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Tony-You're fired. Please don't read those 
old codgers those lines from IIPrufronk. 1I It 
will throw them off entirely. It sure has 
you. You don't understand what I'm about at 
all do you? Would you please just read them 
this at the end, if you insist on continuing 
to appropriate my work. But go ahead-I'd 
hate to see you embarrass yourself (if 
anything could embarrass you after this) . 
- Tom 

What Tom wrote to finish my paper was this: 

High above the frozen lakes and snowy forests of 
Ontario, these images jabbed fitfully at Tom's 
subconscious. The plane droned inexorably on toward 
the Ohio cornfields, the river, Cincinnati. Far away, 
the Danube flowed, through the ancient wounded 
capitals, down to the uncomprehending sea. 

LINES 

January 19, 1998 Randolph L. Wadsworth, Jr. 

Bennett Cerf, memorable for his wit and owl-look 
glasses; Dorothy Kilgallen, memorable for her wit and 
receding chin. Some of you who are old enough, and who 
will admit to having watched television in its infancy, 
may recall the show, "What's my Line." (There were 
other panelists, but I forget who they were. I haven't 
bothered to look them up. I'm retired and - much to 
your relief, I'm sure - I don't do research any more.) 
Guests on the program, chosen by the network for the 
off-beat nature of their occupations, would respond as 
misleadingly and entercainingly as possible to attempts 
to guess by serial questioning just what their lines of 
work really were. The audience were in the know, 
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alerted by captions, and could then chuckle as the 
panel blundered their way to uncovering a man who 
designed brassiers or a woman who sold urinals to 
General Motors for their factories. The program was so 
popular that it spawned a clone on a competing network, 
where the father of a close friend stumped the panel: 
he was Colonel in Command of the Gold Repository at 
Fort Knox. 

One regular teature of "What's my Line" was the 
Mystery Guest, a celebrity visible to the audiences in 
the studio and at home, but invisible to the panel, who 
donned sleep masks for that segment of the show. In 
their efforts to delay detection, Mystery Gu~sts had 
frequent recourse to such evasions as that standby of 
Hertz Rent-a-Car advertising, "Not exactly"; and they 
often used aural disguises as well. (A wag might say 
they did their cop-outs in different voices.) Even so, 
the Mystery Guest was usually nailed before the time 
was up. This might have been because the whole thing 
was rigged, but I think it may just have been that the 
panel and the guests were all part of the same 
celebrity culture-a much smaller group then than now
and all frequented the same haunts: Toots Shor's, EI 
Morocco, "21,", and Ciro's. 

The kill usually went something like this. 

"Are you in show business?" 

"I'd have to say yes." 

"Do you write shows." 

"I have." 

"Is one of your shows running now?" 

"Not one I wrote." 

"One you directed?" 

"Not really. 11 
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"Produced?" 

"'fraid so." 

"Is it 'My Fair Lady.'" 

"Yep. " 

"Are you Moss Hart?" 

BINGO! 

Tonight's Mystery Guest, M.G. for short, is long 
dead, so I'll supply the clues, interrupting from time 
to time to say what millennial panelists might have 
guessed M.G.'s identity by a certain point. 

M.G., whose line was poetry, was born in Verona, 
probably in 87, B.C. 

At this point, Horace and Cicero know who he is. 
They also disapprove. Several Renaissance humanists 
likewise need nothing more to go on, as may significant 
numbers of readers, mostly men, who studied under their 
successors during the period of several hundred years 
when to be educated meant to have studied the Greek and 
Roman classics. Modern professors of Classics know, 
and one or two among you may have guessed by now as 
well. 

Horace and Cicero are scandalized because this 
upstart fellow, besides bad-mouthing Caesar, introduced 
some words into Latin verse that they think might well 
have been left aside. He was apparently the first 
Roman poet to use the popular word basium for "kiss," 
shocking at a time when a variety of euphemisms were 
preferred. (I'm reminded of W.C. Fields asking Mae 
West for "one little osculation.") More shocking 
still, our scamp was the first whose texts survive to 
use the "F" word in Latin verse. Not straight up, 
mind. Rather, true to his carefully nurtured 
reputation for waggishness, he coined ~ pa~ticiple: 
one of his speakers says that he and hlS mlstress 
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follow lunch with "novem continuas fututiones," or nine 
continuous IIfuckations." 

At this point, a shoal of students from English 
public schools over the centuries know who M.G. is, but 
only because they have been poaching outside the poems 
assigned them in their studies. (Their teachers, of 
course, have known them all along. Rank hath its 
privileges.) Some privileged women over the ages might 
know by now as well-aristocratic types, like Sir Philip 
Sydney's sister, the Countess of Pembroke, or Lucy, 
Countess of Bedford, who kept a literary salon and was 
the patroness of Ben Jonson and John Donne. For a long 
time, though, girls in the English-speaking world were 
lucky to get much real formal education at all, much 
less the full-bore classical routine lavished on the 
boys of the patrician classes. So M.G. is not likely 
to have been widely read by females till pretty 
recently, although today he shares a web page at the 
Noble & Greenough School with Ovid. And, since that 
web page is linked to a complete text of M.G., we can 
assume that the young women of Nobles have access to 
all the poems. Could Cole Porter have been right after 
all, when he had his soft-shoe twosome sing that "Girls 
today in society/Go for classical poetry"? 

Three or four more members present have also 
twigged by now, but only because they grew up abroad or 
are professionally deformed, like your speaker, by many 
years in the academy. 

Many of M.G.'s best-known poems detail the 
speaker's love for a women he calls Lesbia. These 
lyrics run the gamut from infatuation and ecstasy to 
doubt, jealousy, rejection and revulsion. Many 
thousands of readers through the centuries were 
familiar with these poems, while evocations of them 
echo through the texts of English writers from Ralegh 
and Ben Jonson to poets in our own century. 

In another famous poem, M.G. invites a friend to 
supper, where he says they will enjoy a handsome meal, 
provided the friend brings the fixings-the food, the 
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wine, a pretty girl. M.G.'s pulse, alas, is filled 
with cobwebs. He can promise, though, a perfume that 
will make his friend wish he could be all nose. 

Perhaps to replenish the purse, M.G. goes on a 
sojourn to Asia Minor in the retinue of a provincial 
governor. While there, M.G. gives Latin literature the 
famous tag Ave atque vale, "Hail and farewell"-not, 
however, in the hilarious way of Groucho's "Hello, I 
must be going." No. M.G. makes a side trip to the 
Troad, there to see the grave of his elder brother, 
only recently dead, and to pay his last respects. 
Then, still broke (because the governor, all too 
typically, hasn't shared what he plundered from the 
natives) he returns to Italy in a yacht that also ends 
up in verse. His long journey comes to an end at what 
appears to have been his favorite place of all, a 
lakeside villa that is the subject of yet another poem. 

These last clues would have revealed M.G. to 
countless readers down the ages as Gaius Valerius 
Catullus. A hundred years ago, most members of this 
Club would have recognized his name and have been 
familiar with at least some of the poems I have 
mentioned. That this should not be the case today is 
an artifact of changes in our culture it would be 
fruitless to lament. In the world at large, Catullus 
does not want for readers, whether teachers or 
students. In addition to the web page at Nobles, for 
example, he is represented by 467 other 'net sites, 
including those of several departments of classical 
studies and a site in the Netherlands that is amassing 
translations in Dutch, English, and French. Who's to 
say that the audience implied by this flowering of 
interest are any less competent to handle references to 
Catullus than that army of persons dragooned into years 
of Latin but who might have been only too glad to leave 
it behind. (I'm reminded here of Winston Churchill, 
who said he owed his oratorical mastery not to Latin, 
but to the study of English, to which he was consigned 
by his masters at Harrow when they decided he was a 
cripple in the classics.) If there are fewer today who 
know Catullus, they are not necessarily less fit. 



294 

For a long time though, Catullus, like the other 
classical writers, was the stock in trade of later 
writers who sought, by the use of allusions, either to 
position themselves in a western literary tradition or 
to create particular resonance in their own work by 
referring to that of others. No less obviously, 
readers coming across allusions are entitled to feel 
some satisfact i on if they discover a strategic purpose 
in them. An example from Muff Gale's paper of only two 
weeks back should make the only point I need to make 
here. Muff has one of this protagonists, a man of 
eighty planning suicide, quote Hamlet on several 
occasions, in context a felicitous touch. But there's 
an even better one, which I felt rather smug to have 
notices. Dissuaded from killing himself by the 
providential appearance of a younger woman, Muff's 
character proposes a nightcap "with beaded bubbles 
winking at the brim, II an image from "Ode to a 
Nightingale," itself the outpouring of a speaker who 
aspires to "cease upon the midnight with no pain." 
When I remarked to Muff after the paper that his old 
man had read his Keats as well as his Shakespeare, he 
professed delight that someone had been paying 
attention. This win - win result is what a lot of 
allusions to canonical texts aim at. 

Whether such references are entirely apt of course 
depends on the literary competence and experience of 
both parties. I was prompted to muse on this truism a 
few weeks ago, when I encountered in an English 
magazine a woman somewhat improbably named Lalage. 
Some body in her family has read Horace, for sure, since 
this uncommon name occurs most notably in the last line 
of the Ode that begins, Integer vitae, scelerisque 
purus and is no-doubt known to many of you either in 
its original or in a well-known translation called "The 
Man of Life Upright." In this poem, Horace's speaker 
retires into his own life of stoic equipoise, free, as 
he says in the closing lines, to love his sweetly 
laughing Lalage, sweetly speaking. Do you suppose, 
though, that the person who laid "Lalage" on a daughter 
also knew that the name, which means "prattler," was 
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bloody likely. 

But I digress. My business is with Catullus. 
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Don't worry. We're not about to embark on a long 
and systematic review of Catullus through the ages. 
Rather, I want merely to validate the power of allusion 
by evoking several lines-a line of literary descent 
from Catullus, a line of reading, a line of work, a 
line of travel-and to tell a simple story about the way 
these lines intersect the line of my life in a single 
poem of Tennyson. 

I'm not speaking here of the Tennyson of liThe 
Charge of the Light Brigade. 11 I mean instead the 
Tennyson who in the forty-eighth lyric of In Memoriam 
says of his sorrow: 

. she sports with words. 

Nor dare she trust a larger lay, 
But rather loosens from the lip 
Short swallow flights of song, that dip 
Their wings in tears, and skim away. 

This is the Tennyson of several of the later 
poems, as well, which evince a simplicity, even a 
casualness of expression that serves, as understatement 
often does, to heighten feeling rather than diminish 
it. I'll let one example stand for several. 

In his seventies, Tennyson revised and completed 
IITiresias,1I a dramatic monologue he had begun several 
years before, intending to send it to his long-time 
friend Edward Fitz Gerald. But, alas, by the time he 
had finished the poem, Fitz Gerald had died, as 
Tennyson tells us in this postlude. After repeating 
the last line of the finished monologue, the speaker 
continues: 

And while I fancied that my friend 
For this brief idyll would require 
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A less diffuse and opulent end, 
And would defend his judgment well, 
If I should deem it over nice-
The tolling of his funeral bell 
Broke on my Pagan Paradise, 
And mixt the dream of classic times, 
And all the phantoms of the dream, 
With present grief, and made the rhymes, 
That miss'd his living welcome, seem 
Like would - be guests an hour too late, 
Who down the highway moving on 
With easy laughter find the gate 
Is bolted, and the master gone. 

This is the Tennyson we are to deal with here-a 
p~P.t who. according to his most recent biographer, also 
admired the lyric economy and passion of CdLullu5 from 
childhood and echoed the Roman poet several times in 
his work. 

Tennyson's most extensive appropriation from 
Catullus dates from the dawn of his old age, when, on a 
trip to Italy shortly after the death of his brother 
Charles, he visited Sirmione on Lake Garda, the site of 
Catullus' villa. The powerful feelings engendered by 
this visit prompted the plundering of both the poem 
Catullus wrote about his lakeside retreat and his 
obsequies for his brother. 

Here is the first, in a free-verse translation by 
James Michie: 

Jewel of all islands and all almost-islands 
That Neptune, fresh or salt, in clear lagoons 
Or on the huge sea treasures, oh, what pleasure, 
What delight at the sight of you, Sirmio, I feel, 
Hardly believing it-that I'm here, safe, quit 
Of boring, flat Bithynia and Thynia! 
What joy compares with when the chain of cares 
Snaps and the mind lays down its load, and road
Weary, work-sore, we reach our own front door 
And rest a head in the bed we have long dreamed of? 
This in itself is full reward for hard 



Labour. Hullo, then, beautiful Sirmio! 
Be happy-your master is happy- and you, lapping 
Ripples of my Etruscan lake, shake 
With all the laughter lurking in your water. 

Here is the second, also as rendered by Michie: 

Through foreign seas and over foreign lands, 
Brother, to your sad graveside I have come 
To lay the gifts of death with my own hands 
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And speak, too late, some last words to your dumb, 
Unanswering dust; Poor brother, who was torn 
Brutally from me by ill fortune, take 
All I can give you now-these few forlorn 
Offerings made for ancient custom's sake 
And wet with a brother's tears. There'll be no other 
Meeting; and so hail and farewell, my brother. 

And here is what Tennyson wrote after his own 
pilgrimage to Sirmione in 1880. Its title, lIAve Atque Vale ll 
is the final phrase of Catullus' tribute to his brother. 

Row us out from Desenzano, to your Sirmione row! 
So they row'd, and there we landed-"O venusta Sirmio!" 
There to me thro' all the groves of olive in the summer 

glow, 
There beneath the Roman ruin where the purple flowers 

grow, 
Came that "Ave atque Vale" of the poet's hopeless woe, 
Tenderest of Roman poets nineteen hundred years ago, 
"Frater Ave atque Valell - as we wander'd to and fro 
Gazing at the Lydian laughter of the Garda Lake below 
Sweet Catullus' all - but-island, olive - silvery Sirmio. 

For anyone familiar at all with the Latin, there 
are several happy touches here. The exclamation "0 
venusta Sirmioll-O! Lovely Sirmio-quotes the rapture of 
Catullus' speaker as he greets his villa after the 
long, dull journey from Asia Minor. The phrases 
"Lydian laughter ll and Iiall-but-island il have, justly I 

think, struck many critics as particularly felicitous 
compressions of their Latin counterparts. But~ beyond 
the skill with which Tennyson evokes Catullus ~n a few 
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strokes is the way in which he has chosen to combine 
two poems of powerful but contradictory emotions. If 
readers can recall enough of the Latin to remember that 
the welcome to Sirmio and the farewell to his brother 
represent for Catullus the highest point of rapture and 
the lowest of despair, then Tennyson has accomplished 
what would seem to be a principal goal here, the 
creation of an almost unbearable tension between a 
psychic apogee and its corresponding nadir. It is this 
combination of contradictory feelings which our late 
member George Ford has told me prompted him to select 
it for The Norton Anthology of English Literature, from 
which I taught that poem for many years in the 
sophomore survey, accompanied by copies of the Michie 
translations by way of context. A handful of students 
over the years were familiar with the originals. 
Whether the handout or my presentation brought any of 
the others to a more feeling response I cannot say. I 
can attest that these three poems provoke an especially 
strong response-cerebral, aesthetic, and emotional-from 
one reader removed by a century from Tennyson and by 
twenty from Catullus. 

Obviously, I didn't arrive at the classics by 
anything like the old public-school route. In our day, 
hardly anyone does, even in England, let alone here. A 
quotation or two from Catullus may have cropped up in 
my two years of high school Latin, but I doubt it. I 
first encountered him as an adult one summer in the 
early 'sixties, when I joined two friends in an 
accelerated first year college Latin class at Berkeley. 
Our aim was to jump start our languishing Latin so we 
could pass the exam our own school then required for 
advanced degrees in the liberal arts. Our text a 
model of its,ki~d, was,meant specifically for p~rsons 
w~o were begl~nlng Latln later than high school and 
~lmed to be, ltS author said, "a beginners' book that 
1S ma~ure, humanistic, challenging, and instructive." 
To th1s end, the book is based not on made - up passages 
but on texts from a variety of first-rate classical 
authors. I was hooked, especially by Horace and 
Catullus. 
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Back at the place our Cal professor, a 
transplanted Bostonian, always called the Fahm, I duly 
enrolled in the Latin cram course. We used a far less 
enterprising text with a lot less real literature and a 
good many more dull exercises, the proceedings livened 
less by the material than by the unintentionally 
hilarious antics of our instructor, a brilliant scholar 
whose pathological timidity made him singularly 
unsuited to the classroom. His crowning achievement: 
immediately following the weekend honeymoon of two 
students, he asked the bride to construe a passage, 
then stammered, "Gh no! Not that one!" The passage 
was Dido's rueful exclamation, Nunc scio quis sit amor, 
"Now I know what love is . " 

While taking this course, I came to know one of 
the younger tenured professors in the Department of 
Classics-Edwin Joseph Doyle, also from the Boston area 
and like the Berkeley professor, Harvard trained. ' 
Before, coming west, Ted had served an apprenticeship at 
Yale, ln a department so contentious that he and a 
friend had hit on a novel way of achieving tenure. 
Confident that carnage (and thus vacancies) would 
ensue, they would chuck into a meeting of the senior 
staff a golden apple with a tag saying, "To the best 
classicist of them all." It's probably just as well 
they didn't do it, since that left Ted free to follow 
his principal vocations, which were the good life as a 
free - wheeling bachelor and the saving of souls through 
total immersion in the language and literature of 
ancient Greece and Rome. 

Ted was a r eal presence on the campus, and not 
only because he was over six feet tall and weighed over 
two-fifty. He was the l~g~ndary life of the party. 
The university used to reimburse instructors fairly 
generously for entertaining students, but the Bursar's 
Office was consistently scandalized by the bills Ted 
submitted for shindigs in his campus apartment. When 
asked what the funds were for, he'd always blithely 
say, "Potato chips." Once, Ted helped me with the same 
balky bursar's office. As a Teaching Assistant, I was 
handling two discussion sections of an upper - class 
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lecture course. My wife, Sallie, and I wanted to 
entertain both the classes at the same time; but. if we 
did that, the university said they would reimburse us 
once, since they paid not by the class but by the 
occasion. Ted said, "Easy. Duck. They come for 
suppah, but you entice some to stay aftah mid~ight. 
You change for each day." In yet another typ1~al 
display of humanity, Ted transformed the Classlcs 
Department's month~y afte:n~on teas, ~hithert~ 
notoriously dull, lnto splrlted occaS10ns. stlll called 
"teas" but no longer sullied by the namesake beverage. 

My wife has always maintained that Ted, though 
Boston Irish to the core, was the perfect Greek; for he 
lived the life implied by a favorite quotation from one 
of his own professors. "The Greeks," he would say, 
"erected the finest ethical system of the ancient 
world-and nobody evah needed it more." Moderation he 
honored more in theory than in practice. It's true he 
religiously abstained from desserts, normally with a 
wry assertion that he was watching his weight; but his 
credentials as an all - out Dionysian were otherwise 
unblemished. 

All the same, Ted's appetite for food and drink 
was equaled by his appetite for work. When I enrolled 
in his accelerated summer course in beginning Greek, 
Sallie, by then fast friends with Ted, asked if she 
could audit the class. We ended up three paid students 
and nine auditors. This proved too much for the 
beleaguered Bursar. He called Ted, who said, "Call my 
Chairman." That worthy, another member of the Harvard 
Classical Mafia, said the matter was clearly between 
the Bursar and Professor Doyle, who again said, "If you 
don't like it, take it up with my Chairman." Tired of 
being a pinball. the Bursar gave up, and nine happy 
people got free Greek, their papers dutifully corrected 
each and every night. Ted truly did believe Greek to 
be like lace, and he did his best to see that sensible 
people ~ot as much of it as he could give them. At the 
concluslon.of the sa~e course, he characteristically 
added.to.hls repu~atlon as a gourmand by consuming at 
one slttlng the glft my wife had sent him for teaching 
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her: a loaf of home-baked bread, a jar of plum jelly 
from the tree in our back yard, and a pint of Jack 
Daniel's Black Label. 

A missionary by calling, Ted was by trade an 
epigrapher, an archaeologist devoted to inscriptio~s 
among the ruins of the ancient world. lIe called h~s 
work IIgrubbing for graffiti. 11 Epigraphy is highly 
technical circumscribed, and peripatetic, all of which 
Ted found' appealing. If colleagu~s with more o~viou~ly 
literary specialties downgraded h~s, tha~ was f~ne w~th 
him. He was up on all the most recent l~terary 
scholarship; but, having no vested interest in it, he 
could enjoy the texts and his teaching, yet avoid the 
wrangling over the largely unknowable that takes up the 
time of so many o ther classicists. The travel, too, he 
found invigorating, although he would from time to time 
admit to a wish to be married. He told me once that, 
in his experience, the kind of women he liked best-they 
were typically petite and susceptible to his brand of 
slightly joshing gallantry-tended to wilt on a summer 
dig in Sicily; concerning the ones who did not wilt, he 
disagreed with Katisha's opinion that IIA maiden is all 
the better when she's tough. 11 (I don't know about you, 
but I'm always favorably disposed toward a man who 
knows his Gilbert and Sullivan.) 

Ted's single state gave rise to one of his 
favorite anecdotes, which he used to illustrate the 
difference between classical and demonic Greek. Not 
yet, finished with his degree and armed only with an 
anc~ent vocabulary and a pronunciation reconstructed by 
Erasmus, on his first trip to Greece Ted found 
communication difficult. III couldn't get hold of the 
right end of the stick,lI he'd say. liThe diphthongs 
that sound like 'eye,' 'oi,' and 'ay' are all schlurped 
into 'ee.' When they talked I couldn't figure out how 
half their words were spelled, and when I talked they 
just laughe d." 

But the biggest confusion on that first trip 
ensued when he left Athens for the provinces to look in 
on a recent dig. There, he booked lodgings, explaining 
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as best he could that he was single. The landlady met 
this intelligence with an expression of sympathy. Ted 
thought this response a little odd, then concluded it 
was probably a joke. In no time, though, nearly 
everyone in the village was showering him with 
elaborate condolences, to his increasing puzzlement and 
eventual consternation. He learned in time that the 
word he had used to characterize himself as a bachelor 
meant in modern Greek that he was widowed. 

In and around Palo Alto, Ted's car was nearly as 
well known as he was. A Hillman Minx convertible, it 
swallowed him about as well as an orange crate would 
swallow, say, a springer spaniel. He took up so much 
space in it that it was not uncommon to see even a 
diminutive solo Doyle passenger being chauffeured in 
the back seat. In a place where the weather report is 
the same for about nine months of the year-Fair. High 
morning fog near the ocean.-Ted never put the top up 
till the rainy season was well upon us. And he hadn't 
put it up the day of my Ph.D. oral exam, most of which 
was accompanied by that year's first deluge. The 
three-hour exam concluded successfully, Ted had agreed 
to stop by our house, where a few friends would gather 
as soon as my wife could call them. Of course he 
didn't make it. As he told us the next day, when he 
stopped by with a little going - away gift, he had 
arrived home to find the Hillman filled with several 
inches of water and its Lucas electrical system 
typically inoperative. Towed to a local garage, the 
wretched thing was not resuscitated till the evening 
was shot. 

So, as I've said, during the ill-starred Latin 
cram course I met Ted, along with Charlie Bey, his 
partner in crime from their days at Yale. These two 
free spirits, abetted by an indulgent chairman, had 
turned Classics into the swingingest department at 
Stanford. Eager for converts, even among graduate 
students, Ted helped me map out a minor in Classics 
He then accompanied me to a conference with the . 
chai~man of English, to whom he had the effrontery to 
say It could only enhance the reputation of English if 
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civilized by Classics. 
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The upshot? A Virgil course, with a sprinkling of 
Georgics and the first half of the Aeneid. (I know, I 
know. Many of you, especially the Walnut Hills 
contingent, did that in high school and could thunder 
out the first several lines if only I'd give you the 
chance . ) A big chunk of Lecretius with the instructor 
of the cram course. The Letters of Pliny the Younger 
under the Chairman of Classics, Brooks Otis. Most of 
the Odes of Horace with a part-time instructor who 
turned out to be a retired publisher's editor with an 
encyclopedic knowledge of Roman culture and literature. 
And of course Catullus. 

When I look back at the exams from these courses, 
meant for highly competent undergraduate majors, I 
wonder how the hell I survived them. I'm ashamed to 
say I can no longer construe the major parts of these 
texts without risking the destruction from overuse of 
my Lewis and Short Latin Dictionary, although I can 
read with relative ease a goodly sample of the more 
famous shorter poems. This is especially true of 
Catullus, all of whose poems I read in a class of about 
ten conducted by Ted. 

This course, a high point of my whole career as a 
student, came in the third term of my Latin binge and 
led directly to my undertaking Greek. One day he had 
assigned a poem whose first three stanzas are a free 
translation of a lyric of Sappho already famous when 
Catullus took it up. Ted, a little late-no doubt for 
dramatic effect - burst upon us in a torrent of Greek, 
not stopping till he had recited from memory all four 
stanzas of the original. 

"Lovely poem, Catullus 101," he said, "but not a 
patch on the original." 

What a salesman. It was only a matter of days 
before we were back in the English office with a re
worked minor, already approved by Professor Otis. The 



304 

English Chairman, a ShdKespeare scholar, wao amenable, 
since, as he said, I would be even more civilized when 
I joined the company of those with small Latin and less 
Greek. 

For the pleasure and usefulness that have accrued 
to me over the years from the whole of this Johnny
come-lately smattering of classics, lowe more to Ted 
than to anyone else, for it was he who launched me and 
kept me on an even keel during the voyage. From the 
time of the Catullus course on, I saw a great deal of 
Ted, who was full of good advice on how Lv handle the 
strains of graduate school. Both free for the hour 
after Catullus, we habitually repaired to the Classics 
lounge for a cup of coffee. After a hasty review of 
the Times-the West Coast edition was a novelty at the 
time-we could get down to serious business, which more 
often than not involved pedagogy. 

Consider the situation, if you will. English 
Departments in those days typically assumed their 
students would learn teaching skills by osmosis. 
Watching our professors in action probably may well 
have taught us something about the conduct of graduate 
classes, but these same professors were not notably 
forthcoming when asked about undergraduate teaching. 
With Ted, things were different. In his class, I wore 
two hats. A fellow student with the undergraduates, I 
was also a teaching assistant and the veteran of two 
years instructing in a prep school. Once he realized 
this, Ted, a master of classroom dynamics, welcomed 
questions about his strategies and was willing to share 
any or all of them. 

Soon he was volunteering hints. On our way to 
coffee he might say, "Well, what did you think of that 
Instructor Blitz?" The Instructor Blitz was Ted's name 
for a casual show of erudition calculated to keep 
students, as he said, "sufficiently in awe that you can 
st~y one step.ahea~." I confess to having used it 
qU1te a few t~mes 1n my early, most insecure years of 
college teachlng-and maybe even one or two times since. 
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Beyond such practical counsel, Ted overflowed with 
myriad incidental bits of classical lore, so memorably 
imparted that they stand out in my memory like so many 
pieces of light-colored lint on a blue blazer. It was 
Ted, not the teacher of the Horace course, who set me 
straight about Lalage by pointing me to an entry in the 
Smaller Classical Dictionary I had bought on his 
advice. It was from Ted that I learned to trace the 
progress of many words from Greek to Latin by applying 
philological principles. It was from him I learned 
such delightful tidbits as this: in earliest Greek 
legal practice, and before their metaphors had died, 
the words that came to be terms of art for "plaintiff" 
and II defendant " meant "pursuer" and Ilpursued. II That 
was calling a space a spade or, as Ted preferred to 
say, following Thucidides, calling figs figs. He 
explained the figs, too. Every few minutes, he'd find 
room for some other unexpected morsel: in Greek, a 
woman never gets out of the genitive; the modern name 
for Constantinople is a corruption of the Greek for 
IIfrom the city," a turn on "urbane. 1I And so on, and 
on, and on. In the end, I internalized more from this 
man's practice than I could articulate, or than you 
would want to hear. It's not too much to say, though, 
that, during more than thirty-five years of college 
teaching, scarcely a day went by in which something I 
thought, or did, or read did not call up something he 
had given me. 

Meanwhile, back at the English ranch, I was 
getting a two-term dose of classical rhetoric, starting 
with Plato and Lysias and working our way down through 
Horace, Cicero, and other Roman writers to Quintilian 
and beyond. Our books in this instance were nearly all 
the kind that have the Greek or Latin on one page 
facing an English translation across the way; but, at 
least for the Latin, we were required in the case of 
many passages to get up the original as well. Then, of 
course, there was always Ted, willing at any time to 
widen my understanding of the contexts of these 
readings. Still, when we reviewed the whole of the 
list so he'd know what was fair game on my oral exam, 
he dismissed much of the enterprise with a single, 
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typically pithy comment. "My God!" he said, "You have 
read a lot of turgid crap." 

Well, as you already know, that exam passed 
largely without incident, except to Ted's car. The 
following morning Sallie and I bid him farewell. We 
never saw him again. Every year we sent him a 
Christmas card to Palo Alto, and every year we got one 
from him, usually mailed after Christmas from Boston. 
He'd send a postcard now and again on his travels. 
We'd reply, always hoping that some day soon our paths 
would cross. They never did. Early one fall we 
learned from his department that Ted had died. At 
fifty-two, on his way to spend a sabbatical year at his 
favorite pastime with slabs and shards, he had 
collapsed with a heart attack in the passenger lounge 
of Schiphol Airport in Amsterdam and never regained 
consciousness. 

Some time after Ted's death, Sallie and I found 
ourselves at Schipohol, condemned to a layover of an 
hour or two. We studiously avoided any mention of Ted, 
though I know now he was on both our minds. Settled 
into her seat for the next leg of our journey, Sal 
turned to me and said, "That was devastating." I could 
only nod by way of agreement. 

A couple of years later, we found ourselves at 
Sirmione. Looking over the site of Catullus' villa, I 
was naturally swamped by memories of Ted, my strongest 
personal link with that landscape and its associations. 
I need hardly tell you what I said as we turned away. 
No: should you be surprised that, since, whenever I 
thlnk of Catullus, I imagine myself on his precious 
all - but - island, suspended like Tennyson between 
laughter and desolation, between delight and loss. 
Hail and farewell. 




