Winter/Spring 2019

Volume CVII

Numbers 1-2

From The Editor
Honoring Kathrin Day Lassila

Todd Breyfogle

3

Guests of The Plovdiv Police

Bruce Partridge

9

Joseph Nye, Jr.

13

Bernard Richards

19

Martin Edmond

23

J. R. R. Tolkein

31

Do Morals Matter? Bill Clinton’s Foreign Policy
Lenny ’n’ Liz
George Cawkwell: A Reminiscence
Two Lost Poems:
The Shadow Man
Noel
Retrospective: Letter From Oxford (TAO July 1949)
Letter From a Rhodes Scholar Wife

34

Retrospective: Class Letters: 1919, 1929/30, 1939
Regular Class Letters Will Resume in the Following Issue

40

In Memoriam

187

RHODES SCHOLAR CLASS SECRETARIES
1947, The Editor
1948, The Editor
1949, The Editor
1950, The Editor
1951, PROSSER GIFFORD, PO Box 5, Woods Hole, MA
02543
1952, JACK B. JUSTICE, 10 Coyote Pass Rd., Santa Fe,
NM 87508
1953, W. BROWN PATTERSON, Dept. of History, Univ.
of the South, Sewanee, TN 37383-1000
1954, THOMAS H. BLACKBURN, Swarthmore College, Swarthmore, PA 19081-1397
1955, JOHN H. MORRISON, 2550 Princeton Ave.,
Evanston, IL 60201-4941
1956, VAN DOORN OOMS, 3050 Military Rd., NW,
#2305, Washington, DC 20015
1957, DON A. SMITH, Dept. of History, Grinnell College, Grinnell, IA 50112-1690
1958, CLIFTON R. CLEAVELAND, 1000 Signal Mountain Blvd., Signal Mountain, TN, 37377
1959, HARLEY HENRY, 619 Park St., B310, Grinnell, IA
50112
1960, PAUL B. VAN BUREN, 1206 Woodview Terr., Los
Altos, CA 94024-7046
1961, O. RALPH RAYMOND, II, 401 SW 4th Ave., Apt.
602, Fort Lauderdale, FL 33315-1036
1962, JOHN J. KIRBY, JR., Latham & Watkins LLP, 885
Third Ave., Ste. 1000, New York, NY 10022-4802
1963, WILLIAM T. KERR, JR., 11409 Golf View Ln.,
North Palm Beach, FL 33408
1964, MORTON G. KAHAN, 44 Hancock St., Lexington, MA 02420
1965, JOHN J. GEAREN, Mayer Brown, 71 South Wacker
Dr., Chicago, IL 60606-4637
1966, ROBERT H. RAWSON, JR., 21300 Brantley Rd.,
Shaker Heights, OH 44122
1967, JOHN R. ALEXANDER, 7002 Mustang Ct., Summerfield, NC 27358
1968, ROBERT B. REICH, 1230 Bonita Ave., Berkeley,
CA 94709
1969, RICHARD G. MENAKER, Offit Kurman, P.A., 10
East 40th St., 25th Floor, New York, NY 10016
1970, DENNIS J. HUTCHINSON, Univ. of Chicago
Law School, 1111 E. 60th St., Chicago, IL 60637
1971, THOMAS SANCTON, 100 Rue du Pontel, 78100
Saint Germain-en-Laye, France
1972, JACK C. ZOELLER, 2810 31st St., NW, Washington, DC 20008
1973, RICHARD A. SAUBER, Robbins, Russell, et al.
LLP, 1801 K St., NW Ste. 411-L, Washington, DC
20006-1322
1974, NICHOLAS W. ALLARD, 3211 R St., NW, Washington, DC 20007
1975, PETER A. CARFAGNA, 2881 South Park Blvd.,
Shaker Heights, OH 44120
1976, TROYEN A. BRENNAN, 40 Union Park, Boston,
MA 02118
1977, SUE M. HALPERN, 660 Wagon Wheel Rd., PO
Box 167, Ripton, VT 05766
1978, CARTER J. BRANDON, 4821 32nd St., NW,
Washington, DC 20008
1979, ROBIN U. RUSSIN, robin.russin@ucr.edu
1980, CHRISTOPHER D. MILLER, 2313 Cinnabar Rd.,
Colorado Springs, CO 80921-7009

1981, CRAIG CANINE, 671 178 Pinneo Rd., Eastsound,
WA 98245
1982, DANIEL M. BLOOMFIELD, 678 Willow Grove
Rd., Westfield, NJ 07090
1983, MARK GORENFLO, 240 Dolores St., Apt. 121, San
Francisco, CA 94103
1984, STEPHANIE A. DANGEL, 50 Grove St. Ext.,
Sewickley, PA 15143-1237
1985, ANDREW J. NUSSBAUM, 850 Park Ave., Apt.
3/4D, New York, NY 10075
1986, SUSAN CRAIGHEAD, 6323 Greenwood Ave.
North, Seattle, WA 98103-5554
1987, BARBARA PETZEN, 40988 Redwing Song Ln.,
Lovettsville, VA 20180
1988, JAMES A. HIMES, 197 Valley Rd., Cos Cob, CT
06807
1989, BLAIR G. HOXBY, 1076 Campus Dr., Stanford, CA
94305-8413
1990, JANELLE B. LARSON, 571 Foxwood Ln., Paoli, PA
19301
1991, THERESA E. SIMMONDS, 606 Fariston Dr., Wynnewood, PA 19096
1992, WILLIAM DAVID BALL, 393 Stanford Ave., Palo
Alto, CA 94306-1147
1993, CARRIE LA SEUR and ANDREW P. WILDENBERG, 525 O’Malley Dr., Billings, MT 59102
1994, LEAH NIEDERSTADT, PO Box 426, Norton, MA
02766-0426
1995, DREW LAMONICA ARMS, 5534 Moss Side Ln.,
Baton Rouge, LA 70808
1996, MARK WU, 11 Shepard St., Cambridge, MA 02138
1997, TALI FARHADIAN WEINSTEIN, 907 Fifth Ave.,
Apt. 12W, New York, NY 10021
1998, LAURA TAVARES, 148 Warren St., Newton, MA
02459
1999, The Editor
2000, ROBERT M. YABLON, 3109 Oxford Rd., Madison, WI 53705
2001, SARAH S. JOHNSON, 1953 Biltmore St., NW, Apt.
C, Washington, DC 20009
2002, MEGAN S. WHEELER, 8229 Boone Blvd., Ste. 240,
Vienna, VA 22182
2003, GRETCHEN DOMEK, 3330 South Ash St., Denver,
CO 80222
2004, LARA B. ANDERSON GRAY, 703 Preston Ave.,
Blacksburg, VA 24060
2005, MARISSA C. M. DORAN, 49 West 72nd St., Apt.
12F, New York, NY 10023
2006, KATHARINE K. WILKINSON, 500 Ansley Walk
Terr. NE, Atlanta, GA 30309
2007, AARON F. MERTZ & LEANA S. WEN,
aaron.mertz@gmail.com
2008, ISHANAA N. RAMBACHAN,
ishanaa@gmail.com
2009, TIMOTHY A. NUNAN, 5 Cowperthwaite St., Apt.
502, Cambridge, MA 02138
2010, CAROLINE J. HUANG, 3133 Connecticut Ave.,
NW, Apt. 421, Washington, DC 20008
2011, LAURA K. NELSON, 8 Lincoln Ave., Scituate, MA
02066-4620
2012, STEPHANIE BRYSON, 1401 Jones St., #404, San
Francisco, CA 94109

THE MAGAZINE OF THE ASSOCIATION OF AMERICAN RHODES SCHOLARS

Winter/Spring 2020

Volume CVII

Numbers 1-2

Editorial Board
ELIZABETH CAHILL
L. GORDON CROVITZ
A. E. DICK HOWARD
NICHOLAS D. KRISTOF
LISSA MUSCATINE
JOHN A. NAGL
BRYCE NELSON
Editor
TODD R. BREYFOGLE
todd.beyfogle@aspeninstitute.org

OFFICER S

Ralph H. Smith, President
Janice Ugaki, Vice-President
Nicholas W. Allard, Secretary
Andrew Park, Treasurer and Business Manager, The American Oxonian
Janice Ugaki, Administrator of the American Trust for Oxford University
Mohit Agrawal
Nicholas W. Allard
William G. Bardel3
James G. Basker
Douglas A. Beck
Todd R. Breyfogle
Jennifer M. Bright1
Neil R. Brown
Ila Burdette3
Joshua D. Carpenter
1

BOARD OF DIRECTORS
Nicholas D. Kristof
Derek Y. Kunimoto
Kathrin Day Lassila2
Vivian S. Lee
Nnenna Lynch
Robert K. Maloney
Robert G. McKelvey
John H. Morrison OBE2
Ashley Elizabeth Orr1

L. Gordon Crovitz
Steven A. Crown
Stewart Early2
Elliot F. Gerson2
Mary Hallward-Driemeier
Robert S. Harrison3
A. E. Dick Howard3
Ronald S. Katz
Vivek H. Krishnamurthy

Andrew Park
Emelia Spencer Probasco
Abigail P. Seldin
Brett Shaheen
Javed Siddiqi
Ralph H. Smith
Janice Ugaki
Kweli Ebon Washington
Olivia White

Directors who matriculated no more than twelve years ago: elected for two-year terms
2
3
4
ex officio
Senior Director
Emeritus Director

Published four issues per year, Winter, Spring, Summer, Fall. Printed in the United States of America (September 2020).
Annual Subscriptions: Rhodes Scholars ($50.00), Oxonian ($50.00), Institutional ($65.00). Copyright © 2019 Association
of American Rhodes Scholars. Inquiries and changes of address should be addressed to AARS, 8229 Boone Boulevard, Suite
240, Vienna, VA 22182-2623. Books for review should be sent directly to the Editor.

FROM THE EDITOR
H ONORING K ATHRIN DAY L ASSILA

E

diting The American Oxonian is an invigorating, challenging, humbling, and often thankless task. The duties are not onerous, but they
are time-consuming—juggling correspondence with more than 60
class secretaries, overseeing the publication of four issues each year, recording dozens of obituaries, capturing books published, and noting accomplishments for the record. And this list doesn’t include the solicitation and
editing of feature articles. In short, there are a lot of moving pieces.
After five years of nobly managing these moving pieces, Kathrin Day
Lassila stepped down as Editor in August 2019. On behalf of the AARS
Board and the 2500-plus readers of The American Oxonian, I’m pleased to
offer a special salute to Kathrin. Under her tenure the Oxonian took on a
livelier look, explored many contemporary—often challenging—themes,
and kept up with the various goings-on of Rhodes Scholars and friends
across the globe. She did this alongside her day job as editor in chief of the
Yale Alumni Magazine even as that publication navigated—as all print publications do these days—considerable adjustments to an increasingly digital reading public. We are all grateful for her service, judgment, kindness,
and persistence.
There are fewer living editors of the Oxonian than there are retired
U.S. Presidents. Surely the jobs are not comparable, but there is a commiserating spirit that binds Oxonian editors together. It is with that special
affinity that I offer a personal and heartfelt thanks to Kathrin for her admirable service.

I’m delighted and grateful to be climbing back into the Editor’s saddle. In
my five years away, I found that I missed very much the regular contact
with Class Secretaries and the discipline of writing these introductory letters three times a year. Most of the Class Secretaries I’ve never met, but we
(or at least I) feel a rare comradeship through regular correspondence.
When I became Editor in 2000, most of that correspondence was conducted via regular mail, not email. And a recent phone call with Don Smith
(Tennessee and New College ’57) reminded me of the satisfactions of other
modes of communication popular before email consumed our lives.
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I’ve missed the close re-reading that comes with editing the Class Letters—not the editing itself, but the windows into people’s lives, year by
year. Ours is a remarkable fellowship in which the differences among us
are more striking than our commonalities. It is not even Oxford itself that
unites us, but that spark which anticipated Oxford—a commitment to
fighting “the world’s fight,” each in our own way. And so, even beyond the
Class Letters, it was the obituaries—those summative accounts of lives well
and diversely lived—that whispered most as I was away from the Editor’s
desk.
That said, the time away freed up time for things that would have been
more difficult to pursue with an editorial pen in hand. I was able to publish
a number of academic and other articles which had been lying fallow, as
well as an academic book and an edited Festschrift for a beloved undergraduate mentor. Additionally, our family grew. Even as our daughter,
Sarah, left for college, Allyson and I formalized the adoption of our now
twelve-year-old son, Lucus, who had joined us (initially temporarily) from
foster care. He, like Sarah (now starting her PhD at Howard University), is
a truly remarkable young person. Unlike Sarah in her younger days, Lucus
is not likely to be helping edit the Oxonian anytime soon, but his love of
life, his curiosity, and his sense of humor have nourished me in countless
ways.
So, it is with some freshness and gratitude that I resume my editorial
labors in the garden of The American Oxonian. The survey of the AARS
membership a few years ago overwhelmingly urged the continuation of a
print publication. For those who care deeply about words, there is still
something comforting and challenging about the printed word, and one
needn’t be a Luddite to prefer the kind of reading that is kindled by having
bound paper in hand. Scott Vile of The Ascensius Press continues to offer
his excellent support and judgment in the production of these elegant volumes. At the same time, the AARS and Rhodes House have dramatically
expanded digital content on their respective online platforms. So, as print
survives, we enjoy the distinctive delights of multiple media in support of
that which binds us together as Rhodes Scholars and friends.

This Winter/Spring 2019 edition is an unusual issue of the Oxonian, occasioned by an irregular publication schedule and editorial transition. My
ambitious plans of early 2020 to have this and other issues to press collided
with the advent of the Covid-19 virus. Like many if not all of our Class
Secretaries, my life was upended by the onset of the pandemic; we all, I
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think, are still trying to right the various ships we have to pilot—family,
work, society. It made little sense to try to reconstruct Class Letters from
the previous year, and so this retrospective of sorts reprints the class reports
from July 1919, January 1929 (really January 1930), and October 1939, together with a Letter From Oxford of July 1949. (Not to be too predictable,
the 1929 report is really from 1930, insofar as no substantial class news was
published in 1929.) News from 100, 90, 80, and 70 years ago affords some
perspective on those who came before us. As for our regular Class Letters,
they will resume with the soon to follow Fall 2019 issue, with another joint
Winter/Spring 2020 issue not far behind. Beginning Fall 2020, the journal
should be aligned with its customary seasonal cycle.
And so, this issue is more timeless than timely, and readers will find
little engagement with the issues that have made 2020 tumultuously memorable—the coronavirus, even greater political division, Black Lives Matter
protests. That said, this issue perhaps offers a welcome respite from the
concerns of the day.
Bruce Partridge, inspired by David Winter’s (Michigan and St. John’s
’60) account of his road trip to Bulgaria (TAO Fall 2018), recounts his own
trip to Bulgaria in 1964. “Guests of the Plovdiv Police” has the makings of
a cinematic comedic thriller. More discriminating with his stipend than I
was with mine (which went to Blackwell’s), Partridge had “purchased an
elderly, green, Austin A35 van, named, in gratitude to the Founder and the
funder, ‘Cecil.’ It was tiny, bulbous and slow. Surely, we thought, Cecil
would make it to Anatolia and back.” As Partridge notes, “we thought” becomes a constant refrain. I was taken by both Winter’s and Partridge’s accounts, in part because of my own unexpected arrival in Plovdiv in the
summer of 2019, the victim not of political intrigue but of a backpacking
accident in the Rila Mountains. Both Partridge and Winter remind me also
of British author Patrick Leigh Fermor’s accounts of his trip to the Balkans
in the early 1930s. Perhaps an Oxonian reader from the 1990s or 2010s has
a Balkan story of her or his own to share in these pages.
Joseph Nye’s “Do Morals Matter? Bill Clinton’s Foreign Policy,” touches
only briefly on that President’s Balkan engagement. Nye is of course well
placed, both intellectually and professionally, to issue his assessment. Invariably Nye’s evaluation will provoke dissent, but the very idea of a moral
scorecard in foreign policy is noteworthy. “[W]hether we like it or not,
Americans constantly make moral judgments about presidents and foreign
policy, but we are seldom clear about the criteria by which we judge a moral
foreign policy.” In assessing Clinton (Arkansas and University ’68), Nye
gives us reckoning points for thinking not only about foreign policy, but
about our own moral decision-making.
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Bernard Richards takes us back to Oxford. Sort of. Oxford’s Burton
Taylor Theatre neither needs nor receives mention in Richards’ extraordinary investigative essay. His question is so straightforward I’m surprised I
never asked it myself: “[W]hat impact did Walter Pater’s famous evocation
of the Mona Lisa in The Renaissance: Studies in Art and Poetry (1873) have
on Richard Burton’s when he first encountered Elizabeth Taylor?” Ranging
from Leonardo da Vinci to W.B. Yeats, and from Shakespeare to Meryl
Streep, Richards evokes the laughter of delight and occasional disbelief.
With a similar panache for capturing the moment, Martin Edmond
paints an intimate portrait of the late George Cawkwell (New Zealand and
Christ Church ’46), the distinguished Univ. classicist. I can’t say that I knew
Cawkwell, though I met him several times at Univ. High Table through a
friendship with one of his students. Cawkwell loomed large as one of the
leading scholars of his day, and as we see in Edmond’s recounting, Cawkwell’s capacious intellect was matched by a generosity of spirit and playful
engagement of the world. “He met me at the door. A big man, slightly
stooped, with a quizzical expression and kindly eyes, wearing a jacket and
a tie. In the hallway was a picture of him robed as Xenophon, the Greek
historian: a special study of his. ‘Come in, come in,’ he said and ushered
me through to the kitchen, where the interrogation took place.” I don’t recall Cawkwell appearing at High Table dressed as Xenophon, but there is
something refreshing about a serious scholar who didn’t take himself too
seriously. When we don’t take ourselves seriously, we’re free to be seriously
attentive to those around us.
As for the retrospective reprints, the “Letter From a Rhodes Scholar
Wife” (TAO July 1949, Vol. XXXVI, No. 3) illuminates life in post-war Oxford. Jeanette Hockman Bate, newly married to my fellow Coloradan R. R.
Bate (Colorado and Magdalen ’47), considers Oxford and England with
comprehensive perceptiveness; underwear and Brussels sprouts, the explosion of “Rhodes babies”, and moral support from Rhodes House are just a
few of the topics she covers. “The forbearance of the English,” she observes,
“causes us ever increasing amazement. And they cannot tell us that the
English are any less kind than they have ever been, for there can be no
kinder people in the world. . . . They have gone out of their way to be helpful to us, the wives, though I strongly suspect that they disapprove of our
presence as a limiting influence upon our husbands’ complete absorption
in the English way of life. At times I’m almost convinced that they’re right.”
Seventy years on, it may be time for a Letter From a Rhodes Scholar Husband.
The Class Letters of 1919, 1930, and 1939 are best left to speak for
themselves. It’s fascinating to see the emergence and evolution of the
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unique genre of the Oxonian Class Letter. What starts as “Personals” becomes “Personal Notes” and then full-on “Letters from Class Secretaries.”
Some appetizers will prepare readers for the main meal:
—From July 1919: “A. G. Fite, after a badly written opening
paragraph in which he attempted to libel former American leaders
at the House, confessed that he has enjoyed a varied career since
receiving his Oxford degree. . . .”
—From January 1930: “Merrill: ‘No new vital statistics. The
family (wife and two bratlings) spent the summer with me in a
Maine village, reorganizing an ancient house and fifty acres of pine
and pasture. Mosquitoes and wild strawberries of equal frequency
and size.’”
—From October 1939: “Fulbright writes from Rabbit Foot
Lodge, Springdale, Arkansas. He uses the litotes so characteristic
(I find) of all members of our group. ‘Really, there is nothing to
add of startling interest. We did have another addition in December, a girl.’ As the parent of two girls, I must demure at this cavalier
treatment of an important matter, and on the part of Jack’s daughter protest his choice of adjective if thoughtlessly used, and deplore
it if carefully chosen. . . .”
Nascent libel. A touch of self-absorption. Taking the future distinguished
U.S. Senator to task for his litotes. A genre is born.
In case you were wondering. Litotes: an ironical understatement in
which an affirmative is expressed by the negative of its contrary (Oxford
English Dictionary). The definition is not unclear. This issue of the Oxonian may be not a little early, but I hope it’s received with the welcome given
to an old friend who’s turned up for dinner a bit late. Read quickly. Other
guests will be turning up soon.
T B
Colorado and Corpus ’88
August 2020

GUESTS OF THE PLOVDIV POLICE:
HOW BRIAN AND I ENDED
UP IN BULGARIA
BY BRUCE PARTRIDGE
(New Jersey and New College ’62)

T

his account is prompted by David Winter’s splendid piece on his 1961
camping trip to Bulgaria, published in the Fall 2018 volume of The
American Oxonian. He planned his visit to Bulgaria with some care, yet
encountered unexpected adventures on the way. Brian Lee (my good friend
at New College) and I definitely did not plan anything much at all and
simply ended up in Bulgaria, as temporary guests of the Bulgarian police.
Here’s how it happened.
Oxford had been, as usual cold and wet in Trinity term, 1964. The sun
and the south beckoned. I had earlier been to Greece; Brian wanted to go.
I added Turkey to the itinerary, and picked a date in August. I had by then
(thank you, Cecil Rhodes) purchased an elderly, green, Austin A35 van,
named, in gratitude to the Founder and the funder, “Cecil.” It was tiny, bulbous and slow. Surely, we thought, Cecil would make it to Anatolia and
back.
Incidentally, the two words “we thought” will appear often in what follows. In each and every case, “we thought” should be taken to mean “some
hazy idea drifted through our heads, probably after too many pints in the
beer cellar.” No actual mental effort or even a dribble of common sense is
implied or to be inferred.
We set off to Dover, then the Continent. Somewhere along the way, we
thought (see above) that it made sense for me to learn a little more Greek;
Brian would handle Serbo-Croatian to smooth our way through Yugoslavia. We’d both bone up on Turkish at some point. No need to rush
things.
I’ve mentioned Yugoslavia. That presented a mild problem for me. In
1964 my father, an officer in the U.S. Army, was deeply involved with NATO
short-range nuclear missiles. I had been told by Army officials not to travel
behind the Iron Curtain, lest I be snatched. But, we thought, Yugoslavia
wasn’t really behind the Iron Curtain . . . And we’d only be there a few days.
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Before we reached the Yugoslav border, however, we had to pass
through Germany. The autobahns stretched out enticingly before us. But
Cecil could at best manage 80 km/hour. As we pottered along, wave after
wave of Mercedes, driving at 150 (or trying to) swept over us. Each would
approach from the rear, lights flashing irritably, horn blaring. This became
tiresome, so Brian and I worked out a scheme to keep the good Herren at
bay. The person sitting in the passenger seat (where of course a German
motorist would expect the driver to be) leaned as far as possible out the
window, gesturing wildly with both hands. Both hands. Meanwhile, the
actual driver wiggled the steering wheel to make Cecil wobble across the
road. Fearing for their lives, or at least their new cars, the Mercedes drivers
drew back. We were treated with immense respect.
Yugoslavia. On a back road we encountered gypsies with a dancing
bear. We camped on the shores of Lake Ochrid so we could see the lights
of Albania across the water. When they were on.
Conversation was a problem. Brian, it turned out, was even less facile
at languages than I. And he flat out refused to learn another word after discovering that the Serbo-Croatian for “bodice” is “prsluk.” In his firm opinion, a language so benighted as to refer to something so delightful and delicate as “prsluk” did not merit further effort.
Decades later, all I remember of the language is “prsluk” and “voda za
pice,” which we never quite learned meant “hot water,” “cold water,”
“potable water” or “unpotable water.”
We reached Greece, an absolute delight until near the end. Late in our
time, camped in the hills outside Athens, we were awakened by the repeated
roar of jets. It turns out that this was day the Greek air force responded to
the Turkish invasion of Cyprus.
Well, we thought, if there is going to be a war between Greece and
Turkey, we’d better get across the border into Turkey before it closed. We
made a mad dash north, crossing the heavily fortified border in the late
evening, a few hours before it did in fact close. I noticed in driving across
the bridge at the border that it had been primed with explosives. But what
the hell, we were in Turkey!
We drove cautiously past the front lines of the Turkish forces. We reckoned (see “we thought” above) that it would be best to get beyond the
Turkish infantry tenches before camping. So we drove a few miles further,
pulled off the road onto a dirt tack and set up camp in the dark in a deserted valley.
Just after dawn we were awakened by a spotter plane, flying low over
our tent. It was immediately clear that what they had spotted was us. Brian
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pulled out a small Union Jack, carried for just this kind of occasion, and
waved it enthusiastically; I tried to look American, not Greek. After another
pass or two, the plane disappeared deeper into Turkey. Needless to say, we
felt it prudent to pack up and leave pronto. As we got back to the
main road, we discovered that, to avoid the infantry, we had camped right
in front of the Turkish artillery. Masses of it.
It cannot really have been that an 8" Union Jack kept us safe, but in
any case we drove unmolested on towards Gallipoli. Not a single person
shot at us.
Turkey was as splendid as Greece. Since by now you may well wonder
when Bulgaria will crop up, I’ll skip the details of our week in Turkey. It
pains me, though, to omit the scorpion story, the wild boars, the bandits’
raid on our camp, and the hospitality of an aged agha in Iznik, who entertained us in his pajamas. Wonderful as Turkey was, though, we needed to
get back; my final year beckoned.
Since the Turkish-Greek border was now firmly closed, we could not
return as we had come. The only recourse we could think of was to drive
home through Bulgaria. To our amazement, there was no problem in crossing the border into Bulgaria. This despite the fact that between us we had
managed to learn only a single word of Bulgarian: blagodarya, which we
came to believe meant “thank you.” Perhaps the border guards were dazzled
by Cecil. In any case, we drove several hours into Bulgaria. Since even I
knew Bulgaria was indisputably behind the Iron Curtain, we thought it
best to avoid attention and to pick an out of the way campsite for that
night. We drove off the main road (“main” perhaps gilds the lily a bit) onto
a side road, then turned off that onto a dirt path. Parallel to the track was
a high wall with no gate or opening visible. There was no traffic at all. Perfect. We rigged the tent, fired up the campstove, had a meal, and retired.
We were awakened by several soldiers yelling at us and brandishing
Kalashnikovs. Brian whipped out his trusty Union Jack; I explained in all
the various languages I could muster “American.” The combined effect of
these demonstrations of national identity was immediate: the Kalashnikovs
were now pointed directly at us. I dimly remembered that the Russian for
peace was “mir,” so I tried that over and over. I can’t be certain, but I think
Brian essayed “prsluk” just in case. And blagodarya time and time again.
A great deal of incomprehension later, the police arrived. It was made
clear to us (a) that the long high wall marked the perimeter of a Russian
anti-aircraft missile battery, (b) that the capitalist enemy was not supposed
to be camping next to it and (c) that we were under some form of arrest.
How this information was imparted, I don’t quite remember. It can’t have
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been in Bulgarian. Or Serbo-Croatian. Or Turkish. And probably not Greek
or Russian; in neither did my limited vocabulary extend to “anti-aircraft
missile” or “arrest,” let alone “spy.”
Under the watchful eyes of soldiers and police, we broke camp. We
were instructed to follow a police vehicle to the nearest town, Plovdiv,
where we would become “guests” of the Bulgarian police, under house arrest at a hotel (perhaps the hotel) in Plovdiv. For which we would pay in
hard currency.
If you’ve been sleeping in a tent for several weeks, any hotel room looks
good, even the Peoples’ Palace Plovdiv. The room had a fin-de-siècle air
(which siècle might be disputed), and sported a massive chandelier (I later
learned this is where Soviet bloc snoops like to hide the microphone).
The next morning, passports in hand, we were escorted to the Plovdiv
police station. The details are hazy (I hadn’t had much sleep after all), but
it appeared that we had illegally entered Bulgaria without visas, and that
Cecil had illegally done the same without proper papers. Visas and these
papers could, however, be purchased after the fact, in hard currency. In
hard currency. We could have them right there and then, the police chief
assured us, if only we had hard currency. Since both Brian and I were upright Anglo-Saxons, it took quite some time for this message to sink in.
Eventually the penny dropped, and so did the hard currency. Many forms
were signed in triplicate. At the end, the police chief suggested kindly that
we should leave Bulgaria expeditiously and quietly. We were inclined to
agree. Then he changed his mind. Beaming happily, he added “But of
course you must spend a day or two in Sofia. Not to be missed!” So we did,
saying blagodarya at each and every occasion.
For a while, after we returned, Oxford did seem rather tame.

DO MORALS MATTER?
BILL CLINTON’S FOREIGN POLICY
BY JOSEPH S. NYE, JR.
(New Jersey and Exeter ’58)

W

hen I told a friend that I was writing a book on presidents, ethics
and foreign policy, she quipped “it must be a short book.” Another
commented, “I didn’t think ethics played much of a role.” In judging a president’s foreign policy, many people think we should simply ask whether it
worked, not also ask whether it was moral.
In Do Morals Matter? Presidents and Foreign Policy from FDR to Trump
(Oxford University Press, 2020), I show that this view ducks hard questions
by oversimplifying. Some foreign policy issues relate to our survival as a
nation, but most do not. Since World War II, the U.S. has been involved in
several wars but none were necessary for our survival. And many important foreign policy choices about human rights or climate change or Internet freedom do not involve war at all. Most foreign policy issues involve
trade-offs among values that require choices, not application of a rigid formula of “raison d’etat.” A cynical French official once told me, “I define
good as what is good for the interests of France. Morals are irrelevant.” He
seemed unaware that his statement was a moral judgment. It is tautological
or at best trivial to say that all states try to act in their national interest.
The important question is how leaders choose to define and pursue that
national interest under different circumstances.
What is more, whether we like it or not, Americans constantly make
moral judgments about presidents and foreign policy, but we are seldom
clear about the criteria by which we judge a moral foreign policy. We praise
a president like Ronald Reagan for the moral clarity of his statements as
though rhetorical good intentions are sufficient in making ethical judgments. However, Woodrow Wilson and George W. Bush showed that good
intentions without adequate means to achieve them can lead to ethically
bad consequences such as the failure of Wilson’s Treaty of Versailles or
Bush’s invasion of Iraq.
Joseph S. Nye, Jr. was University Distinguished Service Professor and dean of the
Kennedy School of Government at Harvard. He served in the Clinton Administration as Assistant Secretary of Defense and Chair of the National Intelligence
Council.
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Good moral reasoning is three dimensional, weighing and balancing
the intentions, the means and the consequences of presidents’ decisions.
A moral foreign policy is not a matter of intentions vs. consequences but
must involve both as well as the means that were used. Moreover, good
moral reasoning must consider the consequences of general actions such
as maintaining an institutional order that encourages moral interests as
well as particular newsworthy actions such as helping a human rights dissident or a persecuted group in another country. In Do Morals Matter? I
compare the fourteen presidents since 1945. Bill Clinton, the only Rhodes
Scholar in the group comes out relatively well. Here is what I said.
Bill Clinton represented a major generational change. The man he defeated in 1992, George H.W. Bush, had fought in World War II before Clinton was even born. Later, Clinton avoided service in Vietnam. He was also
the first president whose term was entirely after the Cold War. Clinton was
born in 1946 in the small town of Hope, Arkansas. His mother was a nurse
and his step-father a car salesman. Like Ronald Reagan, he had a number
of traits common to the children of alcoholics. A compulsive need to have
people like him contributed to impressive political skills and a capacity to
charm others.
Clinton never articulated a complete vision for the post-Cold War
world, but he ultimately embraced a strategy very similar to that charted
by his predecessor. Clinton put his own brand on it with the term “engagement and enlargement.” By this he meant engaging former enemies and
enlarging the domain of free market democracies. Clinton wished to support the spread of democracy, but sought to do so using market forces, not
military might. Though he used the military several times, he warned “we
cannot police the world”
Clinton relied heavily on economic change. His prudent fiscal policies
and domestic economic initiatives prepared the US to prosper in a globalizing economy, and he went against public opinion (and many Democratic
party advisors) to pass the North American Free Trade Area legislation that
he had inherited from Bush, as well as to complete the Uruguay Round of
tariff reductions and to launch the World Trade Organization. His Treasury
also supported the liberalization of international capital markets though
some critics believe that he should have been more cautious in pressing
for deregulation.
The Clinton Administration worked closely with the IMF to manage
the 1997 Asian financial crisis. Asian policy involved engagement with
China, including increased trade and investment, and promoting Chinese
membership in the WTO. Rather than try to create a Cold War policy of
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containment of a rising China, (which was unlikely to succeed given the
attitudes of other countries), Clinton hoped to integrate China into the
liberal international order. Subsequently, critics have charged Clinton with
naivete in believing trade and growth would change Chinese politics.
While Clinton was overoptimistic about the extent that trade and
growth would liberalize China, his policy was not as simple as that seems.
It also involved a realist strand (in which I was involved as assistant secretary of defense) which strengthened the US-Japan security treaty as an insurance policy. The 1996 Clinton-Hashimoto declaration in Tokyo declared that the security relationship with Japan was not a Cold War relic
but would provide the basis for stability in the Asia Pacific region, and that
proved a good investment. Clinton’s Asian policy was a combination of
liberal opening and engagement with China, as well as a realist alliance
with Japan to insure against China becoming a bully in the region. Clinton’s Secretary of Defense William Perry referred to this approach as “shaping the environment” that conditioned the long term rise of Chinese
power.
Clinton also invested major efforts in peacemaking. In 1993, he hosted
Israeli Prime Minister Yitzhak Rabin and Palestinian leader Yasir Arafat at
the White House, and later traveled to Jordan to encourage an agreement
between Jordan and Israel. Had Rabin not been assassinated in November
1995, there might also have been an agreement between Israel and Syria.
One of the final acts of Clinton’s presidency was a Camp David meeting
where he tried unsuccessfully to mediate between Yasir Arafat and Israeli
Prime Minister Ehud Barak. Clinton felt he came close, but in the end
Arafat told him that compromise with Israel would spell Arafat’s death
sentence at the hands of radicals in Palestine. Clinton was more successful
in his efforts to promote the peace process in Northern Ireland, and his
conversations with Pakistan’s Nawaz Shariff after the Kargil border incident
in 1999 may have helped avert an India-Pakistan war. When North Korea
violated its commitments under the Non-Proliferation Treaty in 1994,
Clinton successfully combined threats with negotiations to freeze their
production of plutonium.
The area of Clinton’s foreign policy that is still debated to this day is
his handling of Russia. Zbigniew Brzezinski, Carter’s National Security Advisor, faulted Clinton for not launching a stronger effort to support Russia’s
economy and to develop democratic institutions. Russia was a top priority
for Clinton, and he spent a great deal of personal time on it. He made
major efforts to develop a relationship with Yeltsin, to provide aid and encourage investment, and to expand the Group of Seven advanced economics to a G-8 with Russian membership. But after 70 years of communism,
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Russia had neither the economic nor political institutions to successfully
absorb a Marshall Plan type aid program, and as corruption grew and
Yeltsin became physically and politically weaker during the decade, he became too frail a foundation to build upon. By 2000, with political turmoil
increasing in Russia, including brutal suppression of a revolt in Chechnya,
Yeltsin turned to Putin (a former KGB officer) to become his successor,
protect him, and to restore order.
A different criticism concerns Clinton’s initiative to expand NATO to
include former members of the Warsaw Pact. In the Pentagon, we had developed a modest “Partnership for Peace” program which enabled former
adversaries to cooperate closely with NATO without formal membership.
However, in 1995 Clinton decided to go further, and in 1999 NATO admitted Poland, Hungary and Czechoslovakia to full membership. Clinton’s
defenders believe that this action created a stabilizing framework for a
democratic transition in Central Europe which might otherwise have become an area of insecurity and turmoil. They point to the fact the Russia
was not isolated but was invited to send officers and diplomats to work
with NATO in Brussels. On the other hand, critics like George Kennan, the
father of containment, argued that NATO expansion would antagonize
Russia and play to the paranoia of a country that had just lost an empire.
Putin and other Russians later pointed to NATO expansion as proof of
Western perfidy. But as one White House official later told me, “we saw the
opportunities of those years differently – a chance to unite Europe and
help make it democratic in the East as well as the West. Through NATO
and EU expansion we were able to liberate and then protect more than 100
million East Europeans.”
The difficult counterfactual is what the world today would look like if
NATO expansion had not stabilized central Europe. At the end of the Cold
War, some realists like John Mearsheimer of the University of Chicago predicted that Central Europe would go “back to the future” and again become
a power vacuum and source of conflict between the traditional competitors
of Russia and Germany. But this did not happen. And given its domestic
political and economic problems, would Russia have wound up in the same
place anyway? No-one can be sure.
Another area often cited as a failure in Clinton’s foreign policy was his
response to terrorism. The threat from Al Qaeda appeared in 1993 with
the first attacks on the New York World Trade Center and grew during the
decade, culminating in attacks on American embassies in Kenya and Tanzania, and on American ships in Yemen. In August 1998, Clinton launched
missile strikes against Al Qaeda targets in Afghanistan and Sudan, and two
submarines were kept on permanent station in the Indian Ocean, able to
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land cruise missiles on targets in Afghanistan in a matter of hours. (The
technology of quick strikes by lingering drones was not yet mature.) Thus
it is untrue to say that Clinton ignored the problem, and Al Qaeda was
near the top of the list of threats that he warned his successor about.
Nonetheless, critics argue that his response was inadequate. At the same
time, the press and public were skeptical of Clinton’s 1998 cruise missile
strikes, and the successor Bush Administration did not make Al Qaeda a
priority until the 9/11 attacks.
How do we summarize the ethics of Clinton’s foreign policy? In terms
of intentions and a moral vision, Clinton replaced Cold War containment
with a view of expanding market economies and encouraging democratic
evolution summarized by engagement and enlargement. In terms of his
personal motives, it is not accurate to describe Clinton as succumbing to
post-Cold War hubris, though some in his administration overestimated
American power. He was prudent in his implementation, relying more on
economic change and institutions than on military force. When he did use
force for interventions it was prudently applied for humanitarian purposes
though his goals also included democracy promotion. He pursued both
peacekeeping and peacemaking as major foreign policy objectives.
In terms of means, Clinton’s use of force was proportionate and largely
discriminating. If anything, critics argue he should have done more to rescue civilians in Rwanda, and there were a number of options he could have
explored short of a major military operation. Some critics feel that he could
have used more force against Al Qaeda, or against North Korea, though
the prospects for success were far from clear. In terms of liberal means,
Clinton was respectful of institutions and human rights. While he moderated his assertive multilaterism after Americans were killed in Somalia in
1993, he continued to support the UN though he decided to go ahead without a Chapter 7 resolution to legitimize his actions in Kosovo. He strengthened the institutions of the liberal international order by the development
of NAFTA and the World Trade Organization. When he expanded NATO
to three Warsaw Pact countries, he also sought to develop a new institutional connection with Russia, and made efforts to include Russia in the
G-8. His general preference for diplomatic means led to some success in
mediation of disputes like Northern Ireland, India-Pakistan, and the Middle East.
As for consequences, Clinton was a good fiduciary in the promotion
of American interests. At the end of his term, the American and global
economy were strong, alliances with Europe and Japan had been strengthened, relations with major powers of Russia and China were reasonable,
and international institutions strengthened. Efforts had begun to deal with
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climate change and missile proliferation. One exception is whether he responded rapidly enough to the growth of Al Qaeda.
Clinton had a cosmopolitan approach that included concern about
damage to others, and this led to successful limited interventions in Haiti
and Bosnia, but Clinton was too cautious in the case of the Rwanda genocide. The US could not solve the problem by sending troops, but it could
have done more to support rather than withdraw the UN peacekeeping
force in 1994. Where Clinton fell short in terms of consequences was in
his educational effects. Not only did he fail to articulate a full vision of the
post-Cold War world as Brzezinski charges, but his his personal affairs undercut trust in his presidency and led to a failure in the broadening of
moral discourse. Nonetheless, his overall scorecard is quite good. As people
in Oxford used to say about some examination results: “not quite a first,
but a very respectable performance.”
Clinton’s Ethical Scorecard
Intentions: Goals and Motives
Moral vision: attractive values, good motives
Prudence: balanced values and risks

good
good

Means
Force: proportionate, discriminate, necessity
Liberal: respected rights and institutions

good
good

Consequences
Fiduciary: success for long term American interests
Cosmopolitan: minimized damage to others
Educational: truth, trust and broadened moral discourse

good
mixed
mixed

LENNY ’N’ LIZ
BY BERNARD RICHARDS

L

eonardo da Vinci died 500 years ago last week. He is one of the three
or four greatest of the Renaissance artists, and the most intriguing. It
would be impossible in this short article to do justice to his wide-ranging
achievements. I want to concentrate on one aspect: what impact did Walter
Pater’s famous evocation of the Mona Lisa in The Renaissance: Studies in
Art and Poetry (1873) have on Richard Burton’s when he first encountered
Elizabeth Taylor?
Pater’s passage on the Mona Lisa was recycled as poetry by W.B. Yeats,
and is the first poem in his anthology The Oxford Book of Modern Verse
(1936)—the version given here:
She is older than the rocks among which she sits;
Like the Vampire;
She has been dead many times,
And learned the secrets of the grave;
And has been a diver in deep seas,
And keeps their fallen day about her;
And trafficked for strange webs with Eastern merchants;
And, as Leda,
Was the mother of Helen of Troy,
And, as St Anne,
Was the mother of Mary;
And all this has been to her but as the sound of lyres and flutes,
And lives
Only in the delicacy
With which it has moulded the changing lineaments,
And tinged the eyelids and the hands.

When in 1953 Richard Burton first met Liz Taylor at Stewart Grainger
and Jean Simmons’ swank house in Bel Air his response was under the
aegis of Shakespeare’s Dark Lady of the Sonnets and Pater’s view of the
Mona Lisa as a femme fatale. It is described at length in Meeting Mrs. JenkBernard Richards is Emeritus Fellow of Brasenose College, Oxford. Reprinted
with permission from Oxford Magazine, No. 408, Second Week, Trinity Term, 2019
pp. 14-16.
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ins (1966). This cryptic title refers to the fact that Burton’s birth-name was
Jenkins.
‘I was enjoying this small social triumph, but then a girl sitting
on the other side of the pool lowered her book, took off her sunglasses and looked at me. She was so extraordinarily beautiful that
I nearly laughed out loud. I didn’t, of course, which was just as
well. The girl was not, and, quite clearly, was not going to be laughing back. I had an idea that, finding nothing of interest, she was
looking right through me and was examining the texture of the
wall behind. If there was a flaw in the sandstone, I knew she’d find
it and probe it right to the pith. I fancied that if she chose so, the
house would eventually collapse.
I smiled at her and, after a long moment, just as I felt my own
smile turning into a cross-eyed grimace, she started slightly and
smiled back. There was little friendliness in the smile. A new ice
cube formed of its own accord in my Scotch-on-the-rocks.
She sipped some beer and went back to her book. I affected to
become social with the others but out of the corner of my mind—
while I played for the others the part of a poor miner’s son who
was puzzled, but delighted by the attention these lovely people paid
to him—I had her under close observation. She was, I decided, the
most astonishingly self-contained, pulchritudinous, remote, removed, inaccessible woman I had ever seen. She spoke to no one.
She looked at no one. She steadily kept on reading her book. Was
she merely sullen? I wondered. I thought not. There was no trace
of sulkiness in the divine face. She was a Mona Lisa type, I thought.
In my business everyone is a type. She is older than the deck chair
on which she sits, I thought headily, and she is famine, fire, destruction, and plague, she is the Dark Lady of the Sonnets, the onlie true
begetter. She is a secret wrapped in an enigma inside a mystery, I
thought with a mental man-to-man nod to Churchill. Her breasts
were apocalyptic, they would topple empires down before they
withered. Indeed, her body was a miracle of construction and the
work of an engineer of genius. It needed nothing but itself. It was
true art, I thought, executed in terms of itself. It was smitten by its
own passion. I used to think things like that. I was not long down
from Oxford and Walter Pater was still talked of and I read the art
reviews in the quality weeklies without much caring about the art
itself, and it was a Sunday morning in Bel Air, and I was nervous,
and there was the Scotch-on-the-rocks.

Lenny ’n’ Liz
Like Miniver Cheevy I kept on drinking and, in the heady flow
of the attention I was getting, told story after story as the day
boozed slowly on. I went in swimming once or twice. So did she,
but, lamentably, always after I’d come out. She swam easily and
gracefully as an Englishwoman would and not with the masculine
drive and kick of most American girls. She was unquestionably
gorgeous. I can think of no other word to describe a combination
of plenitude, frugality, abundance, tightness. She was lavish. She
was a dark unyielding largesse. She was, in short, too bloody much,
and not only that, she was totally ignoring me. . . . Eventually, with
half-seasoned cunning and with all the nonchalance of a traffic
jam, I worked my way to her side of the pool. She was describing—in words not normally written—what she thought of a producer at M.G.M. This was my first encounter with freedom of
speech in the U.S.A., and it took my breath away. My brain
throbbed; I almost sobered up. I was profoundly shocked. It was
ripe stuff. I checked her again. There was no question about it. She
was female. In America the women apparently had not only got
the vote—they’d got the words to go with it.
I was somewhat puzzled and disturbed by the half-look she
gave me as she uttered the enormities. Was she deliberately trying
to shock me? Those huge violet-blue eyes (the biggest I’ve ever seen,
outside those who have glandular trouble-thyroid, et cetera) had
an odd glint in them. You couldn’t describe it as a twinkle. . . .
Searchlights can not twinkle, they turn on and off and probe the
heavens and so on.
Still I couldn’t be left out. I had to join in and say something.
I didn’t reckon on the Scotch though. I didn’t reckon that it had
warped my judgment and my sense of timing, my choice of occasion. With all the studied frenzy of Dutch courage I waded into
the depths of those perilous eyes. In my best chiffon-and-cutglass
Oxford accent I said: ‘You have a remarkable command of OldeEnglishe.’
There was a pause in which I realized with brilliant clarity the
relativity of time. Aeons passed, civilizations came and went, brave
men and cowards died in battles not yet fought, while those cosmic
headlights examined my flawed personality. Every pockmark on
my face became a crater of the moon. I reached up with a casual
hand to cover up the right-cheeked evidence of my acne’d youth.
Halfway up I realized my hand was just as ugly as my face and decided to leave the bloody thing and die instead. But while contem-
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plating the various ways of suicide and having sensibly decided,
since I had a good start, to drink myself to death, I was saved by
her voice which said, ‘Don’t you use words like that at the Old Vic?’
‘They do,’ I said, ‘but I don’t.’

This extract is a curious mixture of Welsh hwyl and aesthetico-decadent pretentiousness. I suppose Burton learnt about Pater from his Exeter
College tutor, the latterday aesthete Nevill Coghill. ‘Older than the deck
chair on which she sits’—clearly an allusion to Pater. This is a good example of the way in which experience is often directed and mediated, even in
the process of reception, by a hoard of cultural preparation. The rest, they
say, is hysteria.
Before becoming a don I thought I might be a historical advisor in the
film industry, and had an interview at MGM at Boreham Wood while
Cleopatra was being propelled along its rocky road. A director (whose legs
rested on a leather-covered pouffe under his knee-hole desk) told me, ‘My
dear boy, what you must realise is that the film industry is an inverted pyramid, perched perilously on Elizabeth Taylor’s nose.’ Which put me off
rather. I wouldn’t have survived very long in the film industry, because I
would have been telling them that ‘flash in the pan’ and ‘the end of the line’
were not the kind of phrases Julius Caesar would have been using. Not
right either for the young Caesar to talk about ‘crossing the Rubicon’.
I really ought to have sent in a long scholarly article on Leonardo’s
drawing of the ferry across the River Adda, done while he was a guest at
his pupil Francesco Melzi’s villa near Milan, and now in the Royal Collection (Melzi 133). Leonardo is credited with the invention of the ‘reaction
ferry’, which takes advantage of the current of the river. It’s not the same
principle as the cable ferry—the type at our very own Bablock Hythe ferry
across the ‘stripling Thames’ (now gone alas) and the one that used to cross
the Cherwell in Christ Church Meadow (anyone remember that?). There
is a ‘reaction ferry’ at Hampton Loade on the Severn, and there used to be
one down-stream at Arley until 1972, when it was replaced by a spectacularly ugly metal bridge. The Leonardo is only a sketch, but much preferable
to that $450 million concoction. I’m afraid this envoi is an example of
apophasis. The classic case is in David Hare’s Plenty (1985), when Susan
Traherne (Meryl Streep) says she is not going to talk about Suez.

GEORGE CAWKWELL:
A REMINISCENCE
BY MARTIN EDMOND

I

was staying with George Cawkwell (New Zealand and Christ Church
’46), Emeritus Fellow and former Praelector in Ancient History at University College. When I was organising my research trip George, as a
younger contemporary of the eminent Roman historian Ronald Syme’s,
was suggested as someone I might write to. (It was the Syme papers, in the
Bodleian Library, that I was going to examine during my week in Oxford.)
Why he offered to put me up, as he phrased it, is another question. He
didn’t know me and I didn’t know him. “It might save you a bit of money,”
he said. I thought he couldn’t possibly be serious. Then I looked at hotel
prices. B & Bs. Air B & B. Colleges which rent out rooms during holidays
or other breaks in term. These options were either inordinately expensive,
far from the centre of town, highly inconvenient, or merely grotesque. I
wrote back to George and accepted his kind offer. Now I was on my way
to meet him.
George was then 95 years old. Born 1919, a year before my father, in
Auckland. He went to Kings College, where he was Head Boy, and to Auckland University College. During the war, again like my father, he served in
the Pacific. My Dad was in the air force, while George joined the Fijian Infantry and fought with them, under American command, in the Solomon
Islands. Nevertheless, they might have met—either in Fiji or the Solomons.
Dad was at Guadalcanal too, but only once the worst of the fighting was
over. After the war, George married his sweetheart, Pat Clarke; and took
up a Rhodes Scholarship. He was a rugby player; he had represented Scotland in a test against the French in 1947 and was at the time of writing the
oldest surviving Scottish international, even though that game in Paris was
the only one he played. He was a lock forward but they picked him out of
position, he said, at prop.
He met me at the door. A big man, slightly stooped, with a quizzical
expression and kindly eyes, wearing a jacket and a tie. In the hallway was
a picture of him robed as Xenophon, the Greek historian: a special study
of his. “Come in, come in,” he said and ushered me through to the kitchen,

Martin Edmond is a New Zealander author and screenplay writer. Reprinted with
permission from Oxford Magazine, No. 407, 0th Week, Trinity Term, 2019, pp. 20-23.
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where the interrogation took place. Where was I from? Who were my parents? Where did I go to school? University? Once these facts were ascertained, he didn’t ask anything else. Instead, after remarking that a spell in
the army was a good preparation for the teaching of Classics, he rose and
intoned: “Let us go then, you and I . . .” and took me up to his study for a
whisky. He kept a stick at either end of the stairs and hauled himself along
using the banister rail. Lines of poetry, not necessarily by T.S. Eliot, were a
feature of his conversation.
As we sipped our Scotch—he behind his desk, I, like a dutiful student,
sitting opposite—George outlined my itinerary for the week. He had, with
exemplary generosity and careful forethought, set up a series of meetings
with people he thought I should see. Ronald Syme’s literary executor, for
instance. The archivist at Wolfson College, where Syme lived out his years.
A scholar who’d recently delivered the annual Syme lecture, which fortunately I had already read. And so forth. I took notes on what I was to do.
That, and the whisky, accomplished, we went down for dinner: macaroni
cheese which George had heating in the oven. He favoured a high-end
range of pre-cooked meals; and served them as the main course with, invariably, a soup for starters and a dessert afterwards. And then, fruit and
cheese. We drank a bottle of wine, an elegant light red. Before beginning
to eat, George clipped a linen napkin to his jacket lapel, using a clothes
peg, and made his apologies. “I’m old, you see,” he said. “I can’t always be
sure of getting the food properly to my mouth. I don’t have all my teeth,
either.” The way he managed his dental plates was an elaborate ritual I
won’t attempt to describe.
After dinner, in a small downstairs sitting room—“Pat’s study”—we
watched a DVD. It was not what I expected: Midnight in Paris, the 2011
Woody Allen film. It’s a time travel movie in which the lead character, a
troubled writer, each night accepts a mysterious ride and is transported:
first to the 1920s, later to La Belle Époque; the private eye who tracks him
ends up even further back, at Versailles before the Revolution. “Marvellous
film,” said George, “absolutely marvellous;” and fell asleep. He woke and
dozed and woke again throughout. “I can’t help it. It’s my age, you see.” I
think what he liked about the movie was the way various figures from the
past appeared before us: Hemingway, Gertrude Stein, Josephine Baker,
Man Ray, Picasso, Bunuel, Gauguin, Degas, Toulouse-Lautrec.
My room was upstairs at the back of the house, overlooking the garden; with a double bed, an ensuite bathroom with a bidet, and an exquisite
Persian miniature of a warrior riding a blue horse on the wall. It was not
a print. There was a full bottle of whisky, of the same kind we had enjoyed
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earlier, plus Evian water, on a tray on the dresser. “I thought you’d be
younger,” George grumbled as he showed me the way. “Still, you’re a New
Zealander, aren’t you? We’re a race apart you know. Have to look after each
other.” He said he would see me in the morning; and not to be alarmed if
I heard voices. He had a woman, Judy, who came in each day to do the
housework. She would be knocking on the door at seven o’clock sharp;
and he would expect me down to breakfast half an hour after that. “That
is if I wake up tomorrow. I hope to God I don’t.” He snorted, whether from
amusement or something darker I could not tell; then went back down the
hall to his own bedroom—which he had not altered one jot, he said, since
his wife died, suddenly, eight years before.
I woke to the sound of laughter. A low bass rumble and a lighter tinkling fall. Two people, a man and a woman. I lay there listening. There
would be murmurs of conversation, the words of which I could not make
out, then a renewed gust of laughter. Must be George and Judy, I thought.
How lovely. But when I went down to breakfast, there was only George at
the table, already kitted out in his jacket and tie. He explained that his earliest memory, when he was about four years old, was of standing on a stool
in the family kitchen in Auckland having a tie knotted around his young
neck. “I wear a tie every day of my life, you know.” Breakfast was another
ritual. Tea, juice, cereal and nuts, followed by toast and marmalade or jam,
then fruit and coffee. My preferences were duly noted and I was offered
the same things again each morning thereafter. Judy joined us near the end
of the meal, for coffee. She was a bluff working class woman about the
same age as I am, the wife of a policeman. As fond of George as he was of
her, and inclined to tease him; but if she went too far he would admonish
her. “I know my place,” she said after one rebuke; but what place was that?
She was both his servant and his salvation.
The morning laughter, which, like everything else in that household,
recurred, arose during George’s daily ablutions. Because of a skin condition, he wasn’t able to bath or shower so each week day morning—she didn’t come in on weekends—Judy would rub him down with some kind of
oil. I was curious as to the composition of this unguent but didn’t like to
ask what it was. It seemed the daily anointing was both an intimate moment and a shared pleasure—of which neither of them was in the least bit
ashamed. Judy was otherwise brisk and efficient and inclined to boss
George around, which he liked, but only up to a point. Later he told me
that his great fear was of losing her. “I don’t think I could go on without
her,” he said. He was, as I have already indicated, still mourning his wife.
One day when they were going out for lunch, Pat realised she’d forgotten
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her gloves and went upstairs to retrieve them; she did not come down
again. A stroke, I think.
George was one of those lucky men whom women love. Over the week,
I saw him in various public situations and also met and spoke at length
with people who knew him well; if they were women, without exception,
they adored him. It was his innate sweetness of nature; his habit of selfdeprecation, allied with a weather eye for the little absurdities that make
up any life; the ability to make light of what might otherwise appear desperate or dark. He was a kind man, empathetic too; who would not willingly hurt another soul; except, perhaps, in the stern correction of a classroom error. After I got to know him a little better, I asked him if he had
actually liked Ronald Syme? It was the only time I saw him lost for words.
“Well,” he expostulated. “Well. He was a fellow New Zealander, wasn’t he!
He was one of us!”
***
I’d agreed to cook dinner for George. And so, after a day spent in the
library, split in two by an enjoyable lunch at Brasenose College with Ronald
Syme’s literary executor, Fergus Millar—who gave me a handsomely bound
copy of a thesis on Syme written by a Spanish scholar living in the Canary
Islands—I made my way down to the Tesco on Magdalen Street to do the
shopping. I bought bacon, onion, garlic, capsicum, zucchini, tomato, basil
and a few other things as well. A block of Parmesan cheese and a packet of
pasta. I was concerned about quantity: George had an aversion to leftovers
and instructed me, more than once, that I must cook the meal in such a
way that there weren’t going to be any. I remembered the sardonic summary of an Australian friend: “You Kiwis and your leftovers—put them in
the fridge then throw them out later.”
I wasn’t too worried about the sauce itself: it is a simple recipe and I
have cooked it often enough now that I can do it anywhere, in any kitchen,
with any collection of pots, pans and other implements. Or even round a
campfire. We had, as always, a soup for starters and then I served the pasta,
al dente, in the sauce I had made. George put his teeth back in, took a
mouthful and smacked his lips. Good. George liked food, ate well and did
most of the shopping himself. He was in the habit of taking his stick and
his bag and walking over to Summertown most days to buy the necessaries.
He hated those occasions when rainy weather or icy pavements made this
difficult for his 95 year old body to do.
So my meal passed the taste test. Now we had somehow to eat it all;
and still find room for dessert. When we’d both finished what was on our
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plates, there was a small serving of the pasta languishing, like a rebuke, between us. I looked doubtfully at it: prepared to consume it if necessary but
not really wanting to. Then George said “Do you mind?” reached over and
helped himself. I filled our wine glasses. Delicious, he pronounced as he
finished the last mouthful; and, leftover free, we moved on to dessert
which, this night, was poached pears served in a yellow custard, with
ground nutmeg sprinkled upon it.
I think it must have been over the pears that George told me about a
young American Rhodes Scholar he taught at University College back in
1968 or 69, whom he advised to study Classics as well as Politics as a way
of broadening his grasp upon things. This was William Jefferson Clinton,
from Hot Springs, Arkansas via Georgetown University in Washington DC,
later to be the 42nd President of the United States. “What was he like?” I
asked. “He was a nice enough fellow,” George said. “Not that I knew him
very well. A decent rugby player, too.” That was perhaps the ultimate accolade.
***
One night I went out to East Oxford to have dinner with Janet Wilson.
I didn’t stay late. I was travelling on public transport and George had said
that he wouldn’t be able to get to sleep until he knew I was safely back
under his roof again. I caught two buses, one down Cowley Road to town,
the other up Banbury Road to North Oxford; when I let myself into the
house the lights were blazing, upstairs and down, but there was no sign of
George anywhere. I looked in the kitchen, in the downstairs study where
he watched television, in the sitting room and the dining room, then went
upstairs and looked in the study there. The door to his bedroom was open
but he didn’t seem to be in there either. I went into my own room and took
off my jacket and my shoes. I was trying not to feel alarmed: George often
joked, half longingly, about his imminent mortality and I wondered if the
fatal moment had come at last?
If so, what should I do? Who should I call? George and Pat had three
children, two boys and a girl, all of whom were in close touch with their
father, calling often on the telephone: but I didn’t know how to contact
any of them. What about the emergency services? What number do you
ring for help in England? 999? I did another circuit of the house, upstairs
and down. Then, as I came up the stairs for the third time, George walked
out of his bathroom wearing magnificent red striped pyjamas with the
jacket tucked into the trousers, looking like—I don’t actually know what
he looked like, something out of a Boy’s Own Annual perhaps, or from a
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subtle satire upon Englishness. I was so relieved I could have hugged him
but of course I didn’t. We merely exchanged polite small talk then said
goodnight and went to our respective bedrooms to sleep.
***
I tried to articulate my Ashmolean intuitions over lunch on Sunday.
Well, said George, noncommittal, after hearing me out, that is what we historians do. “Try to find out from whence we came.” He had guests that afternoon, a troubled young man he was mentoring and his girlfriend, wife,
or wife-to-be. I stayed in my room, broaching the whisky bottle and spending the time reading Jan Morris’ book Oxford, a paperback of which I’d
bought at Blackwells that morning. The hardback, published in 1965 under
the name of James Morris, was on George’s bookshelves and I’d been dipping into it all week. At that time James was already transitioning into Jan
but the voice—civilized, humorous, witty, wise and perceptive—didn’t
change as the sexual designation did. Later, after George’s guests had gone
and I rejoined him, he rebuked me: not for tippling on his whisky but because I had not bothered to come down to meet them. I did not know how
to say I thought he would not have wanted me to do that. It was the only
uneasy moment I recall between us.
George had a head full of verse and was inclined to declaim at odd
moments. Now, perhaps because of the incipient awkwardness, he broke
into:
For the field is full of shades as I near a shadowy coast,
And a ghostly batsman plays to the bowling of a ghost,
And I look through my tears on a soundless-clapping host
As the run stealers flicker to and fro,
To and fro:
O my Hornby and my Barlow long ago!
Francis Thompson, a few months before his death in 1907, had a ticket
to go to Lords to watch his team, Lancashire, play Middlesex; but instead
he wrote the poem, called At Lords, of which this is the refrain—remembering a time in 1878 when he had seen Lancs. play Gloucestershire at Old
Trafford. I didn’t know the poem and thought George might have been
foreshadowing his own death. He wasn’t, not exactly. He was taking me up
to his study to show me a video of a speech he had made on the occasion
of his 95th birthday, and 65th anniversary as a Fellow at University College.
It was, I suppose, a valedictory of a kind.
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We were going to Univ that night, to Evensong in the Chapel, then dinner at the High Table in the Hall. Perhaps that was why he broke into verse
again:
The sable presbyters approach
The avenue of penitence;
The young are red and pustular
Clutching piaculative pence.
Under the penitential gates
Sustained by staring Seraphim
Where the souls of the devout
Burn invisible and dim.
I knew it was T.S. Eliot but didn’t know which poem; I memorised a
phrase and looked it up later. It is from the last stanza, in which Sweeney,
after all that high-toned speech, shifts on his hams in the bathtub. George
quoted the second half of Mr Eliot’s Sunday Morning Sermon. Then he set
about finding me a tie to wear. It is blue and has small golden tyrannosaurs,
each holding a book, upon it; I have it still, because he insisted I keep it,
along with the broken comb he gave me so I could tidy up my hair, which
was long and curly then, and of which he disapproved.
Sunday night at Univ was a ritual; he went every week. And, like so
many rituals, it had its irritations. George always called a taxi van because,
using the sliding door on the side, he was able to get in and out of the back
of the vehicle more easily. They sent a car. He was furious, not least because
this had happened before. Well, we got there eventually and then there was
the ritual of disembarking: down Logic Lane to an obscure gateway where
the ground was level and ingress easy. We were meant to be met there by
the porter, who would open the gate, but the porter wasn’t there; it was
only when some random students exited that I was able to catch and keep
it open. The porter was in his lodge, playing with his hound, a red setter.
There was a tortoise in a terrarium, too, mumbling over a piece of lettuce.
We had to stop again, so George could pee. I idled outside waiting. It was
night, the lights were on and an unearthly glow was coming from an unseen room along the corridor.
A statue, in white marble, of a drowned youth, lay naked on a slab;
surrounded by water as if floating upon an invisible sea. It was supported
by two bronze lions, rampant, and between them sat, head-down, weeping,
a bronze sea-nymph; the whole upon a stepped pink marble plinth. There
was a blue dome above, pricked out with silver stars; and on the pale magenta-coloured walls, lines from a poem were inscribed:
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Life, like a dome of many-coloured glass,
Stains the white radiance of Eternity,
Until Death tramples it to fragments.

I knew them. My sister had in her school days written them upon her
pencil case; and would often quote them out loud in her poetry voice. Shelley’s Adonais.
In the Chapel, the choir was more numerous than the congregation;
the singing, unearthily beautiful. The chaplain, a gingery Belfast man,
preached a sermon about St Valentine, whose day it was, and the place of
love in our hearts. George, exempt from kneeling at prayer, was given a
printed copy of the sermon, in case he couldn’t hear it. He dozed, off and
on. Afterwards we took a glass of the palest, most astringent sherry I have
ever tasted before going in to eat at the High Table. During Grace, spoken
in Latin by a young woman down the other end of the table, George
seemed to have nodded off again; but when the long oration ended, he
raised his ancient head and pronounced: “No mistakes!”
I wish now I could remember what we ate. Or talked about. I was sitting on the left of the Master, an excessively formal American named
William, whom George treated with exaggerated respect. Taking a taxi back
to North Oxford afterwards was only a little less complex than going there
had been. George sighed when we were finally back inside the house. “I’m
getting too old for this kind of thing,” he said. “I may not go again.” And
then, unexpectedly:
Golden lads and girls all must
As chimney sweepers come to dust.
He twinkled at me.
Ghosts unlaid forbear thee!
Nothing ill come near thee!
he intoned and went up to bed. He was a lovely man.
George Cawkwell passed away on 18th February 2019 – Eds.

TWO LOST POEMS
BY J. R. R. TOLKIEN

THE SHADOW MAN
There was a man who dwelt alone
beneath the moon in shadow.
He sat as long as lasting stone,
and yet he had no shadow.
The owls, they perched upon his head
beneath the moon of summer;
They wiped their beaks and thought him dead,
who sat there dumb all summer
There came a lady clad in grey
beneath the moon a-shining.
One moment did she stand and stay
her hair with flowers entwining.
He woke as had he sprung of stone.
beneath the moon in shadow,
And clasped her fast, both flesh and bone;
and they were clad in shadow.
And never more she walked in light,
or over moonlit mountain,
But dwelt within the hill, where night
is lit but with a fountain –
Save once a year when caverns yawn,
and hills are clad in shadow,
They dance together then till dawn
and cast a single shadow.

J. R. R. Tolkien served as the Rawlinson and Bosworth Professor of AngloSaxon before being named the Merton Professor of English Language and Literature. He was a fellow of Pembroke College (1925-1945) and Merton College
(1945-1959). These previously unknown poems (written in 1936) were discovered
in 2016 by Tolkien scholar Wayne Hammond in a magazine from Our Lady’s
School in Abingdon, Oxfordshire.
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NOEL
Grim was the world and grey last night:
The moon and stars were fled,
The hall was dark without song or light,
The fires were fallen dead.
The wind in the trees was like to the sea,
And over the mountains’ teeth
It whistled bitter-cold and free,
As a sword leapt from its sheath.
The lord of snows upreared his head;
His mantle long and pale
Upon the bitter blast was spread
And hung o’er hill and dale.
The world was blind,
the boughs were bent,
All ways and paths were wild:
Then the veil of cloud apart was rent,
And here was born a Child.
The ancient dome of heaven sheer
Was pricked with distant light;
A star came shining white and clear
Alone above the night.
In the dale of dark in that hour of birth
One voice on a sudden sang:
Then all the bells in Heaven and Earth
Together at midnight rang.
Mary sang in this world below:
They heard her song arise
O’er mist and over mountain snow
To the walls of Paradise,
And the tongue of many bells was stirred
in Heaven’s towers to ring
When the voice of mortal maid was heard,
That was mother of Heaven’s King.

Two Lost Poems
Glad is the world and fair this night
With stars about its head,
And the hall is filled with laughter and light,
And fires are burning red.
The bells of Paradise now ring
With bells of Christendom,
And Gloria, Gloria we will sing
That God on earth is come.
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IN MEMORIAM
Reflects deaths reported up to May 1, 2019
Thaddeus Holt (Alabama and Christ Church ’52) — December 29, 2018
Richard N. Gardner (New York and Balliol ’51) — February 16, 2019
Elmer D. Sprague (Nebraska and St. Edmund Hall ’48) — April 19, 2019
Walter S. Frank (Maryland/DC and Wadham ’49) — April 24, 2019
Richard Lugar (Indiana and Pembroke ’54) — April 28, 2019
Herman H. Hamilton (Alabama and Exeter ’50) — April 30, 2019
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