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It had been a week since that damp, cold morning 
at the Rochester airport. 

On october 27, 1964, we got Up at 3:00 in the 
morning. We said goodbye to Harry Bowie, Mrs. Quinn , 
the two black teenagers, Robert and Frank. They took 
us in the white Nash to the bus station in the hosti le 
neighborhood in McComb, and at 4:00 A.M., we boarded a 
bus for Jackson. The bus was crowded with white 
people, and we could feel the hostility. 

From Jackson, we took Delta Flight 1460 to Newar k. 

We ordered champagne on the flight. 

From Newark, we flew to Rochester. 

1964 - Lyndon Baines Johnson was elected Preside 
of the u.s. 

1965 - Malcolm X was shot to death in New York 
2ity 

1965 - Martin Luther King led a procession of 
4,000 persons from Selma to Montgomery 

"WE SHALL OVERCOME, WE SHALL OVERCOME, 

WE SHALL OVERCOME SOMEDAY" 

ODYSSEY 

f ebruary 8, 1993 Allan M. Winkler 

What does one say in a first paper for this 
distinguished group? In the past few years~tboth 
before and after I became a member of the L~ e~ary f 
Club, I've been fortunate enough to hear anum er 0 
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compellirg efforts -- about a Prussian couple coming of 
age, abo~t Israeli vigilantes on a secret mission, 
a bout thE morphology of the sports fan. There have 
been many more that I remember, of course, papers that 
we re witty, engaging, often marked with an intriguing 
t u rn of phrase. In time, perhaps, I'll be able to turn 
a phrase as well. But for now, I find myself turning 
i n my own writing to introspection, in an effort to 
understand disparate elements of my own life. What 
follows is an account of an odyssey, not of a journey 
around ~h c world, not of an excursion up Kilimanjaro or 
Popocatep~tl, but of an internal exploration, as I have 
reflected on a war I never knew, but am now unable to 
forget. 

The Holocaust has been with me all my life. Born 
i n early : 945, I am a child of the Second World War, 
st i ll try: ng to understand the changes that monumental 
str uggle hrought. Although my life has been peaceful, 
and I hav£l been spared the ravages my Jewish forbears 
endured, ]: have known of Hitler's Final Solution for as 
long as I can remember. I was too young to see the 
newsreels that first showed Americans the horrors of 
liberated concentration camps, but somewhere in my 
ear ly years I stumbled upon haunting pictures of 
haggard survivors, living skeletons with hollow faces 
and helpless eyes. Only as I have grown older, 
however, have I learned about the full impact of Nazi 
po l icy and about how we have dealt with the horrible 
res ults. 

My ow growing awareness of the Holocaust reflects 
the increa3ed attention of the broader intellectual 
community. In the immediate aftermath of World War II, 
we h ad lit': l e substantive evidence of the destruction 
of t he European Jews. Grim tales told by survivors 
made us pa i nfully aware of what had happened, but it 
was a numbnr of years before scholars documented the 
deta ils of Nazi policy. Their record underscored the 
syst ematic German genoc i de that left six million Jews 
dead, and n lso revealed a staggering insensitivity on 
the part o f the American government as the decimation 
occurred. Our knowledge of that half-hearted reaction 
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helps us better understand our nation's aims in the 
and the broad contours of American pOlicy. 

My father introduced me to the Holocaust. He ha 
a premonition of things to corne as he traveled in 
Europe on a university fellowship on the eve of the 
war. He was troubled by what he saw, worried that no 
one in this country or in Great Britain seemed will i -
to stop relentless German aggression. After the un i 
states entered the war, he volunteered his services 
the American effort. He first joined the Office of 
War Information, then entered the Navy, where he 
trained and worked as a Japanese language officer. 
Though his focus was the Pacific, he was doing his pa= 
in the monumental military struggle. 

At the war's end, he brought home an unwavering 
bitterness about the Jewish annihilation that had 
occurred in Europe. Though we had no close family 
members who perished in the camps, he mourned the 
extermination of distant relatives he had never kno 
and felt even more passionately about the blatant 
disregard for human life. I remember trying 
unsuccessfully to comprehend the number six million as 
I was learning to count, when smaller digits had a 
concrete reality, but larger figures were beyond my 
capacity to comprehend. 

All this took place was in a family that was n o 
particularly religious. My grandfather -- my father 's 
father -- was an orthodox Jew, ordained as a rabbi i 
Palestine, who had fled to the united states to avo i d 
serving in the Turkish army , and then made his way i 
this country as a Hebrew School principal. My fathe r 
grew up within the Jewish tradition, attending Hebre 
School every afternoon, only to reject the formality 
the faith when he left home to go to college. But t e 
cultural connection remained strong, even as he 
attempted to live a more secular life. 

In our household in the 1950s, the legacy of the 
Holocaust was a hatred of all things German. My fathe= 
permitted no German goods at home, and so our purchas 
excluded cars and cameras from that part of Europe, 
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even when they were the best made or most economical. 
Occasionally we traveled aboard -- on a Fulbright in 
19 54 -- but while we spent time in England, France, and 
swi tzerland, we avoided postwar Germany like the 
plague. 

From time to time, I managed to smuggle in 
occasional items despite my father's boycott of German 
items. Once I bought a loden coat made in Germany, and 
wore it qlietly without acknowledging its origin. I'm 
sur e my f,ther found out where it came from, but he 
sa i d nothi ng to me at all. I also watched his 
resistance crumble ever so s1-owly in other ways. When 
a group 0 : foreign exchange students came to our New 
Jersey to,m, we agreed to host one of them, and ended 
up with a German boy. I can still recall my father 
gradually warming up to the student, talking to him 
about the German past, finally conceding that he was 
not one 0 ;: the compliant culprits who had allowed the 
unspeakabl e horrors to take place. 

As I grew up, my sense of the Holocaust was 
occasional ly heightened by the unwitting actions of the 
outside world. In my first year of high school, I 
remember a classmate singing a little ditty as he 
dressed for gym class in a locker next to mine. It 
went: 

Riding through the Reich, 
In a black Mercedes Benz, 
Killing all the Jews, 
Saving all my friends. 

,He m~a~t no harm, at least not consciously, and we 
remalned t rlends for the next four years. But even to 
an adolescent, the verse seemed extraordinarily . 
tastele~s and crude. Perturbed, like all members of my 
generat~oI\, by the problem of winning acceptance in the 
non-:-Jew~sh w<;>rld whil7 still maintaining a sense of 
'!ewlsh ldemtlty, I sald nothing, and simply cringed 
lnternally at what I heard. 

Even as I tolerated that vulgar song, I was 
learning more, perhaps, than I wanted to know about the 



924 

mechanics of Nazi policy. My father was a European 
historian who taught for thirty years at Rutgers 
University. Among other things, he shared 
responsibility for the huge Western civilization 
course, and became something of a campus celebrity for 
his lecture about Hitler's Germany. As word got out, 
it became one of those presentations attended by 
faculty members and students throughout the university , 
a performance that sometimes brought listeners to tears 
and always resulted in applause at the end. Lampshades 
made from human skin, obscene medical experiments 
performed on unwilling twins -- my father spared 
nothing in his litany of Nazi horrors. One year, 
thinking I was old enough to understand, my mother too 
me out of school to attend the famous talk. I felt 
lwkward about being somewhere I didn't belong, 
~ncomfortable at the back of the room with a poor view 
)f the distant lectern, yet proud of my father for his 

. ~onesty in confronting this awful event. 

That lecture created a compelling need to know 
more that went unsatisfied. My high school taught no 
:~uropean history, and my religious school skirted the 
1olocaust with but passing references to the monstrous 
~azi crimes. Conversations at home provided a bit more 
b ackground, and I saw occasional accounts written with 
a. different audience in mind. Yet even after browsing 
~ :hrough random books I still knew very little about t he 
dynamics of modern German history, and even less about 
i:he details of the American response. 

I learned a bit more about the Holocaust as I went 
away to college in the 1960s. Harvard had a summer 
)~eading program for incoming students, and one of the 
books we were required to read and then discuss was 
ilan Bullock's Hitler: A study in Tyranny. "A 
l~illiant, forceful and terrifying biography of the 
llonstrous genius who nearly conquered the world," the 
~ ; aturday Review proclaimed in an excerpt on the cover 
of the paperback edition we used. First published in 
.953, and subsequently abridged and revised, the book 

vias the first full account of the madman who had such a 
powerful impact on our age. It was also my firs~ 
Emtrance into European history, my father's spec~a1ty 
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n~twithst(lndin~, and gave me a glimpse of the powerful 
t~des of 1:went1eth century affairs. It was more about 
H1t ler th~n about the Holocaust -- the index does not 
eve n ment l.on the term -- but it did contain sev 1 
pag es on E\xter~ination plans and polici es, and,e~~ove 
al l , put t .he~ 1nto the larger context I needed. 
B~lloc~ wo~ 1ntent on testing the degree to which 
H~tle~ s ~ 'll~ governed the Third Reich, and I savored 
hlS b1~graphlCal focus. I also appreciated the chance 
to b7g1n , to , understand the chain of events that results 
in S1X m11l1on deaths. 

Recognizing the need to learn more about my 
Euro~ean roots, I took a course in Western Civilization 
my f1rst year at Harvard. The course was probably no 
d ifferent than the one my father taught, and in all 
lik elihood less exciting, but because I had chosen it 
mys elf, it had a certain legitimacy. I relished 
fi nding ou t about people and events I had heard of but 
cou ldn't place. In addi tion to reading Plato, 
Ar i stotle, Hobbes, Locke and Rousseau, we read Mein 
Kampf and other modern works, and in that class and 
others, I began to reflect for myself on the troubled 
his tory of the contemporary world. 

At the same time, Jewish fiction provided an even 
broader context for the Holocaust. In an English 
course my freshman year, we read Philip Roth's Goodbye, 
Co l umbus, which had recently won the National Book 
Awa rd. I was overwhelmed by Roth's devastating 
por trait of the Patimkins, equally taken by his 
exp lorations of Jewish identity in short stories like 
"De fender of the Faith" and "Eli the Fanatic" included 
in the sane volume. At the same time I read The 
As s istant, which my father had once claimed was Bernard 
Ma l amud's best book, and wondered, as I would later in 
my life, a bout the implications of inter-faith 
re l ationsh ips. Having married two women, sequentially, 
who were not Jewish, those questions remain very much 
al i ve. 

In my college years, although I felt Jewish, had 
bee n Bar ~itzvahed, and was slowly learning about my 
Eur opean origins, I was struggling with what it meant 
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to be a Jew at Harvard, and, more broadly, in the 
united states. What did assimilation entail? How much 
of a sense of Jewish identity could survive the 
process? Roth and Malamud helped me address tho~e 
questions. Andrew Schwartz-Bart, a French novel1st, 
focused the questions for me on the Holocaust. 

The Last of the Just, published in English in 
1960 a year after is appearance in French, began with 

, d' t "th "The Legend of the Just Men." Accor 1ng 0 e 
ancient Jewish tradition of the Lamed-Vov," Schwartz
Bart wrote "the world reposes upon thirty-six Just 
Men the L~med-Vov, indistinguishable from simple 
mortals' often they are unaware of their station. But 
if just' one of them were lacking, the sufferings of 
mankind would poison even the souls of the newborn, a nd 
humanity would suffocate with a single cry." Beginning 
with a twelfth-century pogrom and ending with a 
twentieth-century gas chamber, the novel told of Jewis 
suffering -- and strength -- in the face of relentless 
assault. At the end of the tale, Ernie Levy, the Last 
of the Just, found himself ravaged in a concentration 
camp, trying to comfort frightened children and the 
woman he loved, as the Nazi engine of destruction 
ground on. In the gas chamber, with all hope of 
survival gone, his voice entwined with the voices of 
the rest of those around him in the chant that has 
sustained Jews for centuries: "SHEMA YISRAEL ADONOI 
ELOHENU ADONOI.EH'OTH ... Hear, a Israel, the Lord is our 
?od, the Lord 1S One." That blessing, perhaps the mos 
1mportant chant in Jewish ritual, had always seemed 
stale and lifeless in the past. Schwartz-Bart's 
account of Ernie's end brought the blessing to life a nd 
made the Holocaust more real for me than it had even 
been before. 

After college, I did a stint in the Peace Corps, 
where I witnessed a more modern form of extermination 
i~ Southeast Asia. Napalm burning the skin of 
V1etnamese peasants, fragmentation bombs ripping off 
3uman flesh -- these new methods of torture and death 
forced me to think again about the wholesale 
destruction that had occurred in Europe just twenty
f ive years before. There were profound political 
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differenc(!s between World War II and the Vietnam War, 
to be SUrf!, but the senseless slaughter of innocent 
VietnamesH civilians created echoes of the Holocaust. 

In the early 1970s, I had a chance to travel to 
Israel for the first time. There, in Jerusalem, I 
visited Yad Vashem, the nation's Holocaust memorial, 
and learnnd still more of the details of the Final 
Solution. It was a revelation. Grimly curious, I now 
found out just what the Nazis had done. I spent hours 
reading dE!portation lists, looking at yellow stars, 
gazing at the gaunt faces of liberated victims in the 
camps . SHch materials existed elsewhere, of course, 
but I had not seen them. Now they were right in front 
of me, an<l I took the time to think about what they 
meant. I realized that had my relatives not left 
Europe I Jnight very well have been among the victims. 
Moved both by the historical exhibits and the quiet 
testimonials to Jewish survival, I felt pride in the 
resistancn and sorrow for the scapegoats. I also felt 
more Jewinh than I had in the past. 

o~ my return home, I continued the graduate 
edu~at10n I ~ad already begun. My foreign travels drew 
me 1nto Amer~can history, as I found myself forced to 
answer,quBst10ns about my own nation posed by friends 
and ne1'1h l>ors abroa<;l. And so I focused on the United 
states 1n the twent1eth century In th bec ' 1 " . e process, I 
't a~e 1n :r1gued w1th World War II, perhaps because of 
1 h s 1mpac1: on my father and my major professors all of 
w om had reached maturity during the struggle 'I 
therefore embarked on a stUdy of Am' . d ' th er1can propaganda 
url~g e war~ and,spe~t months wading through 

arc h1val Dlater1als 1n 11braries and dep 't ' 
the mid 1'70 I OSl or1es. In 
b k b - ~ s, completed first a dissertation then a 

00 asee. on that work. ' 

In t hat book I,told the story b t th ' d d a ou e single-
m1n e purs~it of v1ctory and the compromises that 
eff ort enta1led. Yet nowhere did I elaborate on th 
lar g7r compromises the nation made. I neglected ev:n a 
pas s1ng reference to the incarceration of more than 
10 0 ,000 Japanese-Americans, many of whom were citizens 

of this country. And I avoided mention of the 



unwillingness to do anything, in either policy or 
propaganda, about the Nazi aim of extermination, eve 
when it might have been possible to save some of the 
v : ctims. 

Why those omissions? In p~rt, ~ think~ I was 
t;~ying to be as careful as possl.ble l.n my fl.rst ful l 
length work of historical scholarship. I sought to 
f ol low my sources as closely as I could and to keep b 
t h e narrow confines of my story. I was reluctant, a t 
t:~is point in my career, to make the inferences -- t he 
l~rger leaps -- that mark the very best history. And = 
w~s cautious about writing publicly on a Jewish issue 
at a time when I was still working out my own sense 0= 
ijentity as a Jew. Like many members of my generatio 
I wanted to compartmentalize my Jewishness, to keep 
religious observance separate from the rest of my l if 
and so to feel fully assimilated into American life. 
Being Jewish was peripheral to most other concerns. 

Once I began my teaching career, I found myself 
coming back to America's wartime response to the 
Holocaust as I continued to explore the question of 
Roosevelt's leadership. On my trip to Israel, at the 
suggestion of a tour guide, I had read Arthur D. 
Moore's a~gry account While 6 Million Died: A 
Chronicle of American Apathy, published in 1967. Mors~ 
made a persuasive case for the ability of the America 
govern~ent . to have done something to stop the 
exterm~nat~on of the Jews. As Hitler moved 
relentlessly forward, Morse wrote, "the government a nd 
t he,P7ople of the United States remain bystanders. 
Obll.vl.ous,t~ the evidence which poured from official 
a . d.unoffl.cl.al sources, Americans went about their 
b;.lsl.ness unmov~d and unc~ncerned. Those who tried to 
a .~ak~n ~he natl.on were dl.smissed as alarmists cranks 
o~ Z~onl.sts." Though gripping, the book had ~ shril l 
qlall.ty. It lacked what I considered adequate 
scholarly detachment. Perhaps even more important for 
me ~s a ~ledgling a~ademic, Morse was a journalist, no 
a h~stor~an, and wh~le he had waded through official 
s~>urces a~ extensive, as ~hose I had used in my 
d . _ ss~rtatl.on, I was l.ncl1.ned to view his work with 
caut~on. 



929 

Soon, however, I found other books that amplified 
the cha:cge of American callousness. ,AS a n';lmbe:: of my 
student3 worked on questions of forel~n PO~lCY ln the 
1930s a nd 1940s, I delved into a grow~ng 11tera~ure 
about b~th the Holocaust and the Amer~can reactl0n to 
it. I f ound Raul Hilberg's monumental history, T~e 
Destruc t ion of the European Jews, which appeared ln 
1961, a nd Lucy S. Dawidowicz's equally compelling , 
volume The War Against the Jews. 1933-1945, publ~shed 
a decade and a half later. They provided me with the 
dispassionate documentation of the atrocities I found 
myself t hinking about more and more. 

Bu t I was most interested in those works that 
focused on the united states. In this regard, I found 
the boo ks of Henry L. Feingold and David Wyman 
particularly useful. Feingold was a historian whose 
family had fled Germany when he was still a child, 
wyman .. ~ Christian, a Protestant of Yankee and Swedish 
descent." Together they provided incontrovertible 
evidenc e of the bankruptcy of America's effort to help 
the Jews . 

SiKteen years after the 1968 appearance of a first 
volume, Paper Walls, which dealt with the period from 
1938 to 1941, just before America's entrance into the 
war, Wyman published a sequel, The Abandonment of the 
Jews: Amer i ca and the Holocaust, 1941-1945. This 
account was even more devastating than the first. 
"This b~ok has been difficult to research and to 
write," Wyman noted in his preface. "One does not wish 
to beli ; ve the facts revealed by the documents on which 
i t is b ~sed." He concluded that as millions of Jews 
perished between 1941 and 1945, several hundred 
thousani of them could have been saved. Had the united 
states seized the initiative, more might have been 
done, " but America did not act at all until late in the 
war, ani even then, though it had some success, the 
effort ~as a very limited one." Despite authenticated 
informa tion about Nazi exterminat ion policy Roosevelt 
did not ning for fourteen months, and eventu~lly moved 
only be ::ause of political pressures. "Franklin 
Roosevelt's indifference to so momentous an historical 
event as the systematic annihilation of European 
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,Jewry," Wyman wrote, "emerges as the worst failu~e 
::lis presidency." Less acerbic than Arthur Morse s 
Nhile six Million Died, the book was all the more 
'persuasive for its restraint. 

o f 

There have been other books, of course. But these 
are the ones that established for me the basic contours 
of the Holocaust. They provided the background about 
the atrocities that occurred and documented 
shortcomings in American policy that changed my own 
perception of what was possible and what was preferab 
in the world of public affairs. 

The searching accounts of America's response to 
the Holocaust altered my assessment of the role of FOR. 
Like many students who came of age before the 
turbulence of the 1960s, I went through college with 
inflated notion of Democratic policy in the New Deal 
and the second World War. I accepted the revolutionar? 
aspects of the New Deal without questioning its 
shortcomings and endorsed the idea of the war as a 
selfless struggle for world freedom. William E. 
Leuchtenburg, Arthur M. Schlesinger, Jr., and John 
Morton Blum, my adviser in graduate school, were far 
too skillful historians to have sketched such one
dimensional view, and I understood that warts and 
blemishes existed, but still I accepted as convention~ 
wisdom the naive appraisal shared by most Americans. 

The work on the Holocaust I had been reading 
complemented the emerging radical critique of the 
United states in depression and war. As historians 0 

the New Left challenged both the assumptions and 
accomplishments of American policy in the 1930s and 
1940s, scholars studying the Holocaust added an 
important dimension to the new analysis that was 
emerging. They too identified the compromises 
Roosevelt made and questioned whether all were 
necessary or worthwhile. I now found myself criticall 
~xamining the American search for stability, the effort 
t~ m~intain economic and political hegemony, and the 
'Nllllngness to make concessions -- even those with 
'?rofound human consequences -- in pursuit of national 
I~nds. Compromise is always necessary in public 
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compromises didn't go too far. 
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Slowly I came to see Roosevelt as a skillful 
politician juggling numerous constituencies, without a 
passionate commitment to many of those who tendered 
their support. Like blacks, Jews hailed him and voted 
for him out of gratitude for his general support for 
the disfranchised, even when specific policies 
undermined their own aims. Now the important question 
became whether the compromises Roosevelt made again and 
again were necessary for him to accomplish his larger 
goals. Roosevelt was hardly anti-semitic, but some of 
his advisers were, and during the war they persuaded 
h i m to respond passively to Nazi extermination policy 
in a way generally consonant with American attitudes 
towards Jews. That approach, which implicitly regarded 
the European victims as expendable, was not entirely 
necessary to win the war. In this area, as in others, 
Roosevelt clearly could have done more. 

By t .he time I wrote about the Second World War 
again, I had a more balanced view of America's role in 
the conflict. In a small volume about the World War II 
home front, published in 1986, I examined the 
limitations of American policy toward minorities and 
women. J: noted how military necessity was sometimes 
used, or misused, to justify American policy, 
particulclrly to avoid what administration officials 
viewed af: excessive social change. Again, though, I 
said nothing about the Jewish experience. 

I b(~lieve I can explain that continuing omission 
in terms of my developing Jewish identity. Despite my 
reading and reflection of the Holocaust, I was still 
not read.r to confront my perceptions publicly in my 
academic work. I still kept separate the writing I was 
doing and my reading about Jewish issues. But my own 
self-awa:ceness as a Jew was growing all the time. I 
wrote my home front book during a year abroad in The 
Netherlands. Living in Europe, World War II seemed 
more immediate, and I found myself reflecting on what 
it must have been like to have been Jewish here forty 
years before. I taught at the University of Amsterdam, 
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with an office on Jodenbreestraat (Jews Broad street) 
in which was once the old Jewish quarter. I often 
wandered by the old Portuguese synagogue, location 
around the corner. I also visited the Anne Frank 
house, and, like millions of visitors, was moved by the 
stark simplicity of her surroundings as well as by her 
account. 

The Bat Mitzvah of my daughter Jenny in 1985, like 
the Bar Mitzvah of my son David in 1989, helped me 
embrace my Jewish identity more openly. I loved 
learning the Kaddish for the first time and chanting it 
during Jenny's preliminary service, reciting the 
priestly blessing as conclusion to my comments during 
David's ceremony. I enjoyed watching my children 
perform in front of my community, Jewish and non-Jewish 
alike, and for the first time felt at ease in this 
public declaration of my own Jewishness. 

As a result, I finally felt comfortable addressing 
the Holocaust more openly. Even before David's Bar 
Mitzvah, the principal of the Cincinnati Reform Jewish 
High School, which Jenny attended, learned that I was a 
historian and asked me to teach a course to 9th and 
loth graders on the Holocaust and its effects. For 
three semesters, I taught the class, and learned an 
enormous amount in the process. I had a chance to use 
everything I had read, and to think carefully about 
just what I wanted my students to grasp. We examined 
documents together, watched excerpts from a 
dramatization of The Diary of Anne Frank and from the 
documentary Shoah, and listened to a recording of Elie 
Wiesel reading Night. Working with young high school 
pupils required a different approach than I used in 
teaching university students, and forced me to put 
materials in a form my students could understand. 

Thanks to that experience, and to my more open 
acceptance of my own Jewish identity, the Holocaust is 
now a logical part of my university teaching. When I 
address the American role in World War II, I seek to 
convey as fully as I can what happened and what failed 
to happen in that monumental struggle. I hope to show 
my students how American policy was made, and to help 
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them understand its limitations. Examining our 
response to the Holocaust is one way of iden~ify~n~ 
shortcomings in the American approach. Our ~nabl.ll.ty 
to reac·c quickly enough or fully enough to the 
extermi:iation taking place in Europe -t;-ells us as much 
about ~nerican priorities as the confl.nement of 
Japanes 4~-Americans or the continuing segregation of 
blacks .In the armed forces during the war. In such 
cases ~le claims of Roosevelt and his advisers that 
they wel:'e only concerned with victory ring hoI I 0,:", ' for 
t he pol i cies followed were hardly necessary to Wl.n the 
war and were followed instead for partisan ends. 
Despite the enormous efforts that finally vanquished 
t he Gerlnan, Ital i an, and Japanese dictators, there were 
politica l tradeoffs that sometimes tarnished the 
American Dream. 

At the same time, I have fe l t more comfortable in 
t h e pas1: five years playing an a c tive Jewish role in my 
c ommunii:y and on campus. I have joined a temple -- the 
s ame onn to which my parents belong -- and have 
i nvolved myself in its activities . I have served for a 
number of years as a board member of Miami Univers i ty's 
Hil l el, and worked with the Jewis h Federation and other 
organiz E.tions to raise money for i ts needs. I also 
d rafted a proposal for a Jewish Studi es Program, and 
c ontinue to participate in the ongoing effort to secure 
t he fune s to get it established. 

The Holocaust played an important role in making 
me comfortable with being Jewish in America today. My 
e ffort to grapple with the Holocaust -- intellectually 
a nd emotionally -- has enhanced my own sense of Jewish 
t radition and all it includes. It has made me feel 
much more a part of the migration from Europe and the 
Middle East my ancestors made, and has helped me 
u nderstand what they endured, both there and here. My 
odyssey has been intertwined with my father's struggle 
t o comprehend the savage behavior of the Nazis during 
World Wa r II . His horror at the genoc ide sparked my 
own morbid fascination with it and, in later years, 
f ueled my effort to corne to terms with the policy 
i ssues i t provoked as I began to write about American 
a ffairs. My father's ultimate endeavor to make peace 
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with the war also helped frame my own assessment of the 
struggle. A dozen years ago, as he served as president 
of the university of Cincinnati, business brought him 
to Hamburg on a European trip. Although reluctant, he 
entered Germany for the first time in forty years, and 
in so doing put the past behind him. I have, in turn, 
sought to use that circumscribed past to understand my 
own response to the Holocaust, drawing on his insights 
and those of other scholars who finally have the 
distance to wrestle with one of the most troubling 
events of modern times. Their efforts have helped me 
embrace my Jewish background, and have given me a 
better sense of what it means to be marginal and what 
it means to survive. 

THE MUSTANG 

February 15, 1993 Robert Taft, Jr. 

At our Club's annual meeting in November, we were 
reintroduced to and enlightened by tales of war. with 
such a precedent, I find courage to write of some 
personal experiences during World War II. These 
remembrances are recorded now for myself as well, 
before they are transfigured or fade. A fifty-year 
lapse for recalling long-buried memories of people and 
events, not now SUbject to documentation, may excuse 
any inaccuracy in these recollections. I echo the 
title used by our late beloved member "As" "Not Under 
Oath". Therefore, fictional names have been chosen for 
real people. The dates reported I can verify as 
accurate from copies of logs from each of the ships on 
which I served. 

Most vivid to me still are memories of 
shipmates in several amphibious invasions. 
none remains etched more sharply in my mind 
recollections of Mike Marquis. 

special 
Of these, 
than my 


