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During much of the four years that the Class of 1962 spent at 
Dartmouth College, Dean Thaddeus Seymour was a visible and 
positive presence on the Campus.  Fortunately, he has remained so 
in our lives since graduation through his attendance and wonderful 
speeches at a number of the Class of 1962ôs reunions and the Class 
Birthday parties, as well as in our collective reflections about the 
days that we all spent on the Hanover Plain. 

The contents of this book of Memories represent a modest 
demonstration of the great affection that Class members have for 
Dean Seymour and provide a snapshot of the very direct impact that 
he had on many of our lives.  Reading my Classmatesô submissions 
to this collection of Memories has left me impressed and moved by 
the sensitive, practical and intelligent way in which Dean Seymour 
helped assure that I and a number of my Classmates would have the 
life-changing experience of obtaining a liberal arts education at 
Dartmouth College. 

Gay and I want to express our appreciation to all those who 
contributed to this collection of memories and memorabilia, with 
special thanks to Richard Hannah and our daughter, Jenny, who put 
all the pieces together into this book of Memories.

Allan & Gay Weeks



David Bergman

As a philosophy major, during our Junior year, I took a most 
interesting class on Aristotelian Thomism (focusing on the 
philosophical proofs of Godôs existence) at the home of the 
professor, a brilliant and charismatic Jesuit priest, Father Thomas 
Purcell, who awarded me a glowing, personal citation for my 
participation in his class.  I didnôt know about the ñcitation reportò 
until that summer (ô61), when back home on Long Island, my mother 
excitedly brought me a letter from Dean Seymour acknowledging 
and quoting in its entirety the commendation from Fr. Purcell.  I 
immediately asked her if I could have the letter laminated and 
framed.  She smiled, said ñof course,ò and added: ñIôd want to 
memorialize it too if I were a Jewish student whoôd just received 
such a fabulous compliment from an outstanding Catholic priest and 
academician.ò  To which I responded: ñMa, I want to save it ócause 
Thad signed it.ò



Peter Brink

When I was a Freshman and a bit overwhelmed by Dartmouth, I had 
the chance to keep my brother's Ford Thunderbird for the year.  Not 
focusing on the rule against Freshman keeping cars, I arranged a 
place for it.  At some point in the year I received a rather wonderful 
letter from Dean Seymour pointing out that I was breaking the rule, 
but at the same time phrasing it so beautifully - something like, we 
don't expect our better students to cut corners in this way.  The 
letter left me feeling keen admiration and gratitude to the Dean and 
was indicative of his wise and sensitive handling of our young 
souls.  Somewhere in there I ended up totaling the Thunderbird 
trying to keep up with a fraternity brother as we drove on icy roads 
to a women's college.  (Hmmm.)



Alan Dynner

How I Was Saved by Thad Seymour

As a high school student, I couldnôt wait to escape what I regarded 
as the boring climate and topography and non-existent cultural and 
intellectual life in Coral Gables, Florida.  So I chose to attend 
Dartmouth and was thrilled in my Freshman year by the mountains, 
snow, winter sports, and multiple seasons, and most of all by my 
stimulating courses, professors and classmates.  But in May my 
father came to Hanover to tell me that his business had failed and he 
could no longer afford the Dartmouth tuition and expenses.  ñEither 
you get a scholarship, or weôll have to pack up and go home, and 
youôll have to transfer to the University of Florida,ò he said.  Terribly 
upset, I went to see Dean Seymour, told him the bad news, and went 
back to the dorm to fill out the scholarship application with my dad.  
I thought it was hopeless, since the application said that a decision 
from the College would normally take four to six weeks.


