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Headmaster O’Brien, President of the Board of Trustees duPont and 

other Honorable Trustees, Faculty, Parents, Friends, Students and 

especially members of the sixth form to whom I really direct my 

remarks today. 

     It is traditional in commencement speeches, first to indicate to the 

graduates that they are now going forth into the so-called “real world” 

(as though the world of school were not real) and second to tell them 

something about what they are going to find out there. Well – I’m not 

going to do that today. And I’ll tell you why. First, because  

St. Andrew’s graduates do not go forth into what is commonly meant 

by the “real world”. Most, if not all of you, will spend the next four 

years in college, and many of you will spend several years after that in 

graduate school. And second, because I don’t know what you’ll find out 

there four or more years from now – only that it won’t be the same 

thing that’s out there now. So today, instead of looking ahead and “out 

there”, I’d like to take a few minutes with you to look back, and “in 

here.” 

     It has been a number of years since the commencement speaker 

has been a  

St. Andrean; and, having spent a day recently with many of you, I feel 

an eerie similarity between the St. Andreans of the early 50s, of whom 

I was one, and the St. Andreans of the early 80s. Indeed one member 

of your class is a child of a member of my class at  

St. Andrew’s. 



     So, as someone who has had many of the same experiences that 

you have had, perhaps I have a special kind of opportunity to 

communicate with you. 

     Of course, not all of our St. Andrew’s experiences have been the 

same. Not all of you have lived for an entire year in a cubicle; or 

awakened to a gently falling snow – inside the south dorm or watched 

your slightly damp washcloth freeze in a matter of minutes. Not all of 

you have felt true gratitude for a small second helping of shepherd’s 

dog pie, even while the Green Dragon was bestowing upon you one of 

its periodic blessings. 

     Not all of you have experienced that ultimate in insults – two 

Ringers – and for those among you who do not know what two ringers 

are – that’s a whole bunch of marks. And not all of you have 

experienced the terror of putting on a pair of shoulder pads for the 

first time and being told to block an upper former whose sole purpose 

on this planet, you assume, is to disable you permanently. 

     And yet, I suspect that you each have had some of those 

experiences or comparable ones. And I know that you and I have been 

privileged to enjoy the same spiritual and educational experiences that 

the Founder, Felix duPont, the Donor, Irene duPont, Headmasters Pell, 

Moss, O’Brien; and many, many trustees, administrators and teachers, 

with vision, dedication, and love, have labored to make possible. 

     So I would like to talk to you today about some of the lessons that 

I learned at  

St. Andrew’s and that I hope that you learned at St. Andrew’s. 

     One of the important lessons that I learned, I learned from Howard 

Schmolze in intermediate algebra. What I learned was that life is just a 

series of never ending word problems. I’m not sure that Mr. Schmolze 

really taught it that way, but that’s the way that I learned it. If you 



can figure out the right equation and then discover enough relevant 

facts or constants, you can solve any problem. Of course, timing is 

very important. In “real life” constants have a habit of changing when 

you least expect it. 

     Another important thing that I learned at St. Andrew’s was how to 

communicate in the English language. There is no skill of comparable 

importance in our society. Craik Morris, Chester Baum, Bull Cameron – 

each in his own way motivated me to speak clearly, to write clearly – 

and I hope, to think clearly. Occasionally, I still hear Bull Cameron 

saying – “this is good boy – but try harder. You can do better.” And so 

I try harder, and sometimes I do better, and for me and I think for 

you, that is the way it ought to be.  

     Perhaps the most important lesson I learned at St. Andrew’s is 

somewhat more complex. It is one of those lessons one learns slowly 

and perhaps many times, in different ways.  

     My first conscious struggle with this lesson took place during my 

fifth form year and was prompted by a distinguished alumnus of St. 

Andrew’s, William H. Whyte, Jr. of the class of 1935. In 1952 “Holly” 

Whyte was an editor of Fortune magazine and was completing his 

outstanding study of life in the big organization, later published in 

book form as The Organization Man. As part of his study of 

organizational attitudes and how they were affecting American society, 

“Holly” sponsored a contest at St. Andrew’s. The assignment given to 

participants was to write an essay on the moral issue involved in the 

novel The Caine Mutiny. I’m sure that many of you have read The 

Caine Mutiny. The fact situation in the novel is not complicated. During 

the wartime, the second in command of a naval vessel concludes, 

based on substantial but not incontrovertible evidence, that his captain 

is incompetent and is endangering the lives of all aboard. The 



question? “Shall he relieve the captain against the captain’s will and 

take over the ship?” He does – and is court-martialed for it.  

     Our question as contest participants: Should he have done it? 

Sixteen of us struggled individually with the issue. Six years later, 

while reading the published version of The Organization Man, I was 

surprised to learn that the verdict had been fifteen to one against 

taking over the ship – and I was in the minority. My conclusion, as 

reported by “Holly” Whyte, “The student who dissented was not 

rebellious; like the others, he pointed out the necessity for codes and 

rules and regulations if society is to have any collective purpose. 

Unlike them, however, he put these points before, rather than after, 

the ‘but’. Is a man justified,” he asks, “in doing what he truly thinks is 

right under any circumstances?” After pointing out the dangers of 

individual conscience, he comes to his conclusion: “a man must realize 

that a wrong decision, however sincere, will leave him open to 

criticism and to probable punishment. Nevertheless, and after 

weighing all the facts, it is his moral duty to act as he thinks best.” 

     As a fifth former, I was able to articulate this third and most 

important lesson or principal that I learned at St. Andrew’s; but I 

clearly had not internalized its corollaries, as an event during my sixth 

form year made clear. 

     It was after the winter dance. My date was to be quartered at the 

home of Howard Schmolze, then my advisor and even today my close 

friend. The final strains of Lester Lanin’s band had faded, and my date 

and I strolled casually to the Schmolze’s home. Twenty minutes were 

allowed to make delivery, take leave, return to the sixth form corridor 

and get into bed. Imagine my dismay at finding the door to the 

Schmolze’s home locked the lights out and no one at home. I can still 

feel my heart beating. I feigned nonchalance – I who had never 



worked off a mark – as we chatted on the doorstep. Within minutes 

the Schmolzes arrived and graciously invited me in for a coke. I 

accepted, entered the house, hands shaking, took a swallow or two 

and then, too agitated to maintain my composure, mumbled an 

apology and fled – out of the house, down the hill, past the Green 

Dragon, up the stairs, onto the corridor, around the corner and then, 

just steps from my room, the lights went out. Darkness enveloped me 

for only an instant; then a beam of light struck my face and the voice 

of Dave Washburn called out “gotcha Lev – two ringers.” 

     Believing at the time that this was an unfair punishment, I 

requested a disciplinary committee hearing and pled my case – 

arguing that St. Andreans were expected to be gentlemen and 

therefore no penalty should be assessed. But the penalty stood. And 

when I inquired of a classmate who served on the committee what the 

committee’s reasoning had been – he thought for a considerable 

period of time and said, “I think the committee thought that you 

probably did what you thought was the right thing to do – and what 

the price for doing that was two Ringers.” 

     Of course the incident was trivial. But the lesson was not. If the 

principle is – that it is a person’s moral duty to do as he or she thinks 

best, the corollary is that there is a price to be paid for doing it. I 

suggest to you today that it is a much smaller price than the price you 

will pay if you sacrifice your principles. 

     Recently I received a letter from a St. Andrew’s friend with whom I 

occasionally correspond, Norris Haselton. I had mentioned to him in an 

earlier letter that I would be speaking to you today and asked him 

what he would say if he had an opportunity to speak to you today. I 

found it paralleling my own. Let me read to you a few lines from his 

letter. 



     “I think you should talk to the students and graduates about the 

necessity for life-time maintenance of high morals and principles, 

which will keep them strong, make their chosen occupations stronger 

and, in the long run, strengthen their country.” 

     “During the past few years,” Norris wrote, “this country has seen 

that presumed pinnacle of honor and service, our United States 

Congress, racked with scandal in the Abscam investigation and other 

probes. It is intensely disturbing to me that the reputation and honor 

of our country and our foremost governmental institutions have been 

substantially reduced in the eyes of most Americans and, indeed, the 

world. The people of the world look to us for leadership, but in the past 

ten years they have been shaking their heads and looking elsewhere.” 

     I’m not here today to sell you a particular set of principles. If I 

were, I would tell you that the only really important things in life are 

learning and loving (or giving); and that all of the principles that you 

develop to guide your life should relate to improving how much truth 

you can learn and how well you can learn it and how well you can love, 

and how much you can give to yourself; to your families, your friends, 

your community, your country and, for those of you who are fortunate 

enough to develop your capacity to love to a very high level, to all of 

mankind. 

     But I am not here today to sell you a particular set of principles, I 

am here today to sell you a concept, and that concept is this: 

     Arrive at your principles and beliefs very carefully – and then, 

whatever you believe – believe it. Believe it enough – to act on it. 

Believe it enough – to take risks for it. Recognize that there is a price 

for doing what you believe is right. But believe it enough – to pay any 

price for it. Measure your life by what you believe and by the sacrifice 

that you are prepared to make for acting on those beliefs. For the 



sacrifice that you will make by not acting on your beliefs will be 

tragically greater. 

     And remember, that as important as the destination may be, the 

journey and the path you take are equally important. 

     As you leave St. Andrew’s today, I promise you that life can be a 

glorious adventure. I hope you enjoy it. 

 
 


