








An Educational United Nations

On one occasion, the parents had discussed purchasing some
climbing equipment for the older children in the play yard. I was
aware that when it came to a vote on the purchase, the Russian and
Chinese parents would abstain. The committee consisted of a Chi-
nese, an American, an English, a French and a Russian member. I
remarked to one of the parents, “I know that the Russian and -
Chinese fathers wanted that climbing eqiupment. They spoke for it.
Why didn’t they vote for it?’ The person said, Do you know what
happens in a committee at the United Nations? Usually they are the
ones who abstain. I think that it was because they do not want to.be
listed, even here, as approving unanimously something that might be
to their disadvantage later on.”

=)

For days before Christmas, the children had been preparing for the
event. The teachers were helping them make gifts, string decorations
for the tree, learn songs of the different countries, and hear stories of
Christmas. They had been told that a day or so before their party,
someone would leave a tree out in front for them. The janitor would
fashion a'standard so it would stand up. It would be trimmed and the
gifts arranged underneath. The children expected to do it all them-
selves, with some supervisory help.

I was responsible for the older children. Late one afternoon a
day or so before Christmas a light snow was falling and it was getting
dark. Two of the older boys were looking out the window when a car
stopped in front and deposited a five-foot tree in the snow. Laddy,
our Argentine, shouted, ‘Oh, the tree!” With that, bedlam broke
loose. The children rushed to the windows to see. I said, *“Wait. Get
your chairs, sit down, then we’ll talk about it.”” But Laddy had
disappeared into the cloakroom with two other boys, and came
rushing out with his lariat heading for the door.

I was watching over the younger children at that moment and
could only call for Laddy to stop. Out the door the three rushed,
Laddy whirling his lariat ready to lasso the tree. Before I could do
anything; the tree was pulled into the room. One little Chinese boy
insisted on clambering all over it. I caught hold of his belt with one

62



An Educational United Nations

hand and pulled him away, while trying to stand the tree up in the
corner with the other.

Suddenly the noise subsided; Laddy and the boys had left the
room. Eva, Renise and Bannebi gazed out of the window. Bannebi
was saying ‘‘Pere Noel’’; Renise, an American, replied, *“No, no
Santa Claus.”” I heard the wistful voice of Eva, *“The Christians are
coming.” It may have been Christmas but the Christians seemed
more appropriate to me at that moment than Kris Kringle or Santa
Claus. I kept saying, *“‘Children, we must sit down, Christmas
doesn’t come this way.”

The boys reappeared, having gathered as many gifts as they
could. Seeing me trying to hold up the tree and keep Waug out of the
way, did they reverently lay their gifts under the tree? No. They
shouted, “Gifties for the parents,” hurled them under the tree and
went back for more. There were clay paper weights, ash trays, and
other small articles, some of which had not been fired. I shuddered
and once more called, “Christmas doesn’t come this way!”’

Theboysandgirls had now gathered the strings of popcorn and
cranberries for the trimming. Strains of French noels could be heard
coming from the group next door — and above it all, my loud voice
trying to gain their attention. In a pleading tone, I said, *‘Children, we
must have a meeting and talk about it. Christmas doesn’t come this
way.” The door opened into the French teacher’s room. She stuck
her head in smiling and said, “Sez you!”’

&2

When the center was well organized, I returned to the University of
Alabama. The UN children’s center was left in the hands of a new
director. The memories of that year would last me a lifetime!
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Chapter Five

"Among the Papagos

R &3

The Papagos, meaning ‘' People of the Desert,’’ are the Indians who inhabit
a fairly large reserved land area in Arizona. The first go years of the
Reservation’s history were marked by economic and educational neglect.
Pre-school children and their parents were completely ignored until the
advent of President Lyndon Johnson’s 'Great Society,’”’ when the program
described by Mrs. Masters in this chapter was among the efforts made to
change the situation.

Relations between the federal government and the Papagos date from
July 1, 1874, when an Executive Order established the Reservation adjoin-
ing Tucson, Arizona, and the nearby Missions San Xavier del Bac. That
order was the first in a series of actions affecting Indians throughout the
United States as well as the Papagos in particular. Under the authorityof a
1937 order, the Papago Tribal Council began to function as a political
organization standing between the federal government and the individual
Indian citizen. The final result was the develgpment of the situation
existing today whereby the Indians living on reservations are subject to both
federal and local governmental authority established both by Executive
Orders and Congressional Acts.

The main Papago Reservation stretches some go miles across Pima
County, Arizona, from Tucson westward and from the Mexican border
north to about 10 miles south of Casa Grande with headquarters at Sells. It
is divided into 11 districts: Baboquivari, Chukut Kuk, Gu Achi, Gu Vo,
Hickiwan, Pisin mo, Schuk Toak, Sif Oidak, Sells, and two geographi-
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Among the Pagagos

cally separate districts, Gila Bend and San Xavier. District councils are
self-governing in local matters, while a Tribal Council governs matters of
concern to the tribe as a whole. In both cases the procedure is completely
democratic in nature. It is interesting to note the committees which function
under the auspices of the Tribal Council: Education, Health, a Housing
Authority, Legal, Mining (many copper ore deposits are on the reserved
lands), and Rodeo. The last may sound strange to persons unfamiliar with
the area, but the annual Sells Indian Rodeo is an event of great social and
economic importance. Law enforcement is a joint federal-local undertak-
ing, and an officer of the Tribal Council is the chief of police.

As the Tribal Council began to function it proved to be an important
political entity serving to help the Indians, in an environment which was in
many ways hostile. Strong pressure was exerted on the Indians to Anglicize
their behavior; the federal bureaucracy was too often staffed by personnel
who were autocratic and unsympathetic toward the very people they wereto
serve. Most of the bureaucrats assumed that what was good for Anglos was
good for Indians, and too often orders came from Washington issued by
agents with little or no first-hand information gathered on the scene.

The economic conditions of the Papago lands are perennially precar-
ious. A desert climate, poor roads, scarce water, relatively primitive irriga-
tion methods, scarcity of machinery, lack of education and remioteness of
many parts of the Reservation all combine_to produce a subsistent level of
living for large numbers of the residents. As time passed after World War
I more Papagos sought employment outside the Reservation. This was
especially true in the San Xavier district where many were able to find work
in Tucson. Today this district has the largest percentage of wage earners.
Sells has many wage earners as well, primarily because its role as head-
quarters provides several government-related jobs. Finally, a large number
of the total population receive unearned income as welfare recipients and
therefore are not in the labor force. .

Just as the level of economic well-being has been low, the same has
been true of education. Geographic isolation, poor transportation, and lack
of funds have meant that many children have received little or no formal
education. Indeed, not until 1971 was a high school opened on the
Reservation.

A Baptist minister, Robert C. Mackett, was elected chairman of the
Tribal Council in 1965, 1966 and 1967; during the same period, Thomas
Segundo, a highly respected and capable leader, was director of the
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Among the Pagagos

Community Action Program for the tribe. These men, especially Segundo,
were active and successful in procuring money and support for a variety of
programs. It was with these two men that Mrs. Masters worked to establish

her mother and child program.

Dr. Arthur M. Lee
Professor Emeritus of History
SUNY College at Brockport






Among the Pagagos

From 1965 to 1968, I directed a special new project for the Papago
Indians in Arizona. This was a unique program, which took many
months to plan and put into place. Its origins went back nearly two
years. During the summer of 1963, I visited Dr. Grace Langdon, my
friend since our days at Columbia University Teachers College, at
her home in Tempe, Arizona. She was collaborating with Dr. Irving
Stout at Arizona State University on a project involving the Papago
Indians who lived in the state. Under their direction a group of
Papago students were visiting each village on the Papago Reservation
to survey young families about government-supported projects. The
results of the Reservation survey showed the need for acenter where
young parents could learn about helping their children, including
health, nutritional, and educational guidance. The mothers needed a
place to learn about sewing, laundering, and preparing nutritious
food for their children.

The Bureau of Indian Affairs, which already had a nutritionist
and general instructor who visited the villagers, wanted to cooperate
and supported centers for instruction and child care. The program
which was developed set forth the number of centers; the number of
people to be benefited; the number of children to be accommodated;
the number of Papagos to be hired and trained; the possibility of
securing a trained person to undertake the program; and the analysis
of costs. Latein 1963, a request for funds to implement the program
was sent to Washington.

Then came the exasperating period of waiting. After being put
of f many times, the tribal chairman, Robert Mackett, decided to visit
Washington himself. Mr. Mackett was a huge man, and the arms of
the plane seat had to be removed to accommodate him. After his
arrival in Washington, he found the proper office. It is said that he
stood silently in the doorway, then in a very low voice said, *‘I have
come from the Papago Reservation in Arizona to locate the persons
who have charge of auditing our request for a program, and to find
out why we have heard nothing from them.”

Suddenly a person with a pile of projects on his desk, drew one
out and said, “I have it here. Every once in a while, I take it out and
read it and put it back. I can’t find anywhere that you promised to
integrate. Now I don’t mean the Negroes, I mean the Chinese and the
Japanese.”

69



Among the Pagagos

There was dead silence. Mr. Mackett wiped his brow, drew
himself up tall and said, *“Well, to my knowledge, we have one
Mexican family living on our reservation. But we will do our best.”’
Shortly afterward we heard that the $65,000 program had been
approved, and in 1965 I was asked to conduct this pilot parent-child
program for the Papago Indians. At that time it was the only project
of its kind in the United States.

D

If I had been a “‘gal’’ who could say “no’’ to anything involving
children, I might have been spared the grueling tasks that ensued. But
no, I had to jump in with both feet and once more direct this
program. The person who helped me with this project was Thomas
Segundo, a Papago educated in the North. He was an assistant to the
tribal chairman, Mr. Mackett, in carrying out projects for the Papa-
gos. From him I learned untiring patience and'the manner in which
the Papagos carry on business.

The Papagos are a gentle, easy-going people unaffected by time.
Deliberate in their actions and in making decisions, they have endless
patience. Papago villages are small, consisting of three or four houses
inhabited by the father, mother, children, and the older sons and
their wives and childrén. If a daughter marries, she is expected to go
with her husband to his parents’ village. The older members of the
village group tend to govern. The Papagos live in the most closely
knit, affectionate family groups I have ever worked with.

The Reservation is made 'up of 11 districts, governed by the
older men of the district. Two from each are chosen for the large
tribal council which controls the affairs of the Reservation and elects
a chief. Each district has its own ¢ouncil. Whenever they.have any
problem, they discuss it, then vote. The decision must be unanim-
ous. Before I was permitted to organize any center on the Reserva-
tion, Mr. Segundo and I met with each district council involved to
explain-what the program offered, decide whether they wanted a
center, where it might be located, who would be employed, and
everything concerned with it.

D
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The first district meeting was held in the evening in the village of
Santa Rosa several miles away from our headquarters at Sells. The
new tribal building was filled with interested members, men, women
and children, some of thém coming from villages quite a distance
away. The meeting began at 8.

We started by reminding the members of the survey, the
request to Washington for funds, and the amount allocated for the
program. With Mr. Segundo interpreting, I described what the
center would offer: a full-day program for children from three to five
years of age, and ‘training for parents in sewing, health care, food,
nutrition, and woodworking. Time was allowed for each adult to
express his feelings and ask questions. There-was much discussion
about who would be hired, the use of the building, about transport-
ing children from outlying areas; and what was expected of the
parents or the tribe.

At long last they were prepared to vote. It was getting near
midnight and when Mr. Segundo told me that they were going to
vote, I said, ““Oh goody, now we can soon go home.”’ But no; this
first vote was to decide whether they wanted to vote that night or
not, and it had to be unanimous. It was. Then there must be time for
each one to say whether they approved or not, and each one took his
turn. There was dead silence, no shuffling of feet or stirring around,
no getting up or going out for water, no sound except the low tones
of a speaker. It seemed to me as if almost everyone; including myself
was falling asleep. Finally, an elderly man sitting near the door stood
up saying, “‘Itis late, ] am a long way from home, and I must walk. It
is time to vote.”” When the tribal leader spoke up and said, ** All those
in favor of having the center,” every hand went up. It was
unanimous.

1 whispered to Mr. Segundo, *‘Oh, this is fine, now we can go
pretty soon.” “Oh'no,” he replied, “we ‘must stand up and shake
hands with everyone and thank them for deciding to have it. Then
we'll be ready to go home.” It was finally 3 a.m. before, we shook
hands with everyone, promising to set up the facility as soon as
possible. Imight say that they were very slow and hesitan't in making
a unanimous decision, but when it'came to our part, they gave us to
feel it must be completed within the next week.
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As time went on and one center after another was organized and put
into operation, word came to the Reservation that Sargent Shriver
with some other very important persons from Washington, D.C.,
was flying into Santa Rosa on an inspection tour. There were few
telephones, so messages were somehow conveyed by word-of-
mouth throughout the Reservation. Within a few hours, hundreds
of natives in trucks, wagons, and on horseback congregated at.the
tribal building in Santa Rosa where we had our parent-child center.
At each center we had teachers trained in childhood education at
Tucson who assisted in training the Papago staff. One of our teachers
was a Negro. When the Washington visitors arrived ‘Chairman
Mackett called out lustily to the teacher, ‘“Come on out in front,
Josey, and show Sargent Shriver that we integrate.”

&2

Tom Segundo and another Papago aide usually accompanied me to
the evening local council meetings. In each case I had already covered
a full day of supervising, so was somewhat weary before we started
out. Some villagers were miles away, and Mr. Segundo, intensely
proud of his Papago heritdge, would regale us with the history of the
region, his voice droning ad infinitum. I would try to listen, take note
of the route, and review my responsibility at the meeting without
letting my attention wander to admire the beautiful scenery and the
evening shadows.

Sensing my distractions, Mr. Segundo would stop talking and
then say, “Oh, Mrs. Masters, here I've been telling you about our
history. You are so absorbed in mountains and scenery that you
haven’t heard a word I've said.” I knew he was hurt, but he didn’t
stop and relax.

Upon our return from a particular trip, I sat at my desk,
exhausted from the strenuous day’s accomplishment. With a hand
on either side of my head, I closed my eyes and prayed, ‘‘Just give me
strength.”” One of my colleagues sensed the trouble, and after a
question or two he said, **Oh, don’t let it bother you. Mr. Segundo is
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so impressed with the background that the foreground goes
underground.”

D

Some incidents illustrate the problems and limitations encountered
in guiding a group of people with different practices. But my expe-
rience in the Virgin Islands and Puerto Rico prepared me for the
deliberate habits of the Papagos. After the center at Santa Rosa had
been well established, for example, I observed thatthe tribal building
was used continually for evening meetings, potluck suppers, and all
sorts of entertainment for the older people, as well as the daily
program for the children. There was no place to store the children’s
furnishings.

One day while passing the Bureau of Indian Affairs maintenance
yard in Sells, I noticed two large vans, apparently empty. An attempt
to find the manager of the yard failed. I explained the need for storage
to the head of the Indian Affairs Office, and asked if one of the vans
might be taken to Santa Rosa and placed near the rear door of the
tribal building to store the center’s things. Of course, he said, if it was
available, it cauld be taken at once.

Weeks went by, but no van appeared. One morning a worker
entered our office, looked around to ask, *“Where’s that woman who
wants the van up at Santa Rosa? We’re going to take it up tomorrow
early and we’re ready to roll.” Immediately I was overjoyed. At last
we were going to have a van for storage. At that minute, Mr. Segundo
appeared out of his office and told me ‘“Wait a minute. Mr. Fuentes,
- the manager of the yard, was insulted that you went over his head and
asked for the van. He has charge of things in that yard, and his
feelings are hurt. Anyway, we must approach the tribe at Santa Rosa
and ask if they want the van on their grounds, and when they want it.
We must meet with them and have another meeting, then we will let
you know when to take it up.” I sighed, ““Oh dear, it means another
endless meeting, and a unanimous decision on -where to put it if
they'll even let us have it.”

So once more we met with the council. It was finally decided,
but the council wouldn’t agree to have the van close to the building.
The members wanted it parked about 25 feet away, meaning the
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furnishings had to be carried out at the end of the day and brought
back in place for the children the next morning. Thisinvolved tables,
chairs, cots, shelves, and toys. No one complained; the children were
delighted to use the van for play because it was like a large trailer.
Thereafter, when a project was ready to be launched, we would look
at each other and say, **Ready to roll!”

=)

There were ample funds to set up well-equipped centers, not only for
the children, but also for the parents. The Bureau of Indian Affairs
had supervisors who cooperated with me and helpéd in the training.
Some mothers wanted to learn to launder properly. Using older
washing machines with wringers, a supervisor at the center in Sells
demonstrated the techniques. She taught the mothers to sort their
clothes, then wash the white things first followed by light clothing
and finishing with men’s work clothes and heavier things.

Passing the Sells center one day, I saw a mother drive in from the
country with a big load of laundry. This was not unusual because
water was not always readily available and had to be carried to the
homes from distant cisterns. She proceeded to launder her things. A
little later I noticed that the first line of laundry had some light
things, underwear, and work clothes of the husband. It had not been
sorted as the supervisor, Miss_Sullivan, had suggested. I salked to
Miss Sullivan. We returned and she asked the mother, “Look,
weren’t you with me when I gave you a discussion and showed how
you should launder and use the water wisely? Do you remember that
you should launder your very light things first, and then the darker
work clothes for the men last?”’

The mother smiled. “Wait, I conte from a long ways,"’ she said,
“I have 10 children. I launder first the things that need mending. This
afternoon my sister comes to help me mend them in the sewing
room. I want these things dry so that at the end of the day my laundry
and my mending will be finished when I go home.’”” We laughed at
ourselves because the woman knew exactly what she wanted to do,
and although it wasn’t according to the way one would ordinarily
launder, she had solved her problem. Experts don’t always have the
answer.

74



Among the Pagagos

&

Miss Kerman was a dear, retired Papago teacher who worked in clay
modeling. She stopped to visit the newly organized center at Sells and
volunteered to introduce the craft to the children.

I promised to go to Tucson to purchase commercial clay, but
Miss Kerman said she never used it. The best clay was found in only
one place on the Papago Reservation, she explained. We mustgo out
and haul our own.

Early one morning, the harrowing .experience of “Operation
Clay” materialized. Clarence, driver of the government car, assisted
us. Five children in the four-year-olds group also went on the trip to
help.

Two children plus all the containers and tools were in the
government car of which Clarence was most protective. My pride
and joy, a Lincoln Capri, carried three children and Miss Kerman.
Clarence’s last words before we started were, ‘I don’t know how far
we have to go, but it is way out in the boondocks over rough, hilly
rutted lanes and maybe through an arroyo, and there might be water
in it. I ought not to take this car therg.” Miss Kerman replied, “It’s
quite a ways, but drive as far as you can. We’ll walk the rest of the
way.”

After driving through rough sandy ruts, Clarence feared we

.might become stuck way off in the wilderness, so we stopped to walk

the rest of the way. The clay was found on the side of a gully. It was
hard and had to be chopped out in hunks. All of us lugged the heavy
pieces over to the tin containers. We rested frequently and I men-
tioned that it was a good thing no one saw us or we would be arrested
for child labor. This was no idle observation either; for a few days
later, if anyone had seen the children all laboring over the massive
sifting, wetting, pounding, tempering process, they would be
justified.

. Under Miss Kerman’s guidance; the children were thrilled to
pound, pat, and pinch the clay into shape. They formed bowls,
dishes, and sma]l animals. She fired most of them and then she taught
the children to rub them with stones until shiny and smooth. One
day she sprinkled some white sand on the pieces and pressed the
grains into the clay. I wondered about this, for we had practically
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broken our arms sifting the clay so it would be smooth:. She fired the
few articles worthy of saving and after they were rubbed smooth, the
tiny particles of sand shone like diamonds in the sun.

Did we ever go for more? Well, shortly after that, Lea Masters
could be seen one Saturday taking a leisurely ride into Tucson for a
couple of gallons of ready-mixed commercial clay.

D

Onceduring those busy days, the tribal council members had a large
dinner party and entertained someone from the Bureau of Indian
Affairs who had been very helpful to them in their work. During the
dinner, council members presented the guest with some beautiful
Papago baskets. Very impressed with the gracious friendliness, the
next day I asked, ‘“When I get ready to leave the Papago project, do
you think the tribe will like me well enough to give me alittle Papago
basket?’”’ True to form, Mr. Mackett, the tribal chairman, didn’t
answer, “Oh, yes, I'm sure they will.” He said, “We’ll just wait and
see.”’

When it was time for me to depart and leave the program in
good hands, the council members did have a tribal dinner meeting. I
did not realize that the dinner was for me, since it was a regular
meeting. During the course of the evening, Mr. Mackett stood up,
“You know that Mrs. Masters is leaving us,”” he said. *‘Sheasked me
once if we liked her well enough to give her a little Papago basket. ]
think we do, don’t we?”’ They all shouted and clapped their hands.
Out of his pocket, he took a very small woven basket with a cover. It
was about three-quarters of an inch in diameter. He said, “‘Here’s a
little basket. Shall we give her this?’ I was overcome because those
little miniature baskets are really very, very special.

“But I think we like her better than that,’”” he continued, ‘“so
shall we give her something else?”’ They all clapped and from under
the table he brought out the largest, most beautiful woven basket I
had ever seen. It was about two feet in diameter. I truly was overcome
and have cherished that basket more than almost anything.
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Artist’s rendering of the large Papago basket presented to Mrs. Masters at the end of her

work with the Papago project.






A Final Word

D O

Looking back, I feel very much like Alan Lerner, who wrote in his
autobiography, ‘“The Street Where I Live”’:
““This is a story of climaxes and endings andthe sundownof a
decadethat blazed with joy, excitement and triumphs; somuch,
in fact, thatas I look back I am haunted by the fear that perhaps
I drank the wine too fast to taste it, and instead of slowing down
to enjoy the scenery kept my foot on the accelerator and my eyes

on the road ahead, gazing only occasionally from side to side

and waiting far too long to glance in the rear view mirror.”

Most important in my rear view mirror were the children — the
very young pre-schoolers — who became the focus of my profes-
sional life. The three-year-old who once looked up to me and said,
“We're really awfully good friends, aren’t we?”’ or little Eva Strauss
of the United Nations school who once said, ‘*“We are sweet friends
and love each other’” — these are among the most memorable
experiences of my life.

If I had it to do over, would I have chosen to continue in the
grammar school at Port Jervis and retire after 30 years? One teacher I
know did just that. She has no wrinkles and appears happy. Ilook at
myself and want to erase the wrinkles. But then I remember that
statement, “‘Don’t be ashamed of your wrinkles. You’ve earned them
through your efforts, so be proud of them.”

I’'m afraid that even now, should another challenge present itself
and I was needed, I would gird my-loins foraction once again and say,
“Ready to roll.” .
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A photographic portrait of Lea Cowles taken in the late 1940s.



Lena Agnes Boyle
(Professionally, Lea Cowles)

1805 Born November 6 in Canandaigua, New York

1915 Graduated from Canandaigua Academy with College
Entrance Diploma

1917 Graduated from Brockport Normal School with a
Permanent New York State Teaching Certificate

1Q17-1Q Seventh Grade Teacher at Port Jervis, New York
1919-20 Seventh Grade Teacher at Caldwell, New Jersey
1920-23 Seventh Grade Teacher, Port Jervis, New York

1923-24 Fourth Grade Teacher and Principal, Port Jervis, New
York

192425 Eighth Grade Teacher, Nyack, New York

1925-26 Fourth Grade Teacher, Friends School, Brooklyn,
New York

1020 Graduated from Columbia University Teachers Col-
lege with a Bachelor of Science in Education degree

1932 Graduated from Columbia University with a Master
of Arts degree in Child Development and Parent
Education
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1932-34

1934

1934-36

1936-38

1938-41

1941-43
1943-47

1947-48

1048-62

1062

1064

1065-67

1068

Assistant Teacher of three-year-olds group, Child
Development Institute, Columbia University
Teachers College; also research assistant under Dr.
Arthur T. Jersild, assistant professor of education
and research and an Associate in the Child Develop-
ment Institute.

Director of Nursery Sc}mools/ Parent Education,
Virgin Islands )

Director of Nursery Schools/Parent Education,
Puerto. Rico

Director of Nursery Schools, State of Virginia

Director of Nursery Schools/Parent Education,
Virgin Islands

Director of Nursﬂery Schools, State of Alabama

Instructor of Child Development, Child Develop-
ment Division, School of Home Economics, Univer-
sity of Alabama; organized the Infant Laboratory for
Observation and Training

Leave of absence to organize the United Nations
Nursery School, Lake Success, New York

Associate Professor, School of Home Economics,
University of Alabama

Resigned position at University of Alabama

Consultant on Special Infant Laboratory Program,
School of Home Economics, Oklahoma State
University

Consultant for pilot Child Development and Parent-
Child Center Program, Papago Indian Tribe, Arizona

Conducted Council of Churches workshop for teach-
ers under the Migrant Opportunity Program, Tucson,
Arizona

Conference, Training Navajo Indian Teachers for
Head Start Program, Shiprock, Arizona
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PRINCIPALS OR PRESIDENTS OF THE COLLEGE
DURING ERAS IN WHICH LEA MASTERS CAREER
EXPERIENCES OCCURRED

DR. ALFRED C. THOMPSON
BROCKPORT NORMAL AND TRAINING SCHOOL 1910-1936

DR. ERNEST C. HARTWELL
BROCKPORT STATE NORMAL SCHOOL 1936-1942
BROCKPORT STATE TEACHERS COLLEGE 1942-1944

DR. DONALD M. TOWER
BROCKPORT STATE TEACHERS COLLEGE 1944-1964

DR. GORDON F. ALLEN
BROCKPORT STATE COLLEGE OF EDUCATION 1964-1965

DR. ALBERT W.BROWN
STATE UNIVERSITY, COLLEGE OF ARTS AND SCIENCES AT

BROCKPORT 1965-1981

DR. JOHN E. VAN de WETERING
STATE UNIVERSITY OF NEW YORK COLLEGE AT BROCKPORT

1981-



RELATIVES OF LEA COWLES MASTERS
MR. AND MRS. EDWARD L. BOYLE (brother)

MR. AND MRS. JOHN L. BOYLE (nephew)

MRS. KEITH MASTERS (daughter-in-law)

MRS. HELEN C. MIDDLEBROOK (sister)

MR. AND MRS. KEVIN REDDOUT (grandniece)

MR. AND MRS. JAMES WALDOREF, JR. (niece)
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FRIENDS OF THE LEA MASTERS PROJECT

MRS. GORDON F. ALLEN

ALLSTATE INSURANCE CO.

KATHLEEN L. JOHNS, AMERICAN INTERNATIONAL
SCHOOL/LISBON, PORTUGAL

DR. WILLIAM G. ANDREWS

DR. MICHAEL S. AULETA

HERBERT S. BAILEY

JEAN BALL

DR. BETSY C. BALZANO

ESTHER A. BLACK

DR. JEAN B. BOBEAR

CATHERINE H. BOTT

MR. AND MRS. EDWARD L. BOYLE (relative)

MR. AND MRS. JOHN L. BOYLE (relative)

DR. WALTER F. BRAUTIGAN

DR. AND MRS. ALBERT W. BROWN

THELMA VINAL BROWN

PEG AND GERRY BROWNE

STEVEN F. BUCKLEY

MR. JONATHAN BURT

DR. AND MRS. RICHARD L. CANUTESON

DR. RAYE H. CONRAD

JEANETTE D'AGOSTINO

DR. AND MRS. W. WAYNE DEDMAN

FLOY W. DE LANCEY

DR. ORLO L. DERBY

DURYEA MOTORS, INC.

MARVIN AND MARY DURYEA

MR. AND MRS. SIDNEY EASTMAN

HAROLD G. EMMERSON

DR. VINCENT J. FEUDO

DR. DOROTHY E. FOSTER

STUART FRIEDMAN

SUE C. GALLO

ALICE W. AND FLETCHER M. GARLOCK

DRS. RALPH AND BETTY GENNARINO

MARC C. GORDON

DR. HENRY GOULD

MARGARET G. GREEN

J. GERTRUDE HARE

SANDRA M. AND DONALD M. HARE

PAULINE M. HAYNES

DOROTHY J. AND EDWARD J. HEISE
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Friends of the Lea Masters Project

(MRS. E. F.) AGNETE HUNT
SARA T.JACKSON

DR. BENITA M. JORKASKY

BARBARA D. AND EDWARD J. KEWIN
MR. AND MRS. WARREN W. KLENK
MR. AND MRS. EDWARD KUMAR
ALYCE M. LAMPEN

ARTHUR M. AND DORIS LEE

LOIS LEE

KAREN LENDEN

MARY 1. LUSKEY

CAROLUS J. MACKEY, CLASS OF 1917
JOSEPHINE F. MANNIX

DR. FRANCIS J. MANNO

JOYCE C. MARASCO

MRS. KEITH MASTERS (relative)

MARY KUNTZ MASTROLIO

CAROL MC CAULEY -

MR. AND MRS. WILBUR MC CORMICK
MARY LEE MC CRORY

BETTE M. AND JOHN W. MEADOWS
MRS. HELEN C. MIDDLEBROOX (relative)
DR. ALICE D. MOLENKAMP

SCOTT MORRISROE

PAMELA NAPPI

EUGENE R. NEALON

MARION L. NESTLE

MR. AND MRS. T. NEWMARK -

DR. CAROL A. NOGY

MR. ROBERT E. O’'BRIEN

MR. AND MRS. LAURENCE PAT PENDERS
NEIL E. PFOUTS

SHARON PILITTERE

NANCY H. RATH

MR. AND MRS. KEVIN REDDOUT (relative)
HAZEL S. RENCH

DR. GEORGE RENTSCH

MR. AND MRS. GEORGE RICH

RUTH HAINES RICHARDSON
GABRIELLA RODRIGUEZ, ESCOLA AMERICANA DO, RIO DE JANEIRO
MR. AND MRS. FRANK SACHELI

MR. AND MRS. HARRY J. SENTIFF

MR. RAYMOND C. SHAHEEN
MARGARET B. SIEGLEY

SUSAN SILL
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Friends of the Lea Masters Project

MR. AND MRS. ROBERT M. SLATER

DR. AND MRS. PETER N. SMITS

DR. AND MRS. EDWARD O. STEPHANY

ROSE L. STRASSER

IRENE STRIKER

DR. PATRICIA L. SWENSON

CAROL IRENE TIMBY AND HEATHER IRENE TIMBY
MR. AND MRS. JAMES WALDOREF, JR. (relative)
DR. AND MRS. JOHN B. WARTHMAN

FRIEDA WEBER

MARION J. WELLS

DRS. CLARK V. AND FRANCES M. WHITED






