing elemen-
tary and high schools), and become a
productive member of Z4 society. As
Jerry recounts his experiences, he (and
we) learn the philosophy, the structure,
and the economy of the zini. In com-
mon with Friends, there is a sincere tol-
erance and respect for others; there is
a concern for the community as a
whole, for its social and physical well
being; and there is an emphasis on the
individual responsibility – every zin is
responsible for her or his behavior and
decisions.

Daniel Turner has written a capti-
vating account of Jerry’s journey of
discovery and education, which can
be read on several levels, each nicely
interwoven. First, there is an enjoy-
able, science fiction tale of humans
inhabiting and developing the moon
and much of space in the center of our
solar system. But there are other lev-
els to this narrative. Jerry’s education
is central to the entire book; from it,
as he studies these subjects, we learn
a considerable amount about the zini,
their history, their language, their cul-
ture, their economy, and their customs.
However, interestingly, through Jerry’s
eyes we learn much about education
in general, such as its purposes and
effective techniques for achieving
these. We also have the anthropolog-
ical experience of being deposited in
a society about which we know very
little, but which we come to respect
and want to join. We want to be edu-
cated in the most fundamental sense
of that concept. Both Jerry and we feel
that we must learn to speak, to read,
to employ subtle, non-verbal com-
munication, to understand how to
conduct personal interactions and
economic transactions, and how to
become a functioning, adult member
of the society.

Underlying the entire story is the
philosophy and the behavior of the zini.
No one ever forces Jerry to do anything.
No one tells him he must do this or
that. True, there are rules to be followed
if one wants to achieve a particular goal
or outcome, but the alternatives are
always clear and one must choose for
one’s self what course to follow. True,

also, that older and wiser members of
society are present to help counsel and
guide Jerry, to even apply “friendly per-
suasion” at times. However, Jerry and
all other members of zini society are
ultimately responsible for their own
behavior and must make their own
decisions. 

Many of us have had to reconcile
our pacifism with real-world situa-
tions. For example, a Meeting to
which I once belonged struggled for
several years with what to do before
deciding we had to resort to a court

order and the threat of police enforce-
ment to control a mentally disturbed
person who was disrupting Meeting
for Worship every week. As a further
example, Friends today are agonizing
over appropriate, acceptable respons-
es to the horrible acts of terrorism
experienced recently, and the extent
to which force or the threat of force
may be necessary or justifiable. The
zini, too, have arrived at various solu-
tions that might be considered unac-
ceptable compromises by some. When
a zin is found to have committed an
atrocious assault, he is given the alter-
native of exile or a corrective modifi-
cation of his personality (a 24th-cen-
tury version of a lobotomy). It is his
choice, but the decision is enforced by
the presence of sufficient strength.
And, when two major shipments of
materials owned by the zini are pre-
vented from being transported to them
from moon orbit and are taken into
custody by terrestrial authorities who
refuse to recognize zini sovereignty,
the zini first utilize all available law-
ful procedures to try to free them.
However, when these approaches are
thwarted, the zini simply employ their
superior force and technology to

recover their property. They are care-
ful not to hurt or harm anyone, buy
they do use force and the implied
threat of even more force to make their
point and, ultimately, achieve their
goal of “friendly” relations with the
governments of earth. 

Turner creates these situations and
presents the philosophical dilemmas,
but he cannot resolve them simply, any
more than all of our human philoso-
phers and Quaker thinkers. However,
raising these issues and thinking about
them seriously in an imaginative and
intriguing tale is particularly engaging
and of considerable value. Dealing with
issues in an imaginary setting may free
the mind to consider innovative solu-
tions; it may help us avoid precon-
ceived assumptions or approaches.
Perhaps you will agree with the zini
solutions. Or perhaps you will, as I did,
wish the zini could have found solu-
tions that relied much less on force or
the threat of force. In any event, you
will be enriched by your encounter
with them and with pondering their
society and its solutions to some of the
same problems with which we grapple.

There was a silence for a few min-
utes, and then another old zinae
got up. “We are honored to have
Jerry Twill talk to us this morn-
ing,” she began. He is leaving Z4
today and may never return. But
it is obvious Jerry has learned the
best of what we would hope for
any civilized person.”

What will our society evolve to
after millions of years of existence,
many of which have been spent trav-
eling the universe? What will the
Religious Society of Friends look like
in our evolved society? Will Friends
still need to be a strong voice for paci-
fism, reconciliation, and unity or will
we have convinced enough others so
that Quaker principles will be deeply
integrated into all of our institutions?
And, what will our world be like if
Quaker principles prevail? Will there
still be terrorism? If so, how will we
deal with it?

—Robert S. Tannenbaum ’62
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Calling all Haverford Poets and Lovers of the Muse

Ninety-four years ago, a collection of alumni poetry was published to commemo-
rate Haverford’s 75th anniversary. The beautifully hardbound book, titled Haverford
Verse, featured an original drawing by Maxfield Parrish on the cover and included
alumni poets such as F.B. Gummere ’72, J. Parrish ’62, J.F. Wilson ’10, and E.A.U.
Valentine ’91. While some may be familiar with this collection (and might even be
lucky enough to own a copy, thanks to the recent alumni auction), my own good for-
tune led me to it only after I had presented the very same idea (unbeknownst to
me, of course) to the Alumni Office. How pleased I was to discover that there is
already a piece of Haverford’s poetic history published for posterity; and yet, how
eager to add some new voices to the tradition of Muse-inspired Fords. We have
not quite reached the 100-year mark from that first 1908 printing, but I have
nonetheless chosen to issue this request post-millennium, pre-centennial: I would
like to put together a second volume of Haverford Verse featuring poems (of all
forms), and perhaps even prints (if I can manage to gather enough submissions
and more importantly, enough funding). If you would like to offer contributions
of any kind, whether it be your work, your sponsorship, or just questions, please
contact Arendt Speser ’02, aspeser@alumni.haverford.edu, or Violet Brown,
Director of External Relations, (610) 896-1130; vbrown@haverford.edu. 

In undertaking this project I hope to assemble a contemporary echo to the
sentiments expressed by F.B. Gummere in honor of his alma mater on its 75th
birthday:

Nor is thy labor fruitless. Though thy ear
Rings not with praises of the pious seer,
A thousand hearts beat braver for thy word,
And myriad memories shall hold thee dear.

James Foster ’50

A Doctor’s Shakespeare
XLIBRIS, 2001

A retired general surgeon, Foster still actively pursues his interests in
medicine, and probably how you would least expect it: by reading
Shakespeare. Finding it hard to ignore the numerous medicinal refer-
ences and observations found in Shakespeare’s works, Foster began col-
lecting related quotes as a hobby. Thirty-eight plays, 154 sonnets, and
several long poems later, he turned his compilation into a fun and
insightful book to share with others. Foster hopes that his reader will
savor Shakespeare’s verses like good wine, sampling topics such as
“pregnancy,” “wounds,” “melancholy,” “madness,” and “fermented
spirits.” By successfully integrating the worlds of literature and med-
icine, Foster’s collection will hopefully help in promoting “a more
humanistic perspective to a profession whose current readings are
often dominated by science and technology.”

– Kate Lovell ’02
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Fifteen-year-old Dana Shanler’s hopes
rose as her mother described in glowing
terms the small Pennsylvania liberal arts
college being considered by a friend of her
brother’s.

The high school sophomore from
Spring Valley, New York—now Assistant
General Counsel for MetLife, Inc.—
thought that Haverford College, with its
size and well-regarded academic reputa-
tion, would be a perfect fit for her in a cou-
ple of years. But there was one sizable
catch: It was an all-male institution.

Yet, two years later, Dana Shanler
became one of 96 women admitted to
Haverford’s first co-ed class, the class of
1984. Photographers from the Philadelphia
Inquirer snapped pictures as she moved
her belongings into her dorm.

At the time, Shanler admits, she wasn’t
aware of the far-reaching implications of
being among the first class of women.
What drew her to Haverford were the
grounds (“It looked like the movie set of
a college campus,” she says), the honor
code, the academics, and the size. “I was
the kind of person who traveled with the
same group of students all through high
school,” she says. “I wasn’t prepared to get
lost in the shuffle at a larger school, or be
known by my social security number.”

She knew that Haverford had never
admitted women before her class, and that
the school’s decision to go co-ed was one of
the more significant events in its history.
Yet she never called herself a “pioneer”—
though many others did.

“We used to joke that our covered wag-
ons were in the parking lot,” she laughs.

In the midst of bonding with her
Customs group and forging friendships
that still exist today, there were difficul-
ties. Shanler still remembers a party she
attended the first week of her freshman
year in the suite of her Customs leader.
The woman, a Bryn Mawr student, had
invited several of her male Haverford sen-
ior friends, one of whom decided that the
occasion called for some grandstanding.

“He stood up and made an impassioned
speech,” Shanler recalls, “about how admit-
ting women was the worst thing the school
could have done.” She acknowledged his
reasons—he had recognized the value of
an all-male education and felt that the
dynamic between Haverford and Bryn
Mawr worked well—but she was “horri-
fied” nonetheless.

There were other, logistical issues to
contend with in the beginning, like show-
ers without individual stalls and the lack
of a women’s locker room. Shanler became

part of a team of advisors to then-President
Robert Stevens, meeting with him once a
month to discuss these concerns. She also
immersed herself in campus life, working
in the admissions office, serving on
Student’s Council, leading campus tours,
and managing the men’s lacrosse team all
four years at Haverford (“I had never even
heard of lacrosse before I came here”)—a
legacy continued by her sister Julie Shanler
Leopold ’88. In becoming so vital to
Haverford, Shanler exhibited the qualities
that she admired in her female friends and
colleagues.

“We thought that [then-director of
admissions] Bill Ambler had a sixth sense
about the kind of women who would
thrive in this environment,” she says. “The
women in my class were bright, intelligent,
doers and go-getters who met the chal-
lenge of being the first freshmen women
at Haverford. There was no room for
shrinking violets back then.”

Being a “pioneer” in a newly co-ed col-
lege is a label that Shanler has never quite
shaken; even after she received her bach-
elor’s degree in political science and went
on to obtain her J.D. from the Benjamin J.
Cardozo School of Law at Yeshiva
University, she was introduced at Haverford
alumni events as a member of the school’s
first class of women. But Shanler feels that
this fact itself—and, indeed, being a stu-
dent at a co-ed college in general—was
responsible for shaping the kind of person
she is today. “In a co-ed college, you get
the experience of dealing with men on a
daily basis, a good preparation for future
careers—especially a legal career.”

She knew that Haverford
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Dana Shanler ’84

The Accidental  
Pioneer
As a member of Haverford’s first co-ed class, new Board of Managers

member Dana E. Shanler ’84 credits her collegiate experience with 

the person she has become.

Alumni Profile
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Shanler began putting this preparation
to good use in her first job out of law
school, with the Manhattan-based corpo-
rate law firm of Kramer, Levin, Naftalis &
Frankel, where she found a Haverford con-
nection—Michael Nelson ’64, with whom
she would work closely on several merg-
ers and acquisitions. As a student, Shanler
had heard the stories about the rigors of
practicing with a large firm, but the reali-
ty still came as a shock. “You can take all
the classes you want, but it’s nothing like
being dropped into the middle of things,”

she says. “No one can teach you the cor-
rect way of going about things; you have
to absorb everything around you.”  From
the start, she became involved in high-pro-
file, billion-dollar deals and negotiations
that attracted vast media attention: “It was-
n’t uncommon for me to work on some-
thing overnight and read about it in the
Wall Street Journal in the following days.”
Long hours, late nights and early morn-
ings, were routine. There was no time for
anxiety over the magnitude of the firm’s
dealings and her role in them. “You were
so pressed for time, you were almost on
automatic pilot, learning to trust your judg-
ments and instincts,” she says.

After eight years with the firm, Shanler
left to join TIG Holdings, a New York Stock
Exchange listed property and casualty
insurance enterprise. In 1996, she was
treated to the experience of a lifetime when
TIG decided it wanted to be one of the first
corporations to be approved as an investor
in the Lloyd’s of London’s world-famous
insurance market. Shanler jetted to London
for a two-week trip that turned into a very
successful seven-month stay; TIG, in fact,
became the first corporate name – as they
are called – to invest in Lloyd’s. While
there, she became so close with the staff
of the hotel where she lived that they sent
her Christmas cards for years afterwards.
She found lifelong friends in the British

lawyers with whom she collaborated and
took the opportunity to see as much of
Europe as possible during the weekends.
“It was amazing, a wonderful experience—
personally and professionally,” she says.  

Taking advantage of another once in a
lifetime opportunity, Shanler joined MetLife
in 1999 to form and head the Public
Company Law Unit to provide the legal
support for MetLife’s efforts to become a
publicly traded company. Contrary to pop-
ular belief, MetLife was not a public com-
pany until April 2000; it was, like many
other insurance companies, a private mutu-
al company. Now, MetLife is the largest,
most widely held company in the United
States and, perhaps, the world, with its
stock owned by millions. 

With going public came new responsi-
bilities and legal obligations, particularly
concerning securities laws administered
by the Securities Exchange Commission
(SEC). Shanler was hired to counsel
MetLife on these on-going responsibilities
and obligations. She managed processes
driven by the securities laws and the pub-
lic offering, ensured that the company filed

with the SEC, and put various policies and
mechanisms to work so that laws and reg-
ulations were satisfied. Today she contin-
ues to assist in the development of MetLife
as a public company, and is considered (in
her own words) a “gatekeeper” of public
information; when employees have con-
cerns about whether and when to publicly
release certain information, they go to her.
She also travels the country educating
employees about changing the way they
conduct themselves and their business in
light of MetLife’s public status.

“My job is very exciting,” she says. “Its
not often you become involved with a pub-
lic offering the size of MetLife. It was a
tremendous opportunity to join the com-
pany at such a critical phase and to have
the opportunity to influence the shape of

important company policies and proce-
dures.”

Shanler’s enthusiasm for her job and her
life in downtown Manhattan hasn’t
dimmed even in the wake of September
11, although she was hardly unaffected.
She too lost close friends, including fellow
Haverford alum Calvin Gooding, and was
gripped by the anxiety that seized the
whole city. She stayed up that night watch-
ing CNN, and became addicted to the
news. When she and her friends had trou-
ble sleeping in the aftermath, they would
congregate—“None of us wanted to be
alone.”  For months afterwards she became
upset whenever she heard a police car or
fire truck or ambulance, wondering what
would happen next.

“I first realized things were starting to
go back to normal when I didn’t hear sirens
24 hours a day,” she says.

Through both the quiet and turbulent
times of her post-college life, Shanler has
stayed connected to Haverford over the
past 18 years: acting as her class’s chair,
helping to organize her senior class gift,
heading the Annual Giving Executive
Committee and the Haverford Fund.
Recently, President Tom Tritton stunned
her by extending an invitation to join the
Board of Managers, beginning in July.

“I’m so honored I don’t even know how
to describe it,” she says. “I have great
respect and admiration for the people on
the Board. They have a tremendous dedi-
cation to the College and are all very dis-
tinguished in their chosen fields; I’m priv-
ileged to be in their group.”

The connection between Shanler and
Haverford has deepened throughout the
years in a way she never anticipated as a
freshman “pioneer.” “Aside from my par-
ents, Haverford had the most impact on
the kind of person I am,” she says. “I’m
not ready for it to be part of my past. I
want it to be part of my present. I’m very
excited that presently that includes the
opportunity to serve on the Board of
Managers.” 

In a co-ed college, you get

the experience of dealing

with men on a daily basis, 

a good preparation for

future careers—especially 

a legal career.

Shanler joined MetLife in

1999 to form and head the

Public Company Law Unit to

provide the legal support for

MetLife’s efforts to become

a publicly traded company.
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If John David Dawson’s life had followed his original plan, he might have

led a quiet existence as a United Methodist minister, spending his days prepar-

ing sermons and advising his parishioners on matters emotional and spiritual.

But instead, Dawson became Haverford’s Constance and Robert MacCrate

Professor of Social Responsibility in the department of religion, where he pre-

pares notes for classes and papers for conferences, and counsels students on all

things academic. But he’s found that his chosen profession is not such a far cry

from what he once believed to be his calling.

“Working for a college is responding to a call to service,” he says. 

“It’s a sense of commitment to something larger than oneself.”

Now, Dawson is responding to a much larger call to service. As Haverford’s

new provost—replacing Elaine Hansen who, effective July 1, began her presidency

at Bates College—he will be responsible for keeping the College’s intellectual

pulse alive, overseeing the faculty, and orchestrating ways for professors and

students to interact and benefit from each other’s knowledge. 

A Call to Service

John David Dawson 

followed a vocation to a 

prosperous academic career,

culminating in his appointment

as Haverford’s new provost.

by Brenna McBride
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“[Dawson] possesses the depth of
scholarship and quality of teaching that
exemplify what are most important at
an institution like Haverford,” says
President Tom Tritton. “He also has an
appreciation for the depth of commu-
nity that makes this College so unique.”

The more Dawson learns about the
daily intricacies of the job, the more
overwhelmed—but also enthusiastic—
he becomes. “A typical faculty member
sees some aspects of the job, but many
are largely hidden from view,” he says.
“I thought I knew how big the job was,
but now I’m reminded every day just
how big it really is.”

This isn’t a position in which
Dawson ever dreamed he would find
himself one day. Not while growing up
in Hollywood, Md. (St. Mary’s County),
when the town was not much more, he
describes, than “a stoplight and a vol-
unteer fire department and a gas station
or two.” Not even as an undergraduate
at Maryland’s Towson University, just
outside of Baltimore, where he majored
in English and history and still felt that
his vocation was to enter the ministry.

But at Towson, he developed an
unexpected interest in 17th-century lit-
erature, which slightly altered his vision
of a minister’s life: “The imagery of the
ministry one gets from reading John
Donne or George Herbert bears no
resemblance to the actual business of
becoming a United Methodist minis-
ter.” Later, at Duke University’s divini-
ty school, scholarly courses sparked his
fascination with the study of ancient
Christianity, while at the same time, his
summer field work in local churches
exposed him to aspects of the ministe-
rial profession that were less than
appealing. “The combination of the
attraction to an academic career and
finding that my academic interests were
not going to get the kind of opportuni-
ty that I had imagined,” he says, “led
me away from the ministry.”

After receiving his master’s of divin-
ity from Duke, he went to Yale to pur-
sue an M.A., an M.Phil., and finally a
Ph.D. His dissertation for the latter was
later reworked into his first book,
Allegorical Readers and Cultural Revision

in Ancient Alexandria, published in
1992. The book is a study of Jewish,
Christian, and pagan allegorical read-
ings of ancient texts. Dawson argues
that those who chose this form of read-
ing wished to reposition their commu-
nities in relation to the larger culture.
“One of the reasons people sometimes
read texts allegorically is that they did-
n’t like what the text said, and wanted it
to mean something else,” he explains.
“Part of my argument was that allegor-
ical reading wasn’t always a way of get-
ting past what the text was about, but
was rather a way of associating cultur-
al values with Biblical texts one valued

more. It wasn’t always about supplant-
ing the text; sometimes, it was about
redescribing or textualizing cultural
meaning.” He focused on the city of
ancient Alexandria in particular because
different groups in that city used alle-
gorical readings to exert competing
interpretive claims over the wider
Hellenistic culture.

While Dawson was finishing his
Ph.D. exams in 1985, he learned of an
open position in Haverford’s religion
department. He took the train down
from New Haven weekly to teach one
course and supervise teaching assistants
that semester, and became well-prepared
to accept a full-time faculty position in

1987. “When that position opened up,
I knew what Haverford was like and I
had some friends here, so there was a
reason for me to pay attention to it,” he
says. “I wouldn’t have otherwise,
because I was looking for jobs teaching
ancient Christianity, and Haverford’s
focus was modern.”

Nevertheless, he adapted quickly to
the change in academic direction and
came to value his status as a member of
Haverford’s close-knit community. “It’s
a tightly organized group in pursuit of
certain aims, and I’m attracted to that
context in which to be a scholar and a
teacher,” he says. “I don’t see myself
very much as a freelance scholar or
writer or intellectual; I see myself as
embedded in this particular communi-
ty.” He was also immediately comfort-
able with the College’s teaching style:
“The only real teaching I did as a grad-
uate student was in small group analy-
sis and discussion of texts, so when I
came here that was the only model of
teaching I knew, and it fit.” he says. “I
felt like I understood how to teach here
early on and without a lot of anxiety; it
seemed a comfortable match between
what I wanted to do and what was
expected.”

As a teacher, Dawson has employed
original techniques that have frustrat-
ed, challenged and enlightened students
(and earned him the Pennsylvania
Professor of the Year award in 1994
from the Carnegie Foundation for the
Advancement of Teaching). His modus
operandi is to infuse students with the
courage to become independent and
original thinkers. “Most of my classes
involve a kind of close collaborative
reading of difficult texts; they almost
never involve lecturing,” he says. “I
spend relatively little time telling stu-
dents what I think about something, or
what scholars think about it, or what
they should think about it.” Dawson
and his students spend their time unrav-
eling complicated texts, and he assigns
writing projects that are broadly defined
in terms of topic; his only requirement,
aside from the fact that it be relevant to
the material, is that the students pur-
sue a genuine question they formulate

“Most of my classes involve
a kind of close collaborative

reading of difficult texts;
they almost never involve

lecturing. I spend relatively
little time telling students
what I think about some-
thing, or what scholars

think about it, or what they
should think about it.”

John David Dawson
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based on what they’ve studied. “I don’t
want them to tell me they have a topic
or a theme for their paper, I want to
know what question they have about
what they’ve been working with. And I
want to know if it’s a real question or
just an academic ‘I must write a paper’
question.” He finds that when students
have a true question to answer, and have
been given the confidence to be their
own readers and thinkers, and have cul-
tivated close analytical skills, they
inevitably produce interesting, reward-
ing work. “They can bring their minds
to bear on the material in a way that is
utterly different from everyone else.”

He credits his Haverford courses with
influencing his second scholarly book,
Literary Theory (1995), in which
Dawson analyzed the works of three
theorists. “I tried to build conceptual
bridges between the worlds of theolo-
gy and literary theory,” he says, “in
order to show how literary theorists
made secular interpretive moves that
echoed those of the classical theologi-
cal notions from which they were
derived.” The book grew directly out of
classes he taught at Haverford. “No mat-
ter how narrowly you were trained as a
graduate student, if you come to a place
where you need to teach broadly and
are in conversation with a wide variety
of people in different disciplines, often
the nature of your own thinking
changes,” he says. “So I think Literary
Theory might never had been written
had I not been here.”

Through the years, Dawson has
effectively balanced both his teaching
and research duties, presiding over
courses on a variety of topics—ethical
theories, ancient Christianity, literary
theory and modern religious life, the
role of religion in American public
life—while publishing in such journals
as Modern Theology, the Journal of
Literature and Theology, and the Journal
of Religion. His third and most recent
book, Christian Figural Reading and the
Fashioning of Identity, was released by
University of California Press in 2001.
“Figural reading is a Christian tradi-
tion of reading the Bible according to
which people and events in the Old

Testament are taken to pre-figure peo-
ple and events described in the New
Testament,” he says. “It’s a way of both
distinguishing and unifying the Old
and New Testaments so that they tell a
continuous story.” Dawson’s book
examines three writers who criticize
the practice by arguing that figural
reading undermines the literal mean-
ing of the text. Dawson responds that
the practice of Christian figural read-
ing doesn’t have to supplant or over-
ride a text’s literal meaning but can
sometimes extend it. “This has a rather

big implication for the relationship of
Christianity to Judaism,” he says. “It’s
an argument that Christian reading of
scripture need not be supersessionist
in the way it has so often been in
Christianity, where both the text and
the religion of Judaism have been sup-
planted precisely by interpretations that
purport to fulfill them.”  

With the publication of this book,
Dawson is pleased to bring to an end a
scholarly path that he has occupied the
past 15 years. “Even though these three
books are quite different from one
another in many ways, I also think that
they employ three different ways of
working out a similar set of issues,” he
says. “I think I’ve worked them out, not
in the sense of having come to a con-
clusion about them but of having said
all I’m able to say about them at the
moment. This is a natural breaking
point.”

And it’s the perfect time for him to
assume the myriad responsibilities of

the provost position. His desire is to
have a larger impact on the College as a
whole, finding ways to enhance the
character of faculty members’ dealings
with each other and their capacity to
discuss research and teaching across the
curriculum. He wants to create a com-
mon realm in which faculty and stu-
dents may interact, and would like to
see faculty members speak more direct-
ly to the issues of today. He hopes that
interdisciplinary centers like the new
Marian E. Koshland Integrated Natural
Sciences Center, the Center for Peace
and Global Citizenship, and the
Humanities Center will help rejuvenate
intellectual life on campus.

“My challenge will be to move ahead
on these initiatives,” he says, “and not
become overwhelmed by the day-to-day
duties of the office.”

In order to handle these duties,
Dawson has had to relinquish his posi-
tions as director of the Mellon Tri-
College Forum, a grant to Haverford,
Bryn Mawr, and Swarthmore Colleges
from the Andrew W. Mellon Foundation
to strengthen the roles of liberal arts
faculty in a changing world; and as
director of Haverford’s Humanities
Center, an endowed resource for col-
lective and creative thinking in various
areas of scholarship. But no matter
what, he intends to make time for his
primary hobby: sailing, an interest that
began during his childhood along
Maryland’s Patuxent River but didn’t
blossom into action until an afternoon
drive across the Annapolis Bay Bridge
with his wife, Ellen, a freelance graph-
ic artist. “I saw the sailboats along the
bay and remarked to Ellen, ‘Wouldn’t
we like to be doing that?’” He and his
wife took lessons, became certified, and
now keep a boat on the Chesapeake,
where they and children Aaron, 11, and
Abigail, 8, escape for weekend excur-
sions.

But most important is Dawson’s wish
to continue teaching, and stay con-
nected to students. “After you’ve been
away for a while, you can forget what
it’s like to teach a class.” A call to serv-
ice, he acknowledges, requires sacrifice,
but this would be too great. 

“My challenge will 
be to move ahead on 

these initiatives, 
and not become 

overwhelmed by the 
day-to-day duties 

of the office.”
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Children discovered “mommy's col-
lege” and declared that the best part of
the weekend was feeding the ducks.
Young alums slept in until lunchtime, just
in time for a bowl of cereal and some ulti-
mate Frisbee on Founders Green. Other
alums eagerly soaked up early morning
sessions on biological research or paci-
fism and patriotism, happy to be remind-
ed of the intellectual challenge Haverford
always offers. Most importantly, connec-
tions (and reconnections) were made
between friends. Mark your calendars
now to join us next year: May 30- June
1, 2003. Classes ending in a 3 or an 8 will
have official reunions, but there are always
plenty of activities for anyone wanting to
come back for some reminiscing. The
quality of activities planned is directly
proportional to the energy of volunteers,
so please contact the Alumni Office if you
would like to join a reunion planning
committee.

Another highlight of the weekend was
the annual Alumni Awards ceremony. Jim
Foster ’50 and his awards committee care-
fully chose alumni whose accomplish-

ments over the years were shared with a
large audience in Marshall Auditorium
(see p.7).

Perhaps the most touching moment of
the ceremony was when Tom Glasser’s
young son came to the stage to accept his
father’s award. We were also honored to
have Calvin Gooding’s sister as well as
Doug Gardner’s parents make the trip to
Haverford to accept awards for their loved
ones. I think it is particularly Haverfordian
to note how reciprocal a Haverford rela-
tionship is: the College influenced those
men and their life choices, but just as
importantly those men profoundly influ-
enced the Haverford community through
their active involvement.  

On a personal note, I would like to say
that it has been an honor to serve the
College as President of the Alumni
Association over the past two years. I now
leave the Alumni Association in the capa-
ble hands of President Robert Eisinger ’87
and Vice President Jonathan LeBreton ’79.
I once said to someone who asked me to
volunteer for Haverford “I never say no
to Haverford.” There are many alums who

say the same thing and open their homes
to social events, volunteer their time to
mentor students, keep in touch with
classmates, or attend college fairs at local
high schools. Feel free to contact any
member of the Alumni Association
Executive Committee if you’d like to get
involved. Staff in the Alumni Office (610-
896-1004) will be happy to put you in
touch with us.

Sincerely,

Eva Osterberg Ash ’88
Eva.ash@esc.edu
(631) 261-5048 (H)

A l u m n i  A s s o c i a t i o n  E x e c u t i v e  C o m m i t t e e

President
Robert M. Eisinger ’87

Vice President
Jonathan LeBreton ’79

Members and Liaison Responsibilities:

Ty Ahmad-Taylor ’90

Northern California
Technology

Melissa M. Allen ’86

Southeast

Eva Osterberg Ash ’88 

[ex officio]
Sarah G. Ketchum Baker ’91

Maine

Paula O. Braithwaite ’94

New England
Multicultural

Heather P. Davis ’89

Chicago
Multicultural

James H. Foster ’50

Connecticut
Reunions and Awards

Michael E. Gluck ’82

Washington, D.C., lambda

Garry W. Jenkins ’92

New York City
Career Development

Christopher J. Lee ’89

Washington, D.C.

Anna-Liisa Little ’90

Pacific Northwest
Regional Societies

Bradley J. Mayer ’92

Pacific Northwest
Communications Committee

Christopher B. Mueller ’66

Central U.S.
National Gifts

Ronald Schwarz ’66

Washington, D.C., Metro
Admission

Rufus C. Rudisill, Jr. ’50

E. Pennsylvania
Senior Alumni

Ryan Traversari ’97

New York City

Student Representatives:

Amarilis Cespedes ’03

Karen Vargas ’03

Greetings,

Another warm and sunny Alumni Weekend was 

celebrated on our beautiful campus in June. 

Notes from the Alumni Association

(continued on p. 32)

If you would like to nominate
an alumnus/a for the Alumni
Association Executive
Committee, please contact
the Alumni Office at 
(610) 896-1004.
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Doug was born on October 5, 1961 in New York City.
He attended PS 6, Riverdale Country Day School and
Haverford College. Doug was the Executive Managing
Director of Cantor Fitzgerald, L.P. and Vice Chairman
of eSpeed. He also was a partner with me at P&J Realty,
his family’s real estate development business.

Doug’s love of his cherished family was what truly
defined him. Doug adored his wife, Jennifer, and their
two beautiful young children, Michael (5) and Julia
(3). His kids were the source of his laughter and the
loving recipients of his gentleness and patience. Doug
and Jennifer made family life their first priority. Doug
was almost a perfect son to Charlotte and me. He main-
tained a close and very special relationship with his sis-
ter, Danielle.

Doug was raised in Manhattan with summers in Fire
Island. Every year he would return to Fire Island for
the traditional end of the summer basketball tourna-
ment. In the summer of 2000, he won one of his many
trophies, the Tournament MVP. That trophy sits proud-
ly in our home in Fire Island.

Doug loved his years at Riverdale. Clearly, one of
the highlights of his high school career was playing bas-
ketball for the Riverdale team. He also played baseball
and soccer, a three letter man.

Doug went to Haverford College in 1979 on the rec-
ommendation of the son of our close friend who also
had a fabulous experience there. He immediately
became entranced by Haverford, the beauty of its cam-
pus, the tradition and mostly the people. His mother
and I really enjoyed seeing Doug in this setting. 

Although he came on campus to play soccer in
August of 1979, his real love, of course, was basketball,
a game he played his whole life. Doug played varsity
basketball at Haverford. Being a part of that team was the
high point of his college career, especially playing with

Calvin Gooding and Chris Lanser. During his junior
year, Doug attended the London School of Economics
with his friend, Richard Glaser. At LSE Doug helped
organize a basketball team that won the championship
of the league. LSE was not big on sports trophies so it
gave Doug and his teammates ties.

Douglas truly enjoyed his years at Haverford. He
participated in every part of the college, made many
lifetime friends and was a very active alumnus. Doug
worked to ensure Haverford’s continuing success. Over
the years he participated in capital campaigns, recruit-
ment initiatives and always kept his eye out for highly
motivated prospective students.

Sports continued to dominate Doug’s interests even
after college. A true athlete, Doug applied his skills to
many sports. Doug won the Real Estate Board of New
York’s tennis tournament. He also played in the annu-
al Real Estate Board Pro-Am, and one year he won.  It
was his growing passion for playing golf, however, that
nearly matched his love of basketball.  He adored the
game because it challenged him and pushed him to be
better. He liked to play with his friends and colleagues.

Douglas’s business career started with two years at
Lehman Brothers in Investment Banking. He was
involved in health care and was part of the team that
did the road show and brought Telerate public. Telerate
was a significant user of Cantor Fitzgerald data, and
years later Doug continued his good relationships with
some of the executives of Telerate while a partner at
Cantor Fitzgerald.

After Lehman, he came to work for me at P&J Realty,
and we formed a new company, DG Equities. Douglas
had worked for my company as a laborer on construc-
tion jobs most summers since high school. In fact, he
worked with Chris Lanser and later helped with sales of
condominiums we were developing. In the eight years
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by Joseph H.  Gardner

Douglas B. Gardner ’83



that he was with me, Doug became my true partner.
We built two apartment houses together, 108 Fifth
Avenue and 311 Greenwich Street, in New York City.
During part of this period, the real estate industry had
some severe problems to which we were not immune.
Douglas, with his engaging personality, quick wit and his
ability to make friends, took over working out these
problems with both our lenders and tenants. He was a
tremendous help in solving our problems and keeping
our business in good shape.

In January of 1994, Howard Lutnick ’83 recruited
Douglas to join Cantor Fitzgerald as a principal. At that
time our business was very slow, we were not develop-
ing any property, Douglas had cured our problems with
our lenders, and we had rented the vacant commercial
space. After much thought, Douglas accepted Howard’s
offer. He spent nearly eight years at Cantor Fitzgerald
and eSpeed using his strong leadership skills and busi-
ness acumen to help build the companies and main-
tain their unparalleled positions in the industry.

During his years at Cantor, Douglas continued to be
my partner. He made himself available whenever I need-
ed any help. I never made any major decision without
his input and consulted with him on a regular basis.
When I traveled I always felt comfortable because I
knew Douglas was watching things in New York.

Last year, Douglas took Jennifer to tour Riverdale
Country Day School. He wanted their children to have
the same wonderful experiences he had at the school.
Happily, their son, Michael, will enter kindergarten in
September at Riverdale. We completely expect Julia to
follow in two years. I know Doug would be thrilled if his
children followed him to Haverford.  At the end of last
summer, Doug had the thrill of teaching Michael to
ride a two-wheel bicycle. I know Doug would have
loved to watch how his son rides so expertly. Michael

takes after his father. He loves to play and watch bas-
ketball. Julia has inherited Doug’s electric smile and
sunny personality. Douglas doted on her and would be
very proud of her early achievements.

One of my friends from the real estate business said
to me “To know Douglas is to like him,” which I think
is accurate. Douglas had a world of friends from all
walks of life; high school, Fire Island, basketball, busi-
ness, golf, charity work, etc. He was very philanthrop-
ic, both financially and with his time, no matter how
busy his schedule was. He wanted to help young peo-
ple who did not have many opportunities reach as high
a level as their ability could take them.

Doug was a big guy, over 6'4", with a stunning smile
and a hearty laugh. Nothing was more important to
him than the people with whom he surrounded him-
self. Doug was always humble, always a gentleman. He
maintained deep and lifelong friendships because he
was himself a true friend – loyal, kind and generous,
but also because he was fun, always prepared to com-
pete, to play, to have a good time and share it with oth-
ers. He was a listener, a keeper of secrets, a big brother
figure, a man who radiated confidence and made peo-
ple feel good about themselves and aspire to more. His
noble and compassionate spirit will live on forever
through his family and friends.

Douglas had a good life, a great family, a lot of won-
derful friends and tremendous business success.
Unfortunately, it was all too short.

In the 14th Street Union Square subway station there
is a list of all people who were lost on September 11th.
Next to Douglas’s name someone wrote “You’re the
MVP, we love you, we miss you pal!” We all miss
Douglas. He was a terrific young man. 
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Doug went to Haverford College in 1979 on the recommendation 

of the son of our close friend who also had a fabulous experience there. 

He immediately became entranced by Haverford, the beauty of its campus, 

the tradition and mostly the people.
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“ Gillette! The best a man can get!” 
I’m sinking in my seat. Who else would stand up

and belt out a razor blade commercial? Nobody but
Tom.

Or walk across a trading floor singing “Someone
made a store just for me!” at the top of his lungs.
Tom would sing the Food Emporium theme song
and who cares who didn’t like it. 

Tom would say “six of one, a dozen of the other”
when the more orthodox formulation is called for.
You might catch him at work with his jacket off and
a crisp shirt ballooning out from behind. Late in the
day his shirttails would hang untucked. That was
Tom.

Or the phone would ring on the trading desk and
Tom would pick it up. Let’s say the call was for a
new employee, a trainee. More often than not, Tom
would stand up and holler for the whole floor to
hear that the new guy has a PERSONAL CALL!

The thing you need to know about Tom Glasser
is that he could read the Manhattan phone directo-
ry out loud and make people laugh. He had an uncle
who was a writer for Mad magazine, which made
him very proud. It had to have been genetic. 

But Tom was more than funny. He was charisma
itself.  People just wanted to be around him and if
you were lucky enough to be his friend you knew
you were one of the luckiest people alive. If Tom
was there everything was light, everything was life,
people were coming over to your table, strangers
were laughing, folks were shaking you hand, guys
in the row behind you were buying beers. I’m not
kidding, he was really that unusual. If Tom was there
the night was young and life lasted forever.

Tom’s sister Margie says he was larger than life.
He was William Powell, the Thin Man, with a cast of

characters always in tow. Wall Street big shots, a guy
imitating Homer Simpson, local cops from his home-
town, stand-up comics, dogs, schoolmates, anybody’s
kids, Broadway stars – you would always find a col-
lection around Tom. With names like The Doctor
of Love, Sir Loin of Beef. Chances are he would intro-
duce two people like that and they’d have to ask
each others’ real names.

Reporters loved to call Tom. In the bond busi-
ness he was great copy. 

“What does Tom Glasser, who buys and sells
millions of dollars of mortgage securities for a liv-
ing as head of fixed-income trading at Sandler
O’Neill & Partners LP, purchase for his own port-
folio?” asked Bloomberg News in 1999. “I’ve
picked up muni bonds,” said Glasser. “when you
look at what you’re keeping on an after-tax basis,
it’s almost a no-brainer.”

“I love this damn job,” he told the Daily News as
a Lehman Brothers trader in 1984, claiming he
would be a bond trader for free if he had to be. As it
turned out he didn’t have to be.

People loved Tom. Bond brokers who he might
yell at by day loved him anyway. Policemen would
watch his house at night. People who were funny
loved him, and people who weren’t. His customers
loved him. They were lucky enough to hang on
the phone with Tom all day and get paid for it.
Former students from Haverford loved him. All
the waiters at Sparks, his only restaurant, loved
him. They would each come over for a handshake
and a laugh during the course of the evening. His
beloved Palestinian friend Rami, the maitre d’ who
selected Tom’s wines for 15 years and wouldn’t let
anyone else do it. Ever.

Not that Tom was a hard partier. People may have

by Kevin Foley ’83

Thomas Glasser ’82
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thought so, but the truth was he always slipped away
from any event by 9:30. He had to be a bond trader
in the morning. He always got his sleep.

Even at a party, Tom was different. He always
found the dogs and the children. I recall one party, at
who knows where, I found him alone in the kitchen
feeding someone’s dog. They were nuzzling each
other and Tom was barking “Uncle Tommy! Uncle
Tommy!” (Actually the dog threw up after that and
the hosts were displeased.)

Children followed him everywhere too. They must
have smelled him when he arrived, or he smelled
them. While the adults were talking in the house he
would be out in the backyard getting himself chased
by 5-year-olds. 

Did I mention Tom taught a class at Haverford
on “Ethics and Wall Street?” Actually he was a seri-
ous person, something he didn’t show most peo-
ple. He majored in philosophy at Haverford, and
was particularly affected by Ashok Gangadean and
his Aryeh Kosman, his senior thesis advisor. Tom
won a prize at his 1982 graduation for that thesis,
titled “The Metaphysics of Track.” Gangadean meets
Donnelly.

Look it up. He also was awarded the Varsity Cup
as the best male athlete in his graduating class.
Actually Tom was perhaps the best pure athlete I
ever knew. The guy carried Haverford on his back
through four years of dual meets, especially the four
times we faced Swarthmore. He could run any race
from the 100 up, he was always one of the top 400-
meter runners in the conference, and was perenni-
al conference champion in the high jump, indoors
and out. And in his senior year he took up the
800 meters and qualified for nationals! He won
a gold medal for the USA in the 4x400 relay at the

Maccabiah Games in Israel. He ran on a winning
2-mile relay team for the New York Athletic Club
at the 1985 Millrose Games in Madison Square
Garden.

Tom Donnelly can give you the details. I think I
speak for all of 25 years of Donnelly athletes when I
say that we always knew what a privilege it was to
be under his tutelage. Tom Glasser felt it most keen-
ly and like so many of us would do anything to prove
Donnelly’s faith in us was not misplaced. Tom
Donnelly meant a great deal to Tom Glasser, and he
stayed close to Donnelly and to Haverford’s track
teams for the rest of his life. On Tom Glasser’s last
day at Haverford he went up to Donnelly’s office and
said, “I love you Mr. Donnelly.” 

Tom Glasser was a pretty competitive guy. He was-
n’t the kind of guy who would ordinarily be happy
for you if beat him at something. Once during indoor
track season Tom missed a weekly meet held over at
Widener University in Chester. He was competing
in a more prestigious invitational at Princeton, if
memory serves. He came back to campus that
evening to find teammate Ed Wilmer ’83 had bro-
ken his school indoor high jump record at Widener.
Ed Wilmer! Who had never beaten him! Tom was
crushed. 

Still you had to respect Ed’s accomplishment
until the following week at Widener, when a jumper
from another school said to Tom “you should’ve
been here last week. The bar was bent. We all set
personal records.” The bar was bent! The bar was
BENT! And Donnelly must have known! Such a
betrayal!

Was the bar really bent? Let’s be fair to Ed Wilmer
here. Would Tom Donnelly really let the record stand
if it had been? Besides, neither Ed nor Tom holds

When you think of Tom think of friendship. Someone who was 

always there, someone who gave advice people depended on. 

Someone who actually told his friends he loved them, just like 

he told Tom Donnelly that day. 



the record anymore. Noel Watson ’97
does. But it feels like a betrayal of Tom
to suggest that bar wasn’t bent. You
never know, Donnelly might have
pulled this out of his psychology bag
to motivate Tom. Most of us thought it
was a good laugh, but Tom never real-
ly let it go, not even 20 years later when
I swear he would still moan about that
bent bar if you mentioned it. 

For the record, Tom was instru-
mental in bringing me together with
my wife, Donna Silbert ’84. It happened
in the spring semester of 1982, when
Tom was Donna’s philosophy advisor
and at my urging abused academic
authority and talked about me instead
of Wittgenstein. 

Not long after that Tom, Mike
Sheely ’83, and I were in an auto acci-
dent together and Tom’s mom took us
all in the next day and even invited my
new girlfriend to come down from
New York to nurse my wounds. A
weekend that brought us all together
for life. I’ll never forget listening to Dr.
Ruth’s radio program for the first time,
on Mrs. Glasser’s kitchen radio. We all
screamed with laughter at Mrs.
Glasser’s running commentary. I held
my bandaged head in my hands and
tried not to laugh.

Tom was the only person who could
say the f-word in front of your mother
and get away with it. Tom made moth-
ers blush and laugh, it was his stock-in-
trade. My mother, Donna’s mother, his
mother, anybody’s mother. I think it
came from his mother, whose warm,
whimsical, easy personality all those
years disguised a strength of character
none of us ever hope to have to find in
ourselves.

And Tom’s dad, tall, quiet, firm,
intense, analytical, expressing his love
in a very different way from Tom’s mom
but just as strong. He was an NYU pro-
fessor and an incredibly successful busi-
nessman on the side. Boy, was Tom
proud of his dad. Some people display
characteristics of one parent more than
the other, some people are more of a
mixture. Tom was more than a mix, he
was an explosion of his parents’ quali-

ties.
Let me describe the first time I saw

Tom. August 1979, freshman year, start
of cross-country camp. Feverish humid
August day at Haverford. Grass sizzling
with those end-of-summer Main Line
bees. First time in the Old Gym and
we’re stretching before going out for a
run. I see a skinny kid, very quiet, short
haircut, wearing blue shorts and a blue
t-shirt. He’s kind of nervous, and he’s
shooting shadow baskets.

Who wouldn’t be nervous before a
famous Donnelly’s Main Line death
march?  But Tom wasn’t nervous, he was
shy and quiet. Tom! It took him a few

months at Haverford before he found
his groove. I think maybe he was intim-
idated by national high school stars like
his new teammates Sheely and Dane
Rutstein ’82. Maybe he just needed time
to fit in. 

I saw him go through the same
transition in New York four years later.
Grew up in the New Jersey suburbs
but had hardly seen the big city. Just
a shy guy, the Tom Glasser few people
saw. He took a walk around his new
neighborhood one night and passed
Danceteria, a pretty hip place in its
day. He asked the guy behind the vel-
vet rope if this was a gay club or a
straight club. “Just boys and girls hav-
ing fun” came the reply. A story Tom
repeated for years.

With all the comedy clubs in New
York, it was just inevitable that Tom
would one day try his hand at standup
comedy. He did it quite successfully for

a while in the early ’90s. I recall one glo-
rious evening with the room packed,
friends and admirers and more bond
traders than the place had ever seen,
Tom brought down the house. His
humor could veer toward the scatolog-
ical: “When I was a kid my mom used
to whip out the rectal thermometer at
the first sign I had a cold. That’s right –
the rectal thermometer!  Tasted terri-
ble.”

Believe it or not, some people didn’t
like Tom, which sometimes bothered me
but never seemed to bother him. Tom
was out there, he was all Tom all the
time. He had a sacrilegious streak, and
he didn’t tolerate hypocrisy. If you sensed
you were judging him on appearances,
he played the appearance up, and the
joke was on you. If in the process he dis-
covered you didn’t have a sense of
humor he could be merciless.

Once, a long time ago, he came to
dinner at our place. We had a mix of dif-
ferent people like you try for at a din-
ner party, including a woman with
whom Donna and I had become friend-
ly. She made some disparaging remark
about yuppies and Tom gradually trans-
formed himself into her worst night-
mare. He talked of how much he loved
money, how he calculated his net worth
every day, how money really did buy
happiness and therefore how happy he
was. She gaped in horror. After that
evening Donna and I never heard from
the woman again.

But the Tom she didn’t get to know
was generous, warm, strong, loving,
and supportive of his friends, his fam-
ily, the community where he lived,
and above all his beloved Haverford
College. Those of us who knew him
well knew his devotion to his sisters
and his niece. 

What was Tom like at the end of
his life? A great friend, a responsible
one. Someone who actually had urged
colleagues at work to purchase more
insurance for their families. Someone
who counseled his friends to be proud
of their accomplishments and not lose
themselves in the struggle for more.
Someone who didn’t miss the oppor-
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tunity to tell his friends he loved
them. 

Tom was a great mentor of young
people. Here’s a story: Tom’s brother-in-
law Sam Ticknor and I last year attend-
ed a memorial service for family, friends,
and colleagues of Tom and the 65
Sandler O’Neill colleagues with whom

he died. The service filled Carnegie Hall.
We found ourselves sitting with a gen-
tleman who had lost his young son. He
told us how Tom had hazed his son for
wearing suspenders on his first day on
Wall Street. 

Apparently Tom the big-shot partner
pulled the red suspenders from behind
and allowed them to snap back, saying,
“Son, we don’t wear suspenders here at
Sandler O’Neill until we’ve made our
first million!”

The young man returned home that
night crestfallen but soon all he was talk-
ing about at home was “Mr. Glasser said
this today” and “Mr. Glasser taught me
that.” The father said that Tom had had
a profound influence on his son’s brief
career. He opened his suit jacket to
reveal his son’s bright red suspenders.
We all cried.

I’m telling you, Tom was different.
How many funerals have you attended
with a 25-strong police honor guard?
Has anyone ever written a play about
you? Tom had one written by a former
colleague and it was performed Off-

Broadway.  The place was packed with
bond traders and well-wishers, just as
in Tom’s standup days. The play set a
character based on Tom’s trading floor
humor against a dark background and
was not an entirely sympathetic por-
trayal. Tom recognized that but he
loved the play just the same, he was so
good-natured, and he was just really
proud of it.

What kind of a man was he? A Knick
worshipper, a devoted Elvis Costello fan,
a friend, a great friend. A golfer, a cigar-
smoker, a guy who drove around and
called you up at work to leave ridicu-
lous musical voicemails. The last one he
left me said, “Shoot that poison arrow
to my heart!” 

A friend. When you think of Tom
think of friendship. Someone who was
always there, someone who gave advice
people depended on. Someone who
actually told his friends he loved them,
just like he told Tom Donnelly that day.
Someone who left nothing unsaid and
who really knew he was loved.

Above all, Tom was a husband and
a father. In his last few years he mar-
ried and had two sons and wasn’t seen
around town much after the dinner
hour. His wife Meg saved his life, he
said, and there’s no doubt that was so.
He was quietly happy and terribly in
love. He said he had finally found the
person who understood him and they
both said they knew almost immedi-
ately. She was Myrna Loy to his
William Powell. In the last months of
his life he talked about retiring from
Wall Street and spending his days clos-
er to home, perhaps managing money
for friends.

At Tom’s memorial service the most
extraordinary stories were told by Tom
and Meg’s neighbors of their love for
each other and for their sons, Dylan and
Luke. The woman who passed them on
the freeway on a weekday morning.  She
saw them laughing uproariously on the
way to school. The policeman who
laughed about how early the lights went
out at the Glasser house. The Summit,
N.J., police department kept a special
watch over the house of this especially

generous friend. They still do. Neighbors
marveled at Tom’s involvement in the
school and community, his balance of
work and family, his love.

Tom sent me a very special e-mail to
tell me he and Meg were getting mar-
ried. “Hush hush,” the message began.
There was a hush over Tom and Meg
from the moment you first saw them
together. Over Tom and Meg and Dylan
and Luke. There still is. 

Jimmy Dunne, Tom’s boss at Sandler
O’Neill, said that Tom would have rel-
ished the opportunity to rebuild his firm
after the devastation of Sept. 11. Tom
would have relished it, he was a born
leader. He loved the values he learned
at Haverford, but I believe he would
have been passionate about the impor-
tance of pursuing and eradicating ter-
rorism. 

It’s really painful to so many of us
that Tom is gone. But the truth is that
it was a miracle that Tom Glasser ever
existed. A unique individual, an orig-
inal snowflake. A miracle for all of
us.

I don’t think Tom would have mind-
ed me closing with Bruce Springsteen,
a lyric dedicated to the men and women
who died trying to save Tom’s life, but
just as applicable to him: 

May your strength give us strength
May your faith give us faith
May your hope give us hope
May your love bring us love.
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Calvin Gooding was one of the happiest, most joyful
people you could ever hope to know, and he brought
that joy to every friendship in which he took part. And
few people had more friends, real friends, than Calvin.

When we were maybe sophomores at Haverford, Cal
took a few of his friends to the Gooding’s house in
Queens for dinner—a home cooked meal, that rarest
thing for a college student. I still remember his mom
made lasagna and salad. Another thing that really made
an impression on us that night was that she slipped up
once, and called him Callie Boy. Of course, his father
is Calvin, too, so it was a perfectly natural pet name for
her oldest son, but we were highly amused, and Callie
Boy immediately made the list of irreverent nicknames
by which Cal was known to his friends. 

And in the days after the Trade Centers came down,
I found myself wandering around my house in North
Carolina, calling out loud, Callie Boy, because I just felt
that he was lost to me, lost to us all, forever. And I guess
that shows I was losing it a little, and I know a lot of
us were, because of course it wasn’t like he could have
heard me if he’d been alive, at work at Cantor Fitzgerald
or home with La Chanze and Celia,  but there I was,
calling it out, Callie Boy.

And then, little by little, he began to come back to
me, to come into focus. I guess the first step in that was
the recognition that he was really gone. I went to the
bookshelf and pulled down the poem by A.E.
Houseman, the poem called “To an Athlete Dying
Young,” and reread those famous opening verses:

The time you won your town the race
We chaired you through the market-place; 
Man and boy stood cheering by, 
And home we brought you shoulder-high. 
To-day, the road all runners come, 
Shoulder-high we bring you home, 
And set you at your threshold down, 

Townsman of a stiller town. 
That helped a little. In my first memories of Calvin,

from first semester of our freshman year, 21 years ago
now, he is a young athlete, and we are here today to set
him down at that final threshold. But after that the
poem just falls apart for me. The athlete in the poem
is almost lucky to have died early, before his records
were broken, avoiding the fate that Houseman called
the name dying before the man. That wasn’t going to
do it for Cal—he had done so much yet was still build-
ing his name, he had done so much else in his life, mov-
ing from success to success, making it on Wall Street,
becoming a husband and a father, fulfilling the prom-
ise shown by the young athlete he had been. 

It was my wife, Lisa, who helped start the process
of putting Calvin into some perspective. She picked up
a picture of Cal and a group of guys at our wedding –
Cal has on sunglasses and a Hollywood smile – it’s a
picture that has been in our family room for years, and
she said, simply, “Beautiful Calvin.”

And in my grief and loss, I looked at her, and at the
picture, and I said, “Beautiful? Calvin?” Because no
matter how much you love a guy, you have one break-
fast too many together after a tough night of, uh, college,
one too many breakfasts where he’s got a do-rag on his
head, and beautiful is just not the first word that comes
to mind. 

But Lisa was right. Calvin was beautiful. Suddenly
I could see that. He was so many fine things, things
that we sum up with the weighty words that are used in
memorial service or an obituary, or in describing him to
complete strangers, as I’ve done so often in these past
weeks – things that we know about our friends but that
are too close to focus on, because we are absorbed with
the actions and interactions that give those words their
meaning – in Calvin’s case, we were usually having too
much fun, laughing too hard, debating sports trivia or

by Ed Cone ’84

Calvin J. Gooding ’84



Summer2002 29

music or politics, to get that external view. 
Let me give you an example: Character. Calvin

Gooding was a man of character, strength, and digni-
ty. We, his friends, may not have used those words as we
watched Calvin onstage in our senior class show, made
up and fully padded to impersonate a female dean,
singing falsetto to the tune of “If I Only Had a Brain”
from “The Wizard of Oz.” (And La Chanze thought she
was the only actress in the family…)

Character, strength, dignity…Ok, so he falls asleep
on the couch watching football, and it’s just one time
too many that he’s sitting there with his head back,
snoring lightly, so his friends just had to pour a little
Kool-Aid mix into his open mouth…but you can’t get
lost in that kind of detail. You step back a bit and you
see, for example, that Calvin was under enormous pres-
sure in college, although you might never have known
it. He was, for one thing, a star ballplayer, although he
was always humble, never got a bigger head about it.
He was the guy other teams keyed on and tried to stop.
When Haverford went on the road, at Swarthmore, our
archrival, the fans would chant his name when he
stepped to the foul line or, worse, if he made a mistake.
Cal-vin, Cal-vin, they would shout. But he didn’t blink. 

And obviously, as a young black man in an over-
whelmingly white college scene, there were all sorts of
extra pressures on him, but he handled them with grace
and poise. He knew who he was, and he was ready to
share that with anyone, without compromising it in
any way. He was who he was – a guy from Springfield
Gardens who was a big man on campus at an elite col-
lege – and he wore it all well. He didn’t ignore the issues
– we talked about it all, I mean, it was college, we talked
everything into the ground, but he never showed stress,
never sweated it. He went to practice, he went to class,
and he made it to every party and every road trip. 

You’re friends with someone long enough, it’s not

all smiles, no matter how happy that person is. Cal was
with me, he was a source of comfort to me, on the day
my father died – he was learning to swim in the Kibel’s
pool at West Hampton that day, in fact – learning to
swim and learning to drive as an adult were two things
he did that both impressed and terrified Cal’s friends.
And years later, at a time of terrible crisis in his own
family, Lisa and I saw Calvin step up for his parents,
his brothers and sisters – he was a leader, and he was
a rock. Character, strength, dignity, grace and poise –
these were the big words that Calvin embodied. 

Calvin Gooding. If you read that name in one of
those nineteenth-century novels we were supposed to
read in college,  you would roll your eyes at the obvi-
ousness of it. Calvin, the strong-willed, strong-mind-
ed man of God. Gooding, well, that one kind of hits
you over the head, doesn’t it. And make no mistake,
Calvin loved God. His faith was strong, and I learned
something from him on the subject. Once, we were rid-
ing in the back of Charles Kibel’s car, on spring break in
Florida, and we were having another one of those deep
conversations you have when you are 20 about God
and truth and science, and Cal just said, I know the
science is true, but I know God is true, too. Simple as
that. His grandfather had taught him that, he said, and
I never knew him to forget it. Another big word. Faith. 

And I know this is making him sound so bland, and
too good, but again, it was all the underpinning, the
stuff that was obscured by day-to-day life. Calvin was no
plaster saint – he was so alive. On the very same trip
where we were talking about God we were played a
basketball game with our best friends that got so intense
that fisticuffs almost broke out, and guys were driving
up to Fort Lauderdale and we were watching the NCAA
tourney on TV and we were water-skiing and goofing
around in boats – and that was before Cal had learned
to swim.

This eulogy was delivered by Ed Cone ’84 at 

Calvin Gooding’s memorial service on Oct. 11, 2001, 

at the Christian Cultural Center in Brooklyn. 
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Yet another big word: friendship.
Calvin was a true friend. One of the guys
on that memorable spring break trip, one
of Calvin’s closest friends, was Doug
Gardner, his Haverford teammate and
colleague at Cantor Fitzgerald. Doug died
with Calvin, leaving behind his own lov-
ing family. And I mention Doug not
because he was my friend, although he
was, and I bring up all of Cantor’s fallen
at this service for Calvin, because I can-
not imagine for a moment that Calvin
would not have wanted us to remember
them now as well. 

Because Calvin was kind. He went out
of his way for people. He listened to peo-
ple. When Calvin hugged his female
friends he didn’t just hug them, he said,
“Hello, gorgeous,” and he didn’t just give
compliments, I think he believed them
to be true. His college friends were most-
ly amateur insult comics, but he rarely
spoke ill of anyone. In fact, we liked to
say outrageous things just to hear Calvin
say “Stop.” And I never knew him to
have an enemy. That’s even more amaz-
ing considering that Calvin had more
friends than most of us have casual
acquaintances—it was a standing joke
among his housemates in college—we
were a very tight-knit group, we ate
together and went out together, and
Haverford and Bryn Mawr make up a
very small community—it was just a tru-
ism that if you saw Cal talking to some-
one that you had never seen before and
asked who this stranger was, Calvin
would say, that was my good friend so
and so—and he would mean it. 

Just over three years ago, Calvin called
me and asked if I would give the groom’s-
side toast at his wedding to La Chanze.
He really knew I loved him, I guess, to
trust me like that with an open bar and
an open mike---and I still owed him for
the warm and funny toast he had given
at our rehearsal dinner in 1989. And I
told this story then at their wedding, so
sorry if you’ve heard it before, but one
night when I lived up on 99th Street, Cal
and I went out and had a lot of fun, and
he ended up sleeping over, and it was
pretty late, and Calvin was stretched out
on my bed, and he was talking in this
dreamy voice about meeting the woman
who would be the mother of Calvin

Gooding Jr., and it was such a nice
moment that I hated to remind him that
he was Calvin Gooding Jr….and he said,
Right, I mean Calvin Gooding Jr.,
Jr….but the point was that Calvin knew
he was looking, even before he was close
to settling down, he was looking for a
special person to build a family with, and
if you know his family, as Lisa and I have
been so privileged to do in these past
years, know his mom and dad, his twin
sister Allison, his brothers Steve and
Michael, his darling Jocelyn, you could
see where that desire was shaped. 

And then he found La Chanze, and
his dream had come true. Women, I
guess, didn’t have trouble seeing that he
was beautiful—women loved Calvin—
but he loved one woman. La Chanze
meant everything to him, and then his
daughter Celia arrived, and he found
room in his heart for another true love,
and when we last spoke on the phone a
few weeks ago, with the new baby due
so soon, he was so happy—there’s that
word again—and excited, so settled into
the rightness of what he was doing with
his life. Big, big word with Calvin
Gooding: Love. 

And then his life ended, suddenly and
shockingly. His daughters and La Chanze
were robbed of him, but they will never
be alone. Our love for Calvin will not
die, and we will continue to share it with
his family for generations. The name
Calvin Gooding will outlive the man,
and our love for him will endure. I love
you, Cal. 

Calvin made me laugh. He was gallant
and debonair in his way and what I took
for granted until this tragedy, and what I
see in retrospect was that he made me feel
good about myself. I wanted to write
because I wanted to share that what Calvin
gave of himself in friendship is alive in my
memory now. Since hearing that he was
missing, I have felt at times like I was liv-
ing in two periods of my life simultane-
ously (now and when I knew him); which
is another way of saying that what is gen-
uine in the heart lives forever. Calvin was
such a gift and will always be.  —Lucy

I got to know Calvin while at Packer.
I always knew he was special. He always

treated everyone with whom he came in
contact with high regard. He filled my
days at Packer with his humor, passion,
and positive outlook. He was an easy
friend and his warm smile will not be
forgotten. “He was one of the good
guys.” —Lisa

Words cannot express our sadness.
Calvin was one of the kindest, most
decent men we have ever known, and
we count him among our closest of
Haverford friends. We adored Calvin.

—Ann ’84 & Vincent Figuredo ’83

Calvin was a friend of my son Danny.
I also knew him, and always liked him
very much. No one can ever replace a
son.

May peace come soon to this world. 
—Ruth Harris

I will always cherish my play years
with Calvin. Always a gentleman even
before age made him the wonderful man,
husband, and father I know he was. I will
miss him but his memory will live on in
my heart and prayers. —Beverly

Calvin was a true friend. One of the
many things we shared was our love of
family. From our first meeting, through
so many happy and sad moments since,
our families have adopted each other,
and that closeness will not end now. 

How odd to see Cal for a moment in
worldly terms, the words in an obituary
or tribute – ambition, success, generos-
ity – because these words, however true,
do not capture the warmth of his pres-
ence or the readiness of his smile. We
will always honor his memory and we
will always regard Calvin’s family as our
own. —Edward Cone ’84

I met Calvin for the first time in
February when he returned to Packer to
talk with our students on career day. I
remember him as a bright, energetic,
articulate young man with a gorgeous
smile. He is so loved by his former teach-
ers and so many Packer alums.

He remains in the heart and prayers
of many. —Jane Otto

Send your class news by e-mail to: classnews@haverford.edu Calvin J. Gooding 
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Phil was my roommate in our sophomore, junior, and
senior years. Although he would not fancy himself a
home decorator, he did provide our living room in
Comfort with a rather unique work of art. Reflecting
his French roots, he procured a ceramic statue of a
rather scantily clad woman from some local “antique”
store, and named her “Putain.” I’m not sure I have the
spelling right, and the word doesn’t appear in my
French/English dictionary (a pocket version lacking all
the “interesting” words), but I do recall that its mean-
ing involved women of somewhat less than spotless
repute. I tell this story to evoke the playful perspective
that Phil brought to our suite. It is one of the things I
remember to this day, despite the fact that I have not
remained in close touch with him. He was also a pow-
erful and memorable presence, intellectually and ethi-
cally. He was quick to deflate that which he found
pompous and pretentious, while at the same time he
engaged me in some of the most stimulating discus-
sions of philosophical and moral issues of anyone I
have known. That my memories of Phil are as clear as
they are despite the years it has been since I’ve seen
him is a tribute to the power of his thinking and his
observations on life and people. I will continue to carry
with me strong memories of Phil, as will others who
have known him well. 

— Charles Beever ’74

I was Phil Haentzler’s roommate during our fresh-
man and sophomore years. I vividly remember the first
time I met him, which was shortly after the room assign-
ments for freshmen had been mailed out. Phil invited
me to have dinner at his home in Queens, and then to
take in a Mets game at Shea Stadium. Phil’s father was
a French chef, and for some reason the broccoli
Hollandaise still makes my mouth water. I can’t remem-
ber whether the Mets won or lost that day, but I do
remember learning something about the meaning of
“friendship” and “hospitality” that day. Phil was a quiet
person, with a keen but understated wit. I remember
once writing a skit together for Class Night. It was a
spoof on the Christian doctrine of the Blessed Trinity,
with the main idea being the resentment felt by the
Holy Spirit for never getting equal “air time” in Christian
devotion. We never submitted the script, blasphemous
as it was, for consideration. But it may bear  mention
that the “charismatic” movement in the churches was
just then getting under way, though surely neither of
us knew that at the time. But perhaps we were, in our
own irreverent way, on to something. I recall being pie-
eyed at Phil’s gift for languages and sophistication as a
writer and literary critic. He was the first of many of
my classmates to intimidate me intellectually...not that
he ever TRIED to be intimidating or boastful about his
attainments. In Phil’s obituary, mention was made of
his morning “coffee ritual.” He would rise early each
day, make coffee, and then lay out the mug, the cream,
the spoon, and the morning newspaper...and await his
longtime companion Patricia Thompson’s emergence
from the bedroom. This simple but heartbreakingly
beautiful scenario speaks volumes about the kind of
person he was. It teaches us something about the virtue
of courtesy. 

—Rick Steele ’74 

by Charles Beever ’74 and Rick Steele ’74

Philip Haentzler ’74
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Welcome Freshmen Events
This summer, several “Welcome Freshmen” events took place around the country

to introduce the class of 2006 to the Haverford community. These well-attended
events allowed a wonderful blend of current students, incoming freshmen and their
families, alumni, and friends, an excellent opportunity to stay connected to the
College. 

A warm thank you to all of our gracious alumni hosts, listed below. 
If you would like to volunteer to host a Welcome Freshmen event next summer,

please contact the alumni office at: alumni@haverford.edu
Frosh Parties 2002

Date Location Host
June 6 Dallas Andrew Block ’74 & Aaron ’02
June 12 San Francisco Kurt Calia ’90
June 15 Los Altos, Calif. Rob Haragan ’78 & Karen Bryant
August 3 Scarsdale, N.Y. Emily (BMC ’83) & Paul Kandel ’83
August 3 Portland, Ore. Chris Eaton ’87
August 4 Seattle Anna-Liisa Little ’90
August 4 Baltimore & Washington R. LaClair ’79; J. LeBreton ’79; S. Willie ’86
August 4 Greenlawn, N.Y. James & Nancy Decker P’05
August 6 Pacific Palisades, Calif. David Fogelson ’73
August 11 Framingham, Mass. Joan Johnson P’04
August 11 Mountainside, N.J. Micheal ’79 & Rhona Ann Magaril
August 17 Oak Park, Ill. Howard ’73 & Lisa Prossnitz
August 17 Philadelphia & Delaware Founders Club & Alumni Assoc. 
August 26 Pittsburgh Paul Steinman ’84

Admission Volunteers
Needed

The Admission Office periodically
needs alumni volunteers to attend col-
lege fairs and interview students. The
following states, in particular, have few
admission volunteers:

No Current Volunteers:

Hawaii
Mississippi
Missouri
Montana
North Dakota
Oklahoma
Rhode Island
South Dakota
West Virginia
Wyoming
One Current Volunteer:
Alaska
Idaho
Iowa
Indiana
Kansas
Kentucky
Louisiana
Nevada
South Carolina
Utah
Few Current Volunteers:
Colorado
Georgia
International
Maine
Puerto Rico
Vermont

If you’re interested in becoming an admission volun-
teer and helping shape the future of Haverford,
please contact alumni@haverford.edu or call 610-
896-1002.

Haverford Fund 
Secure Website

Alumni, family, and friends may make
credit card gifts (Visa, MasterCard, and
American Express) to the College via a
secure site. From www.haverford.edu,
click on the Alumni button to find the
link for the Haverford Fund, then scroll
down to the Online Giving Form. For
more information, contact Emily Davis,
Director of Annual Giving, at (610) 896-
1129 or edavis@haverford.edu.

Call for 2003 Alumni
Award Nominations 

The Alumni Office is currently seek-
ing nominations for the 2003 Alumni
Awards. Do you have a classmate who is
an exemplary leader in fund raising,
alumni activities, Admission, or service
to humanity? Send an e-mail to: alum-
ni@haverford.edu or contact the office
at: 610-896-1002 for details.

Deadline for nominations is March 1, 2003.

Haverford on the Web
The Haverford website is a valuable

resource for alumni. View photos of
recent events in the Alumni Photo
Gallery, register online for this year’s
Alumni Weekend, sign up for e-mail for-
warding, update your address and con-
tact information, obtain Career
Development information, and see what
your classmates are up to on your class’s
own webpage. Visit: www.haverford.edu
and click on “Alumni.”

Regional Societies
Great things are happening in your area! 

“Welcome Freshmen” parties, infor-
mal alumni gatherings, visits from facul-
ty, staff, and President Tritton, campaign
celebrations, and much more! For com-
plete information about these or any
upcoming alumni events, visit the online
Regional Events Calendar, accessible
from: www.haverford.edu. Click on
“Alumni,” then “Regional Events.” This
calendar is updated frequently, so be sure
to check back often.

Also, the Haverford Alumni Office
recently has been visiting several key
cities around the country (San
Francisco, San Diego, Los Angeles, and
Chicago) in an ongoing effort to recruit
“Regional Leaders” to host alumni
events in their areas. Do you have an
idea for a successful regional event? Are
you interested in learning how to
become a Regional Leader? Contact the
Alumni Office at 610-896-1004 for
details. 

Notes from the Alumni Association



30 For news of Arthur Brinton, see
note on William Fisher Brinton ’32.

31 For news of Arthur Mekeel, see
note on William Fisher Brinton ’32.

32 William Fisher Brinton writes,
“We live quietly here in the Berkshires
with an occasional visit to Vermont and
brother Arthur ’30, who at 95 is now
improving and is the oldest in our Brin-
ton branch! My big job is trying to ‘keep
up’ – not ‘catch up!’ Our one ‘big’ trip
was to Arthur Mekeel ’31 at a Quaker
nursing home in State College, Pa., for
the memorial for his wife Etta (Albrecht)
who recently died of cancer.” 

35 Rowland Skinner writes, “Delma
and I have moved into Sweetwood, a
retirement home in Williamstown, Mass.”

40 Stephen Fleischman, ABC doc-
umentary filmmaker, has published his
first novel, The Reporter, via Print on
Demand technology via iUniverse. An
interview with him can be found online
at iUniverse.com. 

44Henry Vila writes, “Looking for-
ward to my 60th reunion (gad!). Going
to my 62nd reunion next week; Ger-
mantown High School.”

45 Warren Baldwin writes, “Ten
days after the September tragedy we
headed off on a long-planned trip to
China and Tibet. The Chinese local
guides and the one with us for three
weeks were all between excellent and
superb. The airport security on the
domestic flights was superior to what we
had experienced in the U.S. (up to those
dates). The Chinese highway signage was
in English and Chinese. Most of the
younger generation was fluent in Eng-
lish. From the ordinary people to the
retired Chinese general and wife we had
lunch with – all were friendly and
desirous of being part of the anti-terror-
ist coalition.”

From left: Geoffrey McConnell ’69, Heather
McConnell ’02, Robert McConnell ’40

John Henkels ’49 recently was ap-
pointed to the board of the Vatican
Observatory, one of the oldest astro-
nomical institutes in the world. In addi-
tion to fundraising and advisory respon-
sibilities, Henkels is collaborating with
Father George Coyne, the president of
the observatory, on an educational film
about the history and research of the
institute. 

The roots of the Vatican Observatory
can be traced back to the 16th century,
when a committee was formed by Pope
Gregory XIII to examine scientific data
and its implications regarding the cal-
endar reformation of 1582. Today, the
observatory has two homes, one in Castel
Gandolfo outside of Rome, and the other
in Tucson, Ariz. Its libraries contain more

than 22,000 volumes, including the rare
works of Copernicus, Galileo, and
Newton, and its summer schools at
Castel Gandolfo draw dozens of young
scholars to study selected topics under
renowned faculty. The observatory’s cut-
ting-edge research is enhanced by break-
through technology such as the Vatican
Advanced Technology Telescope (VATT),
the institute’s first optical-infrared tele-
scope.

Henkels, who is retired from the engi-
neering and construction firm Henkels
and McCoy, was first introduced to the
observatory by his brother but has main-
tained a lifelong interest in astronomy.
“I love being on the board,” he says,
“because it’s very active.”

—B.M.

Ford Highlight

John Henkels ’49 turned a 

lifelong interest into an 

invaluable opportunity.

Class News
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For news of Pamela Jay Gottfried see
BIRTHS.

For news of Liz Leznick, see BIRTHS.

88 Paul Babbitt writes, “We’ve all
moved to Magnolia, Ark., where I teach
political science at Southern Arkansas
University. If there are any Fords out here
in the Ark-La-Tex, they should get in
touch.” For more news of Paul, see
BIRTHS.

For news of Anne Chosak, see note on
Matty Woodruff ’86.

For news of Pamela Cherry Fischer, see
BIRTHS.

Daniel Friedman writes, “Living in Char-
lottesville with my lover of seven years.
Still working at a community health clin-
ic in central Virginia for an underserved
population. I practice both internal med-
icine and psychiatry. I also attend and
teach at the University of Virginia one
week per month. I have a small private
psychotherapy practice and continue to
work with the local hospice service.”

For news of Jonathan Gross, see
BIRTHS.

Madeline Henley married Joseph Kaster
(Purdue ’88) on May 20, 2001. Fords in
attendance included Karen Ruderman,
Liz Orlin, Jenny Sorel, and Dottie
Rosenbaum with her husband and four-
week-old twins.

For news of Mary Kunkemueller, see
note on Charles Wallach ’86.

For news of Eduardo Pretell, see note
on Erika Baron Pretell ’89.

David Sandman finished a Ph.D. in pub-
lic policy from NYU in 2001.

Sara Senesac writes, “I recently discov-
ered how to update y’all on my life
changes. I live in Birmingham, Ala., now
– hence the ‘y’all’ – and recently made
partner at Najjar Denaburg, P.C., where
I practice in the area of matrimonial and
family law. I have two extraordinary, cute
children, Noel (born February 1999) and
Sophie (born August 2001). Life is
good.”

For news of Elizabeth Shapiro, see
Steven Albert ’86. 

Class News Send your class news by e-mail to: classnews@haverford.edu 

In the spring of 2001, veterinarian
Elizabeth Chittick ’91 had the once-in-
a-lifetime opportunity to travel to
Antarctica as part of a foraging ecology
research project funded by the National
Science Foundation. Scientists were there
to study krill, including all animals that
fed on the invertebrate; Chittick was part
of a specific research group that focused
on crabeater seals. “They needed to anes-
thetize the seals so samples could be col-
lected and satellite tags could be applied,”
she says, “and so they needed a veteri-
narian to be involved with the project.”

For six to eight weeks, Chittick
worked and lived on a research
vessel/icebreaker. “It was an unbeliev-
able experience,” she says. “Never in my
wildest dreams did I imagine I’d ever
travel to Antarctica.” She describes the
continent as a very beautiful but stark
place—there are no trees, only ice, water,
rocks and snow. She reports that the tem-
perature was not “too bad—but it did
drop to –33 degrees Centigrade at one
point!”

After returning from Antarctica,
Chittick completed her zoo medicine res-
idency at North Carolina State University
and passed her zoological medicine
board certification exam. Today, she is
one of three veterinarians on staff at Sea
World in Orlando, Fla. She is responsible
for the health of most of the park’s ani-
mals, including dolphins, killer whales,
sea lions, and an assortment of other
marine mammals, as well as birds, tur-
tles and fish. Besides caring for sick ani-
mals, she performs preventative health

measures for the healthy ones and is
actively involved with Sea World’s res-
cue and rehabilitation program, which
tends to sick and injured animals from
the wild. “I love my job,” she says. “It’s
busy, but I absolutely love it. Hope to see
any Fords traveling in Orlando!” 

—B.M.

Ford Highlight

Elizabeth Chittick ’91 

experienced the stark beauty

and frigid temperatures 

of Antartica.
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Someone at some time may have
cared more deeply than Stephen Cary
about Haverford College. Someone may
have wanted to reach still higher for excel-
lence in education, honor in performance,
and commitment to peace. But I know of
no one who did so. He was Haverford at
its aspiring best.

Thirty-three years ago, Steve asked me
to have lunch with him in Philadelphia. I
knew him as a member of the search com-
mittee that brought me to Haverford in
1967 and then as vice-chairman of the
College’s board. We were just nicely into
the meal when he stunned me with a ques-
tion. Would I have any interest in bring-
ing him onto the Haverford staff to head
our development program? 

Interest? My heart leaped. It had never
occurred to me that he might be willing to
leave his American Friends Service
Committee job to come to us. Yet, I knew
what a catch he would be for us, and espe-
cially for a president still feeling his way
in the world of Quakers.

Here was a man with an extraordinarily
rich background in service of peace. He
had been a conscientious objector in World
War II, a laborer and leader in civilian work
camps, a fighter for civil rights back home,
a jail inmate for some of his protests, a

good will worker in Vietnam, and a conferee
with winners of the Nobel Peace Prize
searching for saner ways to resolve conflict.

Why would he want to come to
Haverford? Aren’t campuses withdrawn,
contemplative, and unreal?

Steve saw this switch as a logical next
step in his life. What Haverford offered
him was a chance to play a part in turning
out leaders for the future who would com-
bine the highest intellectual abilities with
a passion to use those abilities in the serv-
ice of others. In 1630, John Winthrop saw
the new world which he and his fellow
founders of the Company of Massachusetts
Bay as “a City upon the Hill, the eyes of
all people upon us.” Steve’s vision was less
sweeping but just as inspiring. His alma
mater would be a place where young peo-
ple could find harmony for head and heart.
And this harmony would have something
that John Winthrop could neither imag-
ine nor enjoy: fun. 

His personality and passion were such
that he could have made a compelling case
for that harmony in any job on campus —
director of security, assistant head of
grounds (he was too modest to try replac-
ing our head gardener), librarian of the
Quaker collection, lecturer on concilia-
tion, or vice president for development.
Put him anywhere, and he would be heard
and loved.

His earliest contact with the College
was inevitable. To be raised in a home with
deep Quaker roots and to have a strong
mother as an alumna of Bryn Mawr was
to have one’s educational path predeter-
mined. His intimate contacts from that

1969 luncheon until cancer took his life
this summer were not inevitable. They
came from a searching on his part (“Where
can I have the most lasting impact?”) and
luck on our part. (“Who out there might
best illustrate what we want to stand for?”)

To have the impact that he had on the
College — and on me — he had to have
two qualities side by side: faith and humor.

His religious faith was rock solid. The
man Jesus was for him ever-present.
“What would He do in this situation?”
was the question that came to Steve at
each turn in the road. I realize that reli-
gious fundamentalists are supposed to ask
that same question, but Steve knew what
Jesus said about love, about peacemakers,
and about the least among us. He had no
need for the rest of us to be as committed
to the Galilean as he was. It was enough
that each of us had a faith, a belief in an
ideal rising above the everyday and the
self, and a striving to live by that faith.
Steve made us believe in man’s capacity
for goodness even when greed, corrup-
tion, and evil surround us. The College’s
job, as he saw it, was to plant and sustain
in students the ability and desire to make
a difference. 

Stephen Cary: 
Conscience of a College

Moved to Speak
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Yet had he not had humor to match that
faith, he could have been a pain in the butt.
Many a crusader is. Steve’s humor was
abundant. His laugh was loud, and his
appreciation of life’s ironies and jokes was
acute.

One of his early adventures foreshad-
owed the Cary that would be with us for
60 more years. As an undergraduate, he
went with a team to some game in
Baltimore against Johns Hopkins. The team
took in a movie that afternoon. It was a
Laurel and Hardy picture. Twice, the the-
ater’s usher (there was such a job in those
days) warned Steve that if he continued to
laugh so loudly he would have to leave the
place. The warning did no good. The film
was too funny. Steve guffawed again and
was kicked out.

He could laugh at himself. Next to his
faith and his family, he loved athletics most.
Let Haverford be playing Swarthmore in
any sport and Steve went into overdrive.
At a football game (that, too, existed in his
time), our vice president for development
would be on the edge of the playing field,
red-faced, fists pounding the air, and shout-
ing  “Kill, Quakers, kill!” Afterward, he’d
laugh at what our #1 pacifist had done,
only to repeat it at the next game. 

Much of my presidency and Steve’s vice
presidency was taken up with the issue of
admitting women as full-time Haverford
students. Had I not had the full support of
my administrative team, I doubt that I
would have stuck with the fight for coed-
ucation — or with the College, for that
matter — after a succession of defeats. The
opposition was almost always charitable
and above board, and was based solely on

the impact of such a change on Bryn Mawr.
That put Steve in a tough position. His
mother had been a devoted Bryn Mawrter
and he had many Bryn Mawr friends. Yet
he came down solidly, if painfully, in sup-
port of coeducation. The issue for him was
one of fairness: he could not any longer
reconcile exclusion of women from full
membership in the Haverford communi-
ty with his abiding belief in treating every-
one as he would want to be treated. The
power of the Cary voice in Quaker circles
helped make coeducation a certainty before
many years passed. I was gone by then, but
he was there to see a dream come true and
to be a member of the welcoming crew for
women.

Steve served one year as acting presi-
dent. That year was surely one of the
happiest for him and for his wife, Betty.
He loved having the chance to give still
more voice to his belief in Haverford’s
unique place in education. He loved the
little perquisites that went with the job,
like performing a song-and-dance rou-
tine in a Class Night skit. He would have
liked to be chosen as the full-time pres-
ident. That was not to be. But living all
the rest of his life on the edge of campus
he was, for countless men and then
women, too, the conscience of the
College. He kept that Quaker light bright
during one presidency not enamored
with that faith and practice, so that both
of the next presidents who came along
could build again on that special heritage. 

Steve was conscience for me. Time after
time, then and since, I have shaped my
response to a new situation by asking
“What would Steve do in this case?” I have
had before me the image of a man who
brought together the Sermon on the Mount
and the Constitution’s Bill of Rights — and
had a whole lot of fun doing it. 

Jack Coleman served as president of
Haverford College from 1967 to 1977. He
lives in Chester, Vt. 
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Submissions for Moved to Speak can be sent to Editor, Haverford Alumni Magazine,
370 Lancaster Avenue, Haverford, PA  19041 or via e-mail to Steve Heacock at
sheacock@haverford.edu
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