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COOP 

Oece Henry R. Winkler 

A fe ented my septuagenarian spleen 
at a eeting · can Historical Association. 
My targets ' ority of my fellow historians, 
who spend a of time and energy better used 
for other co plaining about the students 
who co e to the secondary schools, both 
public and . ent. One of my points was that . 
while college S 001 people need desperately to 
work together , ,especially in the preparation- of 
teachers, very fe college and university people have 
deigned to co rate with their high school . 
colleagues on such undane matters. For too long a 
time too many academicians in whatever discipline have 
done little but squirm uneasily when confronted by the 
various challenges to the teaching of their subject. 
They have taken for granted that students can be taught 
how to be scholars, but have assumed, without really 
testing their assumptions, that the ability to teach is 
a gift, not something that can be communicated in any 
systematic fashion. Many have been woefully ignorant 
themselves of what constitutes good teaching and there 
is much to be said for the contention that the worst 
teaching in our country takes place at the 
undergraduate college level. Apologists have drawn 
support for their reluctance to probe the issue from 
the apparent failures in the professional training of 
elementary and especially secondary teachers. If 
e~ucat~on w~th a capital "E" has in the past wasted 
t1me w1th m1ndless elaborations of the obvious--so the 
argument has gone--then surely we should not repeat the 
same mistakes as we prepare the future teachers of our 
college stUdents. 

. We know that the ability to do imaginative and 
1mportant scholarship is as much a gift as the ability 
~o throw a baseball or to sing a demanding aria. But 
Just as we can teach students the nuts and bolts of 
scholarly research so that they can make the most of 
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their gifts, so ought we to be able cautious ly t o 
revise our graduate training to take i nto account the 
simple fact that virtually all college professors 
teach--while relatively few do serious s chol arship 
beyond the PhD. 

But I have published this argument at much greater 
length elsewhere and this is not the place to elaborate 
it further. It came to mind when I sat down to the 
computer with the intention of putting together a few 
academic memories, going back some fifty years, partly, 
I persuaded myself, for the bemusement of my 
grandchildren--and hoping also for the indulgence of 
members of the Literary Club. Because I once aga i n 
discovered--as I had always known--that my most v i vid 
recollections of life in the academy are those having 
to do with teaching, with students and col leagues and 
others from whom I have learned, in other words with 
people and my own relations with them. Sometimes 
remembered episodes suggest to me something about their 
influence on my views and even perhaps on my modest 
development. Usually they have no such import and, 
more often than not, in themselves may well be 
unimportant and inconsequential. Nevertheless, they 
have, for whatever reason, stuck in my mind and these 
days come back to memory a good deal more frequently 
than many supposedly more weighty gauges or benchmarks 
of my professional career. 

I've published and continue to publish my share of 
books and articles and reviews and even an occasional 
pontification such as this. For almost five years I 
edited what many regard as the most prestigious 
historical journal in the world. I served for two 
decades as an administrator charged with helping to 
shepherd first a private, then a municipal inst i tution 
into the unfamiliar territory of state university 
status. All these endeavors have been rewarding , j ust 
as the ten years of so-called retirement have br ought 
rich satisfactions. It is other experiences, however, 
some of them apparently trivial, that appear to b7 the 
most indelible. Since I have a more or less captlve 
audience, let me try to remember a few of t hem. 
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after World War II were 
ican colleges and 
e ·efforts of Mr. Gingrich and 

rtance of federal 
Bil l surely was one of the 

legislation this century has 
itness. Suddenly institutions 

e fl ooded with young men--and 
vcn.~~~ose lives had been placed on halt 

and with many others who would 
c e at higher education without 

extraordinary initiative. In 
of thousands of veterans, from 
and from the home front, 

ys no previous generation of students 
ve been, determined to make up for the 

lost, brought to the campuses a maturity 
and a kno - o· that demanded the most from rapidly 
e xpanding facuatie s , increasingly made up of young men 
and wo en about the same age as their students and who 
had shared y of the same adventures or ordeals, as 
t he case ay be. 

I came to Rutgers, a small but already growing 
i nstitution in central New ,Jersey, in 1947. After 
l eaving the Navy, I had quickly f i nished my PhD at the 
Unive rsity of Chicago while teaching full time at 
Roosevelt College in downtown Chicago. Roosevelt, 
incidentally, was a fascinating place. A year earlier 
i t had co e into being when the President and iOl out 
o f 103 faculty members seceded from the Central YMCA 
College and set up a new and vibrant institution in 
downtown Chicago. The issue? The refusal of the YMCA 
board to a it negroes into their college after the 
war. One of y students there was a young man named 
Arthur Mendel. Many years later, when he had become a 
distin?Uished Russian histo~ian at NYU, then Ann Arbor, 
he rem1nded e what I had written on his first 
examination paper: "It ' s obvious that you are a very 
bright young and when you cut out the bullshit you 
~ay.even learn so e history . " That comment, 
1nc~dentally, bee e the basis for what blossomed into 
a long and rewarding friendship. 



187 

Rutgers in those days was a different kettle of 
fish from upstart Roosevelt. For years it had 
maintained a precarious position on the fringes of the 
Ivy League, a situation that was to change with its 
rapid growth in the fifties, sixties, and seventies and 
its transformation into one of the better state 
universities in the country. To the best of my 
knowledge no single member of my religious persuasion 
had even served as a faculty member in any of its 
humanities or social science departments until after 
the second World War. That, to be sure, was not 
unusual, but it was still slightly strange to be part 
of major changes that were just beginning to take place 
in many American institutions. Shortly after I 
arrived, for example, a popular textbook on western 
civilization, authored by Edward McNall Burns, an 
austere scholar of the utmost balance and probity, was 
subjected to an attack from several quarters. Orthodox 
Jews objected to his treatment of what he called the 
"prophetic revolution," and Roman Catholics criticized 
his description of the historical evolution of their 
church. university officials defensively issued an 
eleven-page press release, one part of which argued 
that the History Department could not by any stretch of 
the imagination be prejudiced. Why, among its numbers 
were two Presbyterians, one Congregationalist, two 
Episcopalians, one Quaker, two Baptists, one Roman 
Catholic, and at least one Jew! I was the "at least 
one Jew." At the time, as I recall, my colleague 
Sidney Ratner was an American of Jewish ancestry. I've 
saved the document somewhere in my files to remind me 
both of how timid and how plainly silly we academics 
can be--but also to remind me how much our environment 
has changed in fifty years. 

Whatever such little lapses, many colleagues of my 
age tell me that they share my feeling that those early 
days after the war were among the most rewarding in all 
our years of teaching. The best of our students didn't 
let us get away with anything. Generalizations that 
eighteen-year olds let pass without even raising an 
eyebrow were challenged and subjected to the test of 
experiences that many of the younger students had not 
even dreamed of. Allusions to European or Far Eastern 
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culture 
so eone 
distorted , 
real i ty to 
duplicate. 

-in so 
hurry to get 
already marri ed , 

as brought queries from 
~~ ·~·-~----so etimes naive, often 

y s bringing a sense of 
at has been hard indeed to 

their lives. e 

that there was no downside. 
people who had lost four or five

ears because of the war were in a 
a few, like many of us, were 

families, needed to get on with 
ted the skills and information 

they could use 
about reflecti o , 

c y, directly--none of this nonsense 
eighing, judging, thinking. 

There as erbert Freeman, a GI who later took a 
PhD with the d i stinguished Hajo Holborn at Yale and, 
appropriately as you will see, went on to the state 
Department as an analyst. Freeman was in a class I 
offered in Twentieth century Europe. After about two 
or three weeks he came up to me after class and said, 
"You know, Prof, I don't like this class." 

"I'. sure others don't like it either. Join the 
team. But out of curiosity, tell me, why don't you 
like it?" 

·Well, you say that Historian A looks at an issue 
this way and Historian B has another view, but recently 
Historian C has published an important article in which 
he differs from them both. And you used to think this, 
but now you're beginning to change your mind.--I don't 
want any of that stuff. I WANT THE SCOOP." 

A large part of education, I suppose, is a never
ending battle against the scoop, the conventional 
w~sdom, the popular slogans and panaceas, a struggle 
wlth oneself as well as with one's students to accept 
no stereotyped ~sw7rs, to trY--however unsuccessfully
-hon7stly to ~lnk lssues through to reject as much as 
possible . self-~nterest high-mindedly posing as wisdom, 
whethe: lt co es fro the right or the left or from the 
rhetor~c of the latest simplifier. None of this is 
easy and I suspect we fail--with ourselves as with our 
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students--more often than we succeed, but if that is 
not a major purpose of education, rather than the crass 
indoctrination that too frequently passes for such, 
then I suppose I have wasted a good part of my life. 

All of this was brought home most sharply as 
postwar euphoria quickly gave way to the tensions and 
suspicions and victimizations that came to be 
associated with the early days of the Cold War. Many 
of my fellow liberals now find it convenient as they 
look back to forget that it was President Harry Truman, 
not some hard-bitten reactionary, who established the 
Federal Employee Loyalty Program by executive order in 
1947. Its encouragement of an almost hysterical fear 
or subversion among government employees was soon 
transferred to the Congress of the united states where 
true believers and opportunists alike found just enough 
fire in the smoke to lend credibility to one of the 
most disgraceful episodes in our recent history. First 
the House Committee on Un-American Activities, then 
Senator Joseph McCarthy of Wisconsin capitalized on 
Cold War anxieties as they posed as the defenders of an 
innocent America against subversion from within. They 
helped, as my son wrote in a little book he published 
some years ago, to "generate a pervasive sense of 
suspicion and fear in American society. In the late 
1940s and early 1950s, it no longer seemed safe to 
dissent." 

A small example. Again in a course on Twentieth 
Century Europe I was trying to give the students some 
sense of the atmosphere in Germany during the Bruning 
era just prior to the Nazi victory. I noted very 
carefully that parallels would be wildly inaccurate, 
but I suggested that the fears and suspicions they saw 
around them might give them some slight sense of what 
it must have been like in Germany in 1932. After class 
a student came up to me and said--I remember the exact 
words--: "Gee, Prof, that was an interesting lecture, 
but aren't you afraid to talk like that?" 

What he meant, of course, was that he was afraid 
to sit in a class where some kooky professor was 
sticking his neck out with risky comments. I went home 



190 

that e that I wasn't sure I 
If an eighteen or nineteen 

e should be exploring every 
afraid that he might be 

dangerous thoughts, then what 
I was hopelessly depressed-
to drum some balance and 

Not easy. I am amused today when I 
hear al l about the political correctness 
supposedly college campuses by left-wing 
ideologues. perspective, I call to mind the 
marvelous f the late Irving Howe about the 
curren t tiny ca e of academic Marxists. As Edward 
Alexander r ,eoen Y reminded us in a lecture at the , 
University of C· cinnati, Howe called them people who, 
having replaced e old-fashioned goal of taking over 
the government ith the new one of taking over the 
English Depa ent, had "gone to the universities to 
die in co fort.- The point is, of course, that it is 
wildly inaccurate to attribute to such a group any 
major influ ence on either fellow faculty ~embers or the 
millions of stUdents in our vast array of colleges and 
universities. 

There are , of course, many different definitions 
of "political correctness." In my experience, the 
pressures of conventional catchwords and mainstream 
shibboleths have usually been far more pervasive in 
academia than the disquieting pronouncements of a less 
than formidable minority. And it has always seemed to 
me that most college faculties--like the administrative 
Offici~ls I mentioned a while ago--have tended to be 
excess2vely conservative, even timid, except, 
understandably, where their own livelihood was 
c~n~erned: , Be that as it may, the attempt to , force a 
r1g1d po11t1cal correctness of uniform mindless 

h b ' " x~nop 0 2C so-call~d patriotism on society in the early 
f1fties created cr2ses of conscience in the academy 
that colored behavior for many years to come. 

At Rutgers ~wo f~cUlty members, both at the Newark 
branch of the un1vers1ty, were singled, out to testify 



191 

before the Velde subcommittee of the House Co i ttee on 
Un-American Activities. One was a historian. Moses 
Finley was a brilliant young scholar who had graduated 
from Syracuse University at the age of f i fteen or 
sixteen and had taken his PhD at Columbia Univer sity 
before the end of his second decade. He was accused by 
the notorious author of The Red Network of having been 
a member of the Communist Party while at Columbia and, 
although he told several of us that the allegation was 
untrue, he listened to the advice of his attorney and 
claimed his Fifth Amendment right not to test i fy. 
Several of us, most notably Ben Rich, a conservative 
Republican political scientist and a pillar of personal 
probity, pleaded with Finley to testify, but he 
insisted he had to take the advice of his l awyer and 
refused. The Rutgers Board of Trustees summarily 
dismissed the two faculty members who had invoked the 
Fifth Amendment. When an all-university faculty 
meeting was called, Tracy Voorhees, Assistant Secretary 
of the Army, chairman of the Board, and otherwise a 
very decent man, told them to go home and peddle their 
papers. It is a sign of those times that subsequently 
only seven--of perhaps six or seven hundred--faculty 
members were willing to put their names to a piece of 
paper asking the Board of Trustees to look into the 
charges against the two men before dismissing them 
summarily--no more than that. Two of the seven were 
untenured assistant professors. Both now, for other 
reasons, have buildings named after them at Rutgers. 

A sequel. A year or two later I went to the 
London School of Economics as a Visiting Fulbright 
Professor. My main affiliation was with the Department 
of International History, but because I had worked on a 
study of international organization I was also adopted 
by the Department of Social and Economic History and by 
the International Relations Department, at that time 
the only one in the United Kingdom. Shortly after my 
arrival, the IR Department sponsored a uni ted Kingdom
wide Conference for Teachers of International History, 
to which I was invited. At the first sess i on, the head 
of the International Relations Department, Professor 
C.A.W. Manning, without having warned me, started by 
saying, "Professor Winkler has written on the League of 
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Nations. I 
speculate 0 
history of 

caught 
well be hang 
into an ~t 
the League 
the failings of 
institution. A 
the center of 
my side and be 
our own in the gi e 
learned that .y fe 
probably the ost 
the United states 

d take fifteen minutes to 
ve learned from the 

' ckly decided I might as 
as for a goat and plunged 
of the ancillary bodies of 

' ficant contributions, whatever 
as a peace-keeping 
i te-haired, red-faced man in 
ose name I had not caught took 
suspect that we more than held 

take that ensued. I later 
-combattant was Denis Brogan, 
ledgeable British commentator on 
is generation. 

That evening there was a reception for the 
Conference at Cha House, the home of the Royal 
Institute of International Affairs. Because I was 
called Professor, although very junior indeed, I was 
seated at the small head table with Brogan, C.A. 
Macartney, the distinguished historian of Hungary, 
Geoffrey Goodwin of the LSE and the co-directors of 
Chatham House, Arnold and Veronica Toynbee. After 
dinner, Arnold Toynbee got up and made a most 
patronizing speech. "Come to us at the Royal 
Institute," he told the assembled scholars, "because we 
here know far ore about the documents and other 
materials than any of you can possibly conceive. We'll 
make sure you don't go astray." At the end, Brogan 
whispered to Macartney, Goodwin, and me, "Let's get out 
of here. I need a drink. I can listen to god on 
Sunday, but not on Monday night! .. 

He took us to a little bar run by a former Free 
French officer and, after several liquid introductions 
assured the proprietor that we were knowledgeable and ' 
sensitive students of the arts. Whereupon we were 
ush~red into the living quarters back of the bar to 
adm~re a huge, full-wall reproduction of the famous 
Mar~lyn Monroe calendar photograph. Our appreciation 
was rewarded by several rounds on the house as we 
congratulated ourselves on the good fortune of having 



escaped an additional hour or so of Toynbeean 
condescension. 
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A short time later, Brogan invited my wife and me 
to lunch at the Athenaeum, the Pall Mall club 
habituated by British cultural and intellectual types. 
Or I should say the Athenaeum Ladies' Annex--for like 
our beloved Literary Club the Athenaeum clings 
tenaciously to its medieval--or is it victorian-
traditions. During lunch he regaled us with words and 
music from American musical comedies of the twenties-
"You remember this--oh, no, you're too young!"--for 
perhaps an hour or more. Then he got down to business. 
"What do you think of Moses Finley?" And, after we had 
testified to our strong sense that Finley was one of 
the real comers in his field, "Well, we've just offered 
him a visiting post at Cambridge for a term and Oxford 
is doing likewise." And with a smile, "What happened 
at Rutgers didn't hurt him one bit." 

My friend was a smashing success at both of the 
old universities and each then extended an invitation 
to become a permanent member of its faculty_ Finley, 
born Moses Finkelstein, chose Cambridge, where he 
served with ecumenical distinction as a don at Jesus 
College. Indeed, Arnaldo Momigliano, the distinguished 
Italian scholar, told some of us when he was visiting 
at Hebrew Union College a few years ago that he 
considered Finley the outstanding Anglo-American 
scholar of ancient Greece of our generation. And he 
was not alone in his judgment. Recently I read the 
following in an obituarial tribute to Geoffrey Elton, a 
refugee from Hitler's Europe who helped transform the 
study of early modern Britain: "Elton was part of what 
made the Cambridge history faculty in the post-war era 
the best in the world, as he taught alongside Moses 
Finley, Walter Ullmann, Christopher Cheney, Herbert 
Butterfield, Peter Laslett, Jack Plumb, George Kitson 
Clark, John Elliot, David Thomson and many others." I 
suspect Denis Brogan is not included in the 
memorialist's illustrious cast because he always called 
himself a political scientist for purposes of 
conventional classification. 
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-as 

h e on with Brogan I served 
Finley to Rutgers to 
l ectures memorializing a 

turned the institution 
~ e early fifties. The 

.ectures, later published as 
An ' ent and Modern, sent 

' e. He spoke of the trial of 
e that could be made for his 
e Greek polis. As he addressed the 

e fety of the state versus the 
1 it was clear that he was also 

experience of a quarter of a century 
dispass i onately--almost cold-bloodedly
to iBagine. 

To round e story off, during our sabbatical 
after my ret ir ent, y wife and I were Sir Moses 
Finley's guests at the traditional Michaelmas Day feast 
at Darwin College, Cambridge's new graduate college, 
from which he had retired as Warden--head--a couple of 
years earlier, At the celebration, Mo was at his most 
urbane, gracious, temperate, balanced, perhaps, as had 
been the case when he delivered the Mason Gross 
lectures, a little skeptical of all the certainties 
that often form the staple of dinner conversation. 

His most weighty obligation, it seemed, was to 
make sure that Bea learned the importance of sliding 
t~e po:t across ~e ~ining table in the proper 
d~rect~on. I th~nk ~t fair to say that my wife was 
charmed by Moses and Mary Finley, whom I had known for 
many year~ but whom she was only meeting for the second 
time. St1ll, that elegant evening, I think, helped 
persua~e her that her somewhat bemused view of us 
academ1c~ and the broader environment in which we 
operate 1S, shall I say, essentially correct. 

Dissension , friction, timidity, fear--the 

db7nfcfhmarks of the McCarthy era--were duplicated in a 
~ erent way on c puses duri th ' 

the Vietnam war ThO 0 ng e nat10nal agony of 
• . 1S 1S not the place to rehearse the 

complex and confus1ng turbulence that visit d 11 
campuses during the s ixties and early seven~ie~~ ~~:e 
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day I may try to recapture the feel of those days in a 
paper, but here I want only ~o assaY ,another li~tle 
vignette that has remained w1th me S1nce that t1me. 
Some of you will remember the "teach-ins" that took 
place across the country as our country a l lowed itself 
to be sucked deeper and deeper into the vietnam morass. 
At Rutgers there were more than a few of us who could 
see no overriding American interest in an involvement 
that had already torn French society apart. But there 
was one of us who went considerably further. Eugene 
Genovese was a young Marxist historian who had just 
published an important book on the economics of slavery 
and was well into Roll. Jordan. Roll, his brilliant 
reconstruction of slave life in the Old South. At one 
of the teach-ins on the campus, Genovese announced, 
"Not only do I oppose the war, but, unlike some of my 
colleagues, I would welcome a Viet Cong victory." 

The newspapers picked up the story and the fat was 
in the fire. 1965 was a gubnatorial election year in 
New Jersey. Wayne Dumont was the Republican challenger 
to the incumbent governor, Richard Hughes. Dumont was 
a very decent chap who, perhaps unfortunately, found it 
hard to articulate a serious criticism of Dick Hughes, 
whom many of us consider one of the best governors New 
Jersey has ever had. Dumont, therefore, grabbed hold 
of the Viet Cong issue, castigating the Rutgers history 
department for having appointed such a dangerous 
subversive, damning the university for harboring him, 
and of course attacking the governor for not getting 
rid of him out of hand. 

As it happened, when the issue broke, I was in the 
hospital with a case of peritonitis from a ruptured 
appendix which had been misdiagnosed and which was 
being treated with massive doses of penicillin. Every 
day my colleague Dick McCormick came by to see if I was 
still alive and to hammer out another line or two of a 
statement we were preparing on the Genovese issue--I as 
past chairman, McCormick as current acting chairman, 
and our chairman Peter Charanis who was briefly on 
leave because of a minor illness. We sent t he l etter 
on August 5 to Mason Gross, the university's presi dent 
and released it to the press. In our carefully-worded 
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co e evidence that Genovese 
was sc many of his peers--in 
keeping his out of the classroom--and 
we defended take whatever public position 
his princ ' as a citizen appeared to 
require of ded as follows: "As 
historians ell aware of the fact that 
in tiaes of cr ' sis--as at present--a mood of 
hysteria ops and that those who stand 
apart in their tterances from the popular 
sent' ents the victims of repressive 
persecution. ost fervently that sanity will 
prevail in the ation that now confronts us and that 
Professor Genovese ill not be unjustly harassed for 
what are to h ' tters of conscience." 

Needless to say, the newspapers had a field day 
with the so-called Genovese case. Dick Hughes was 
convinced that a principled stand might lose him the 
election, but be defended Genovese's right to his 
dissent fro the conventional wisdom--and in the end 
won an overwhel ing re-election. As for Genovese, he 
soon left Rutgers, feeling, I believe, that he had not 
been supported vigorously enough, both at the time of 
the so-cal led "Genovese affair" and subsequently as 
well. 

A few years later, Hannah Gray, who later became 
President of the University of Chicago, and I met with 
the Council of the American Historical Association. We 
were representatives of a committee that was proposing 
the first radical revision of the constitution of the 
association since its birth late in the nineteenth 
century. The new constitution was accepted by the 
membership and is now in place, but that is not the 
point of this story. As Hannah and I were leaving the 
meeting, Gene Genovese, who was now a member of the 
Council, turned to e and said, "That's the trouble 
with you liberals, Henry. You always see the other 
person's point of view." 

It will co e as no surprise, therefore, that, as 
Genovese became ore and more prominent as a scholar, 
he moved steadily to the right. Like so many 
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disillusioned left-wing ideologues--Louis Budenz comes 
to mind--he merely substituted one form of certainty 
for another. In the process, it seems to e, he has 
become a deeply embittered man, as contemptuous of 
colleagues to the left of him as he once was of those 
who were to his right. 

What does it all add up to? Not much, you will 
say and I dare say you would be right. A few anecdotes 
about a few people who mayor may not be particularly 
memorable. For me, however, some of these 
recollections encapsulate lessons that I never really 
learned as well in all the archives and libraries where 
I've spent many rewarding hours. Nor certainly did I 
learn them from all the smug and omniscient manuals I 
was urged to read when I first was persuaded to try my 
hand at administration. 

We talk at great length about education as a way 
of helping us to learn to think for ourselves--and then 
we are horrified when students are presented with 
various alternatives to the particular conventional 
wisdom of the time. What has been called "political 
correctness", it seems to me, has more often over 
longer periods of time been the credo of the dominant 
majority, of those who for the most part make most of 
the major decisions in our society, than of the 
essentially impotent minority about whom so much has 
recently been so badly written. The "scoop", whether 
it is MCCarthy's or Truman's, that of Adam smith or of 
Karl Marx, whatever the provenance and the purpose, 
needs to be examined, questioned, dissected if students 
are to be encouraged to come to their own informed 
conclusions, not ours. Of course, there is a 
responsibility to pass along the traditions, the 
values, even the self-image of our society, just as 
there is a responsibility to prepare students for the 
world of work in which, if they are lucky, they will 
spend a good part of their lives. But there should be 
understanding of why such a heritage important, and an 
honest confrontation with its complex reality, not a 
mechanical obeisance to slogans and conventional 
cliches. 
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For ays t i ncreasingly I am 
suspi c ious of as t o explain complex human 
experiences , ty of which may be the only 
certain thing I reflect on the 
inadequa cies of e ' e canons of my erstwhile 
Marx i st colleaques equally suspicious of the 
unsat i s factory s logans that frequently pass for 
th i nki ng and analysis in currently dominant circles of 
our soci ety. And as I do I rather pity the Herbert 
Freemans , who only want answers without exploring the 
quest i ons , truth ithout the pain of search. Better 
the much-ma ligned liberal, from my point of view, in 
education as e l s ewhe r e , "always seeing the other 
person's point of view, " than the ';1nquestio~ing an~ 
unreflective cons e r of whatever IS the gOlng notlon 
of the mome nt , that i s, the contemporary "scoop." 

BUDGET 

December 18, 1995 

1 - The Frog •.•••.••.••....•...••.•. william R. Burleigh 

2 - Offenbach, Dreams and the Titian 
Imperatlve .............•.....•...•..... Martin Macht 

3 - I'll Not Be Home For Christmas or 
Deep in the Heart of Texas .•.•.•..•• John A. MacLeod 

1 
The Frog 

I;'S ~ppropriate that the Frog descends from my 
mother s s~de of the family. That's the Germ 'd Not 1 . th . an s~ e. 

~n,y ~s e Chr~stmas tree rooted in German 
trad~tl0n but so are its ornaments as well. 




