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rocky stream bed where we first separated from the 
apes. Perhaps at that last campfire, they will talk of 
the glories of their ancestors, of mighty castles, once 
teeming cities and satellites gleaming in the 
firmament. More likely they will hear friendly 
grunting in the tre es, put out the fire and climb up to 
rejoin them. 

SPECIMENS 

June 8, 1998 Henry R. Winkler 

"Funny thing. Here are two little Jewish boys 
from Cincinnati and one of them is the Stille Professor 
of History at Yale and the other is Editor of the 
American Historical Review. What do you think? Could 
we have been s t andi ng here a few years back?" II We II 

were Jack Hexter, arguably the outstanding American 
historian of Britain of our generation, and the writer 
of what will be this somewhat rambling Literary Club 
paper. Hexter had been an undergraduate at the 
University of Cincinnati about five years before me. 
He had gone to work with Wilbur Cortez Abbott at 
Harvard and I did not know him until years later when 
he was at Queens College and I was at Rutgers. Many 
more years later, when I was president of UC and we 
gave him a somewhat belated honorary degree, he gave 
the best Commencement Address I have ever heard in 
about sixty years of-more or less-attentive listening. 
"Be lucky II was its down - to - earth and eminently 
realistic theme. 

"Here" was the first floor urinal at the Harvard 
Club in New York. When Jack asked the question, I 
laughed so hard I wet the entire side of the wall not 
even taking time off to be embarrassed. ' 
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We had been to a meeting of the Conference on 
British Studies where the speaker had been Veronica 
Wedgwood, author of elegant works on seventeenth
century England and the Thirty Years War. My Rutgers 
colleague, Richard Schlatter, was having a small dinner 
party for her at the Harvard Club, and Jack and I were 
awaiting the arrival of our wives, who had had better 
things to do with their time than to attend the 
meeting. 

A few months earlier I had received an unexpected 
call from Crane Brinton, president of the American 
Historical Association, whom I knew slightly because he 
had contributed a chapter to a Problems book that 
Kenneth Set ton and I had edited. Brinton asked if I 
could come up to Cambridge to talk with him. I had no 
idea what was on his mind, but our son was at Harvard 
and if the meeting didn't last too long the afternoon 
might provide a good opportunity to touch base. After 
a very pleasant lunch at the kind of club I was not 
accustomed to frequent, he got down to business. "As 
you know," he reminded me, "we've decided to split the 
directorship of the Association and the editorship of 
the Review. The first is a full-time job, the second 
half - time, shared with the editor's university. We 
have two lists and your name is the only one on both. 
It's also the first on each list. So I've been 
authorized by the Council of the Association to offer 
you either position you choose." Without hesitating I 
blurted out "Oh, I wouldn't dream of taking a full-time 
administrative job"-famous last words which shows how 
little I knew about myself or what the future held. 

I did take the editorship and when I had settled 
into the routine-half a week in Washington, half in New 
Brunswick-I had the first of many lunch meetings with 
Bernadotte Schmitt. Schmitt, a Pulitzer Prize winning 
diplomatic historian, had been my major professor 
before the war at the University of Chicago. Although 
he had left Chicago during the war to work for the 
State Department before I returned to finish my 
dissertation, he always called me his last PhD. 
Schmitt, incidentally, was married to Damaris Ames, the 
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sister of Van Meter Ames, a long-time member of this 
club. Knowing that he had been a member of the AHA 
Council when they were discussing possible candidates 
for the two openings, I started to thank him for his 
initiative. But he stopped me and said something that 
I understand more fully now than I did then: II Henry, 
I'm an old man and have to go to the bathroom 
frequently. So I was out of the room when your name 
came up. Of course when I returned, I thought it was a 
good idea and I'm pleased that you've said yes." 

Why my tenure as editor should be so associated 
with a perfectly ordinary bodily function I do not 
know. The stories have none of the dramatic-not to say 
concrete-quality of Lee Davis' unforgettable tale of 
his rear gunner's frozen specimen. And I confess that 
I wasn't quite sure how to connect them with the main 
theme of this paper which has to do with several 
episodes that remain in my mind from those days as 
editor as the AHR, long after I have forgotten most of 
the articles and reviews I dealt with as part of my 
job. 

My answer came the other day when our fellow club 
member, Stanley Troup loaned me a new collection of 
essays, one of which he wanted me particularly to read. 
The essays had been gathered by Joseph Epstein, who had 
recently been relieved of the editorship of Phi Beta 
Kappa's The American Scholar, after a tenure of almost 
a quarter of a century. Perhaps it is characteristic 
of our complicated times that a couple of good liberals 
like Stan Troup, whom I have not consulted about this 
comment, and me should regret the sacking of a 
thoughtful and literate conservative-and equally 
characteristic that he should be replaced by Ann 
Fadiman, daughter of one of the founders of the Book
of-the-Month Club. However that may be, I was 
delighted by Epstein's own memories of the big band 
m~sic,of his , youth, music that has stayed with him all 
h1S 11fe as 1t has with me. But then I cheated-maybe 
that's the wrong word, as may become apparent a bit 
later - I cheated and read several other pieces. I 
laughed, a bit wryly I admit, at A.J. Liebling's 
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sophisticated and self-consciously snobbish hymn to the 
glories of Parisian cuisine. And reading Dorothy 
Parker's lamentations as she approached the age of 
forty only confirmed me in my view that she had long 
since become drearily dated-if I may be permitted the 
play on words. 

But then I turned to Epstein's introductory essay 
and realized that I had found the answer to my problem 
of transition. "Some writers do not begin a 
composition," he wrote, "until all the fact-finding 
that goes by the pretentious name of research is 
completed." Certainly that has been my approach to 
writing that I label "my work." But the essayist, he 
contends, stumbles into facts as he goes along. His 
experience, his character, his style, if he is lucky, 
will come together to supply a point of view. 

So I shall stumble along with my stories in the 
knowledge that the questions I raise for myself are 
questions all of us have asked - or should have asked - at 
one time or another. But first another excursion into 
the seemingly irrelevant. My first full-time teaching 
position, before I went on to Chicago, was at the 
University of Cincinnati. Bill Vogel, whom some of you 
knew, was taking a leave to finish his PhD at Harvard 
and Reginald McGrane, then chairman of history in the 
College of Engineering and Commerce, invited me to fill 
in for Bill for a year. Sharing an office in Baldwin 
Hall with McGrane, I learned a good deal more in that 
year about my future profession than many graduate 
students learn in four or five. 

One day an angry young man rushed into the office 
brandishing a paper in his hand. "I don't care what 
yuu do to me, Dr. McGrane," he ~nnounced. "I want you 
to know that two years ago you gave my fraternity 
brothers a B+ on this paper and you've only give me a 
c." McGrane didn't even bat an eye. Very quietly he 
said, "You see, it just shows how much my standards 
have improved." The student stood for a moment with 
his mouth open, then left the room pretty much with his 
tail between his legs. He may even had learned a 
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lesson-certainly I did. Cases of student deceit or 
dishonesty, it seems to me, have on the whole been 
reasonably well handled. I'm aware, of course, of the 
reports of widespread cheating at virtually every 
college and university in the country. Generally, 
however, most faculties have had a fairly good grip on 
the abuses, and in any event students who cheat are 
more often than not shortchanging themselves. 

But what about the gatekeepers themselves? As I 
sit before the computer trying to figure out what to 
write next, I have on my desk the March 13th edition of 
The Chronicle of Higher Education. Although in 
retirement I have less and less interest in the 
politics and the puffery of higher education, I still 
read the Chronicle regularly because my daughter has 
been a key member of its staff almost since its 
founding in 1971. And what do I find? One headline 
reads Cornell Ph.D. Charges Her Professor With copying 
From Her Dissertation." The alleged abuses took place 
in a program in nutrition education, so perhaps one 
might speculate with self-satisfied superiority about 
the lack of scholarly sophistication in such an area of 
study. But immediately below that article about the 
theft of a student's ideas on obesity is another 
headline: "Brigham Young Professor Admits He 
Plagiarized Significant Portions of a Book." Here I 
discover that a professor of church history and 
doctrine in the Department of Religion has admitted 
that he pirated significant portions of one of his 
books, misusing or inadequately citing material from 
eleven different authors. Incidentally, Brigham Young 
just happens to be the university whose president was 
accused in 1996 of plagiarizing the historian Gertrude 
Himmelfarb in his inaugural address. Other issues of 
The Chronicle often carry similar stories-so what does 
one make of all this? 

The question that immediately comes to mind is 
this: How well have we academics monitored ourselves? 
Have we set clear and rigorous standards of 
professional behavior and insisted that they be met? 
Or have we, as is often alleged regarding lawyers and 
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doctors and the overseers of Wall Street, tended to 
disregard all but the most egregious of offenses and 
then rationalize our inertia with a rich variety of 
excuses? Each of my colleagues at this meeting, I am 
sure, could cite cases to illustrate different answers 
to these questions. Let me look at a couple of 
examples of my own. 

On a rather gray November afternoon in 1964 I was 
sitting at my desk in the American Historical Review 
office in Washington. Studying a typescript before me, 
I was musing over the capacity of even the most 
brilliant of scholars to make the silliest of mistakes 
in manuscripts submitted for consideration. I had just 
had lunch with Arnold Price, head of the German history 
division of the Library of Congress, who for years had 
compiled the bibliography in that field for the Review. 
He had helped untangle a footnote that had not one, but 
two errors of spelling and one of date - all in about two 
lines of type. The author was a truly eminent German 
historian and I expressed surprise at his slovenliness. 
Arnold was a good deal older and obviously wiser than 
I. He commented that in his experience some-not a 
large number but still a number-of our best known 
colleagues simply depended upon editors to take the 
time that they were unwilling or unable to spend on 
presenting their material in clean and unattractive 
prose. I was still thinking about that fractured 
footnote when my two O'clock appointment arrived in the 
office. 

Sam Winograd-I use a pseudonym because one of 
those involved is still active in the academic world
Sam Winograd came to tell me a story and ask my advice . 
He explained that he was a governmental employee in 
one of the many bureaus connected with the Treasury 
Department. While working he had completed a Master's 
degree at a Washington university and one of the 
documents he had with him was his thesis. It had to do 
with one of the agencies that had sprung up in 
Washington during the first World War and had 
disappea~ed some years after its end. He had thought 
about gOlng on for the PhD, but for a variety of 



reasons had not done so. Nevertheless, whenever 
possible, he had continued his study and had hoped 
eventually to publish a little monograph on his 
subject. 
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Then he got down to the meat of his story. 
Shortly after he had finished his thesis, he heard from 
a graduate student at Columbia University who had 
learned of his work. He met with this person, directed 
him to the M.A. paper, and even loaned him a large roll 
of microfilm that contained many of the documents used 
in Winograd's research. Now, three years or more 
later, this - and he handed me a small book that 
obviously had just been published. The book was 
concerned with the same World War I agency that 
winograd had studied. No problem there, I said. After 
all, there is plenty of room for varying 
interpretations and different treatments of just about 
any segment of our perplexing human experience. 

"Wait," he almost pleaded. "You don't understand. 
I want you to look at these two documents side by 
side." He opened them both and for the next hour 
showed me paragraph after paragraph in the new book 
that was either closely paraphrased or copied verbatim 
from the thes i s that had been published earlier. There 
was no question, in my view, about the plagiarism, but 
Winograd understandably wanted advice on what to do 
next. I suggested he let me send along the material to 
Bob Cross, a friend who was then chairman of the 
Columbia History Department, where the recently 
published book had been accepted as a doctoral 
dissertation, and also to Paul Varg, another historian 
friend who was Dean of the college at Michigan State 
where the unethical copier had just been appointed to 
the faculty. 

What steps should have been taken? It seemed 
quite clear to me, but turned out to be more 
c~mp~icated than I would have guessed. Paul Varg at 
Mlchlgan State, to be sure, informed our plagiarizing 
historian that his contract would not be renewed, but 
kept the incident confidential. Bob Cross, who later 
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became president of Hunter College, then of Swarthmore, 
and finally migrated to the History Department at the 
University of Virginia, called me in obvious 
embarrassment a few weeks after I had informed him, to 
tell me that he had discovered that Columbia had no 
procedure for rescinding the PhD. So he could do 
nothing except perhaps put a note in the record. And 
"X" still teaches at another university. 

A host of questions raise themselves. What was 
Cross' responsibility? How about Varg? Columbia? And 
what about me? It would be easy to take refuge in the 
argument that it was none of my business. Winograd 
should have gone to the Executive Secretary of the 
Association, not to the editor of its journal. But 
that is an easy out. As it was, I did what I thought 
at the time the appropriate thing to do, but in fact 
don't I bear some responsibility for the fact that a 
cheat who had dishonored his profession continues to 
pose as a mentor for students who, presumably, trust 
him as a person of integrity? And, to be sure, there 
is always the question, can't people change and go in a 
different direction? I wish the answers were as easy 
as the countless questions that can be asked. 

My second case still shows up in my dreams from 
time to time-less so now than twenty years ago, but 
often enough to underscore the profound impact it had 
on me-and, I have no doubt, on a number of my closest 
colleagues. Again let me set the stage. Once more I 
was in my office at the American Historical 
Association's headquarters in Washington. I was 
reading a manuscript that had just come in, an 
assessment by Herrlee Creel of the importance of the 
horse in Chinese history. Not the most exciting 
subject in the world, you might say, but I found it 
fascinating and eventually I considered it one of the 
two best articles I had published during my tenure as 
editor. The other, incidentally, was a piece on 
Southern violence, written by Sheldon Hackney, an 
assistant professor at Princeton, who later became 
President of Tulane and the University of Pennsylvania 



and then Director of the National Endowment for the 
Humanities. 
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This time I was visited by four young historians 
who had been working in the Manuscript Division of the 
Library of Congress just a block away from my office. 
They were an interesting lot. Ari Hoogenboom of Penn 
state was an authority on nineteenth-century civil 
service reform and was just completing a study of the 
"gilded age" in American history. Allen Weinstein, 
then an assistant professor at Smith College, was later 
to write Perjury, probably the best early study of the 
Alger Hiss case. Jerome Sternstein, then at Iowa, was 
working on the Hayes-Tilden election and would later 
co-edit the Harper Encyclopedia of American History. 
And Irwin Unger had just received the Pulitzer Prize 
for The Greenback Era, a study of American finance 
after the civil War. They were concerned, they told 
me, because they were having trouble tracking down the 
references in a book just published on The Two Parties 
and the Tariff in the 1880's. The book was by Walter 
Poulshock and they had come to me because he was my 
colleague in the History Department at Rutgers and they 
thought that perhaps I could shed some light on the 
problem. 

Poulshock had been a brilliant undergraduate at 
Rutgers a few years back. He had taken a course with 
me, but his concentration was in American history where 
Richard McCormick, a fine nineteen-century Americanist, 
had been his mentor. McCormick persuaded him to do his 
graduate work at the University of Pennsylvania, where 
Dick himself had done his PhD under a distinguished 
scholar, Roy Nichols. Nichols, in turn, had become 
Dean of the Graduate School at Penn by the time 
Poulshock arrived. To complicate matters further, 
Nichols was a Rutgers alumnus, who now served as 
Chairman of the Advisory Committee to our History 
Department. And as if that were not enough, Nichols 
was currently President of the American Historical 
Association! And irony of irony, his Presidential 
Address that year was entitled, "History in a Self
Governing Culture." Wheels within wheels within 

------ -C 
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wheels. As the story unfolded, I felt like Charlie 
Chaplin dealing with the machinery in Mudern Times. 

In any event, Poulshock completed his 
dissertation, which was later turned into The Parties 
and the Tariff and went on to Union College and then 
Wayne State University before we brought him back to 
Rutgers to teach in our department. He was a very 
successful teacher, had excellent rapport with his 
students, and now had published a book which those of 
us who had read it found to be an important 
contribution to the economic history of the late 
nineteenth-century. Accordingly, we had recommended 
him for promotion to Associate Professor and had no 
doubt that he would become a permanent member of our 
group. 

My visitors, however, were having problems, they 
told me. All four were working in the Manuscript Room 
of the Library of Congress. Two of the four were 
investigating the same period and related subjects to 
that of Poulshock's recent monograph. When they 
consulted that book they quickly ran into a brick wall . 
Poulshock's footnotes indicated that he had used eight 
different manuscript collections at the Library of 
Congress as well as a collection of private papers at 
the University of Pennsylvania Library. But as Unger 
and Sternstein searched through the Washington papers 
they could find little of the material referred to in 
The Two Parties. 

What to do? They quickly got in touch with the 
author and asked him to lead them to the documentation 
upon which he had based his thesis. His response, they 
all agreed, was unforthcoming and quite unsatisfactory. 
He had just moved from Detroit, he told them, and his 
notes were packed away and not easily available. When 
asked when they might be accessible, he was vague and 
not at all cooperative. Now they were coming to me to 
see whether I could be of help in unraveling the 
mystery. It was clear,enough that ~ather than looking 
for,answers t~ey were lndeed reportlng irregularities. 
Irwln Unger, ln particular, appeared to take particular 
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delight in catching out another scholar, the argument 
of whose book, incidentally, took issue with Unger's 
views on the economic history of the late nineteenth 
century. 

After I had absorbed the implications of what I 
had been told, I asked the four historians to go back 
to the Manuscript Room and check each footnote in 
Poulshock's book against the materials available. I 
knew it would take some time and I also knew that time 
is very valuable to researchers who must squeeze as 
much work as possible into the few weeks they have away 
from classes and other academic obligations. But the 
issue appeared important enough to justify the request. 
I would be back in Washington the following week and I 
would like to bring with me my Rutgers colleague, 
Richard McCormick, since as an American historian he 
would be more knowledgeable about the evidence than I. 
I also suggested that we ask Paul Ward, the Executive 
Secretary of the American Historical Association and a 
thoughtful associate, to meet with us. 

The following week McCormick, Ward, and I sat down 
for some five or six hours with our fellow historians 
to go over what they had discovered. In the first 
place, they found that Poulshock had never consulted 
any of the pape rs in the Manuscript Room of the Library 
of Congress. That Division has a sign in procedure, so 
that it is possible to check on a daily basis whether 
someone has used the collections. Poulshock's name did 
not appear on the roster even for one time. Then, as 
the four amateur detectives p r obed more deeply into the 
citations in The Two Parties and the Tariff they 
discovered an interesting pattern. Virtually all of 
the direct quotations from private papers had also been 
used in various of the standard studies of the period 
in question. Thus, there were sentences and phrases 
that appear in Allen Nevins' Grover Cleveland or 
Matthew Josephson's The Politicos or Leon Richardson's 
William E. Chandler. But to the quotations in these 
and similar studies Poulshock had added prefatory or 
concluding , sentences fabricated to support the argument 
he was maklng about the role of the tariff in defining 
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the policies of the Republican and the Democratic 
parties. 

Again, what to do? Ward, McCormick, and I all 
agreed that both the professional association and the 
university where Poulshock was employed had a stake in 
the issue. Because of the tangled connections of a 
number of the actors involved we also agreed that the 
main responsibility should be taken by Rutgers. If it 
took that responsibility seriously, so be it. If not, 
the Association might have to step in. 

McCormick and I returned to New Brunswick and 
briefed Peter Charanis, who had taken over from me as 
Chairman of the Histor y Department when I had assumed 
the editorship of the Review. We immediately went to 
the Dean of Rutgers College, Arnold Grobman, and 
outlined the disturbing facts of the cases as we knew 
them. Grobman quite rightly recognized that his first 
obligation was to give Walter Poulshock the opportunity 
to explain what seemed to be a damning and 
unprofessional story. The next morning at eight, 
therefore, we three, the Dean, and Poulshock gathered 
in the Dean's conference room for one of the most 
difficult meetings I have had in my life. Grobman 
started it off by saying, "Professor Winkler has a 
story I think all of us have to give some attention to" 
and I told the story as factually and as neutrally as I 
could. Grobman then asked Poulshock if he cared to 
comment. For a few moments he talked around the issue 
of falsification and then suddenly stood up and said, 
"Yes, it's true. I did fabricate the documentation for 
the thesis upon which this book was based." 

It hasn't happened frequently in my life, but at 
that moment I broke into tears and I suspect one or 
more of my colleagues did so as well. Here was this 
exceptionally bright scholar, presumably with a 
productive and fulfilling career ahead of him-and here, 
if we did what we should do, was the end of that career 
and all its promise. In consultation with the Dean we 
withdrew Poulshock from all classes and the College 
informed him that he would be paid until the end of the 
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academic year but that he was no longer a member of the 
Rutgers faculty. 

The Syracuse University Press was informed and 
they immediately withdrew the book from circulation and 
called in all existing copies. I informed them that I 
was hanging on to mine for exemplary reasons-and indeed 
I have the copy in my library to this day. 

One of my good friends has suggested that 
Poulshock cold-bloodedly decided to create a strikingly 
different interpretation of the tariff issue and then 
proceeded to fabricate the evidence to support that 
interpretation. But the case is more convoluted than 
that. Sidney Fine, a distinguished historian at the 
University of Michigan who recommended the manuscript 
to the Syracuse University Press, told me that the 
Poulshock thesis was clearly a defensible one and that 
it would have taken less work to do the actual search 
in the manuscript collections than to carry out the 
tangle deception that was practiced. That deception in 
turn had its own history. Once the "Poulshock Case"-as 
it became known at Rutgers-became public, students 
would come into the History Department office to 
express their sympathy. "Isn't it a shame about 
Professor Poulshock? A man with two children. " 
"Two children?" "Yes, he talks about them in class all 
the time. A boy who is ten and a girl who's seven." 
Poulshock not only had no children, but he and his wife 
Barbara had been trying to have a child for about ten 
years and, as if in a soap opera, she had just learned 
that very week that she was pregnant. Or the story 
that surfaced that Walter had pitched in the Southern 
Association and had gone 21 and 2 until a bad arm 
forced him out of baseball into academia. Needless to 
say, ~e has nev7r pitched an inning in any league at 
any tlme. Or hlS tales of how great a tennis player he 
was-but when he made dates to play with John Cammett 
our resident Marxist who was a superb tennis player ' 
somehow the appointments were never kept. ' 

It was clear, . then, that this was a very disturbed 
young man. The unlversity dismissed him, but it is to 
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the credit of some of my colleagues that they rallied 
around and helped Barbara Poulshock persuade her 
husband that he needed help. In particular, Warren 
Susman, a brilliant and somewhat idiosyncratic American 
intellectual historian who died prematurely, was a 
tower of strength, exploring with Barbara the 
appropriate therapists to seek out, accompanying the 
Poulshocks when they needed support, helping to put 
together a badly shattered life. Walter Poulshock 
eased quietly out of the professorate and in time made 
a decent livelihood selling, I believe it was, 
mathematics textbooks. 

A coda to this account. About a year later the 
student newspaper at the University of Pennsylvania got 
hold of the story and splashed it across its pages. It 
was the sixties, remember, and the editors of the Daily 
Pennsylvanian were delighted to demonstrate, as they 
saw it, how incompetent the enemy-faculty and 
administrators alike - how incompetent the enemy had 
been. The Poulshock book had originally been his PhD. 
dissertation at the University of Pennsylvania. His 
supervising committee included Morton Keller, a fine 
historian, and Roy Nichols, a distinguished one. 
Neither was a specialist in gilded age economic 
matters, but that fact was irrelevant so far as the 
Pennsylvanian was concerned. What mattered was that a 
graduate student had pulled the wool over the eyes of a 
stuffy professorate and administration. He had cocked 
a snook, not to coin a phrase, at the "establishment." 

I have always been surprised at how quickly even 
our major newspapers seize upon the unusual or bizarre 
or aberrant in academia rather than the humdrum, day 
to-day activities that characterize the real work of 
colleges and universities. Even before there was a 
Chronicle of Higher Education to point the way to 
likely stories, reporters from the New York Times and 
the Washington Post became aware of the Pennsylvanian's 
revelations. When we at the Rutgers History Department 
received calls from both papers, we agreed that Dick 
McCormick would talk with the Times reporter in New 
Brunswick and I would visit the Post's offices in the 
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course of my weekly trip to Washington. McCormick's 
discussion with the Times went well. He urged the 
reported to consider seriously whether there was any 
further IInews" value in a story by now some years old. 
Poulshock was undergoing therapy and trying to put his 
life together again. For the story to appear again in 
the national news might jeopardize all the gains he 
appeared to be making. The reporter agreed and in due 
course we were informed that the Times would not pursue 
the matter. 

My visit to the Post did not go nearly as well. I 
was greeted by a young reporter who listened to my 
argument, but who clearly wasn't having any of it. 
Here were these smug academics who looked with such 
disdain and a sense of superiority upon journalists 
like him- and wasn't it a blast that a lowly graduate 
student had made such fools of all of them? What the 
further surfacing of the story might do to Poulshock 
was perhaps unfortunate but nothing to do with him. 

What next? If we couldn't deal with the case by 
rational discourse, perhaps there was another way. We 
got in touch with Julian Boyd, librarian of the 
Firestone Library at Princeton, Professor of History 
there, editor of the Jetferson papers, and a former 
President of the American Historical Association. We 
explained the case and Boyd agreed to do what he could. 
As it happened, Boyd's son-in-law was Russell Wiggins, 
then the editor o f the editorial page of the Washington 
Post. Evidently he was able to be more persuasive with 
his paper's news division than was I. At any rate, 
that afternoon we got word from Julian Boyd that the 
Post was going to forget the Poulshock affair. 

That night at about 1 a.m. the telephone rang. 
"Professor Winkler?1I IIYes." "This is your reporter 
friend at the Washington Post. I just wanted you to 
know that we're going to kill the story. Maybe you can 
do something for me some day!" His name? You guessed 
it. Carl Bernstein. 
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I have often envied those who were so certain of 
their own rectitude that they never questioned, never 
doubted, always knew the right thing to do. For thirty 
years the case of Walter Poulshock and his imaginative 
and imaginary-monograph have virtually haunted me. 
Here was a very bright young man, a fine teacher, 
potentially a productive scholar, at the start of a 
most promising career, caught in the consequences of an 
almost breathtaking if youthful mistake. Were we right 
in automatically and almost ruthlessly terminating his 
academic career? Or if indeed this was an almost 
classic example of real illness, what about the 
argument that we had an obligation to help a troubled 
colleague find himself and make his appropriate 
contribution? After all, we live in a society in which 
college and university athletes, to take one 
illustration, have been given second and third and 
fou r th chances even when identified as rapists and wif e 
b e aters and thugs and whatever. Does awar eness of 
human fallibility require that we apply similar 
standards and given similar chances to others who make 
mistakes? Or, as I continue to feel compelled to 
b e lieve, does the privilege of being a teacher impose 
special obligations that may not be required in other 
areas of activity? Whatever the conclusion, I suspect 
that most of us would agree with the confused ruler in 
The King and I as he wistfully admits lilt's a 
puzzlement." 




