
SPECIAL SECTION:

“NO WRITER NOR SCHOLAR NEED BE DULL”:

RECOLLECTIONSOF PAULJ. KORSHIN

hen wordgotout that I was planning a volumeofscholarly essays to

WiePaul Korshin’s memory, manyofhisfriends, colleagues, and

former students expressed a desire to contribute something—even

though some workin fields far from eighteenth-century studies, and others

hadnot goneinto academiaatall. Myfirst inclination was to turn them down;

The Age ofJohnson,afterall, is a scholarly forum devotedto eighteenth-century

British literature, and personalrecollections seemed out of place. But soon I

noticed that even the Johnsonians had loadedearly drafts of their articles with

digressions, both in footnotes andin the text, on their recollections of Paul.

I suppose I shouldn’t have been surprised by this; Paul’s often larger-than-

life personality left an impression on all who knew him. Nodelegate at an

ASECS meeting in thelast thirty years could miss him as he passed through the

room, and countless scholars have entertained colleagues by trading often

outrageous “Korshin stories” over dinner or drinks. His dapper mode of

dress, his rapid and yet meticulously precise speech,his ability to quote from

memory long passages from obscure seventeenth-century treatises, his

fondness for good food and drink, his love for a good scholarly brawl, his

quick wit—all have left a mark. More important, his generosity and kindness

to students and colleagues have meantthat those in his debt felt his loss

especially keenly:I notice at least ten occurrences of the words generous and

generosity in the recollections below.

Recognizingthat personaltributes were forthcoming whether ] invited them

or not, I decided to provide this section in which those who knew Paul might

record someof his moredistinctivetraits. It may seem inappropriate to discuss

his fruit label collection and his cats in a scholarly periodical, but from the

beginning Paul made The Age of Johnson an unusuallearned journal, one not

boundby the usual conventionsofscholarly publishing. Besides, Paul himself

had paid tribute to a number ofhis friends and mentors: he edited Greene
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Centennial Essays for Donald Greene,for instance, and contributed an essay to

Eighteenth-Century Studies in Honor of Donald F. Hyde. The eighteenth century

wasa sociable age, and there’s no reason to pretend to impersonal objectivity

even in an academic publication.

The urge to commemorate the character of the dead is strong, too, in the

figure to whom Paul Korshin devoted muchof his scholarly career: this

collection of reminiscences mightbe said to continuethe tradition of Samuel

Johnson’s tributes to Claudy Phillips, Robert Levet, and especially Richard

Savage. Even the attention to Paul’s quirks and eccentricities has Johnsonian

precedent: in the “Essay on Epitaphs,” Johnson warned that “In drawing the

characters of the deceased, . .. praise ought not to be general.” After all, he

wrote, “When wehear only of a good or great man, we knownotin whatclass

to place him, nor have any notion of his character, distinct from a thousand

others.” A worthy tribute acknowledgesthe characteristics that made “a good

or great man” the subject of such fond recollections. Johnson gave even more

specific advice to his friend James Elphinston, wholost his mother in 1750:

The business oflife summonsus away from useless grief, and calls us to

the exercise of those virtues of which weare lamenting our deprivation.

The greatest benefit which one friend can confer upon another, is to

guard, and excite andelevate his virtues. . .. There is one expedient, by

which you may in some degree continueher presence.If you write down

minutely what you remember of her . . . you will read it with great

pleasure.

I hopereadersofthis collection—both those who knew Paul and those who

didn’t—will take similar pleasure in the personal reminiscences, recollections,

and memorial tributes of those who knew him overthelast forty-five years.

The depiction of a life, in all its particularity, was an eighteenth-century

obsession, andthesebrief essays in life-writing constitute a tribute not only to

Paul Korshin butalso to the era to which he devotedhis professionallife.

The recollections open with an extract from Paul’s journal from the early

1960s, from which thetitle of this section is taken; they appear in a rough

chronological order thereafter.

JACK LYNCH
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ROBERT ALLEN

PAUL AND THE MILTON PAPER

Paul’s journal begins on 8 March 1962; the last entry is dated 7 March 1963.

Althoughtheentries are only six in number, they are notbrief,filling thirteen

pages of the ruled-and-bound, quarto-shaped “Record” ledger from the

Harvard Coop.Paul's entries signal concernsin a difficult and formative year

—in graduate school at Harvard.It is the only journal I know him to have

kept. The excerpts transcribed here constitute approximately half of the text:

PAUL KORSHIN | WHO, never having regularly kept a JOURNAL

before, some few pages of manuscript excepted, in 1957-1958, and having

resolved that some actions & utterances merit being recorded for the

benefitof future reflection, decided today 8 March 1962 to write herein all

sentiments that seemed worthy of some written memoria / however

slight.

8 March 1962. ... Read again from the beginning Milton’s

History ofBritain for the remaining paper due from last term. Timeis short:

scholarships will be announced for the next year, & I hope not to be

disappointed. Still, there may be many with greater merit. N.B.: were

reward made as Amelia shows, I would be empty-pocketed even now.

Note: Milton’s Second book ab init. where he showsthetaskof the true

conqueror and the cycles of decay, beginning with decay of human achieve-

ments that cause changesin history.. . .

9 March 1962 ..- Read The Vanity ofHuman Wishes again &

apply J's ideas to Richardson’s. ... How often weare obligedto rely on

our nearestrelations in time of greatest need, better doubtless than to pay

usurious rates of interest to those legal thieves, the banks. Read mostof

Book II of Milton’s History; he takes the speech of Caractacus(X, 60) from

Tacitus’s Annales, xii-xxxvii without any great changes.Yet he asserts that

he will never interrupt the smooth course of history with speeches whose

actuality may be in question. Miltonrelied on Tacitusas he doesin gen.

ontheclassical writers but we do not know where Tacitus got the speech.

Could he have invented it—a second-century Holinshed, dramatizing

history as some play? v. the notes ap. This passage in the 2-vol. Ed.of

Furneaux (Oxford, 1896-1907), still in print (75s. + $10.50) (America,

$12.00)... . Nothing from Professor Sherwin,but he will write, I know. I

should not complain of others’ tardiness having owed Aarona letter

these two monthsor longer; I can’t write, however, until the latest Milton

paper be finished, which soon I trust. New catalogues of the Loeb

Classical Library at the University Press today; send oneeach to Ollie &
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DeeBoy. Thefirst vol. of Ehrenpreis’ work on Swift due in two months

costs $6.00 not$3.75 as previously said.

11 March 1962 Sunday. Yesterday arrived the expected letter from

Oscar Sherwin, mailed in New York too late Thursday evening to reach

me onthe next day. I am uncertain whether he views my chancesfor this

summerat City College with optimism.. . . Finished taking notes on

Milton’s History, Bk. II. My notes to the last four books, madeearlier,

show a different slant & perception from these: now I am aware ofthe

remarkable concision of the style. The Digression, by sometitled the

Characterof the Long Parliament and the Assembly of Divines,is written

in a style that sometimesrecalls the metaphorical, argumentative, and

urgentstyle of the 1640-1650 pamphlets. It should be treated separately

from, rather than as a partof, the entire book.—Began Vol.III of Grandi-

son yesterday,the Italian subplot beingfinally introduced, often to the

obvious moralperplexity of Sir Charles. Of which morelater; only many

points seem to recall the viewsof Dr. Johnson.—Today the Morte Arthure

at last finished: although I see not anything suitable for long critical

treatment, my inquiries into the chronology & date of the poem have

shown mea greater religious character in the work than I had earlier

observed.Thechronologyitself is occasionally vague, sometimesconfus-

ing in its explicitness....

12 April 1962 After a month of silence— enforced by the

labours on that pernicious Milton paper, yet to be finished—now a few

brief notes. Many doubts cleared up within the last month:a fellowship

from Harvard for next year (now only the exam remains, and I believe

that I shall be ready on fourof the five questions); a definite rejection

from Ridel & Middlebrookat City College; but to balance that, some hope

from Douglas Bush ofa readership next year. The summerwill haveto be

spent on languages & background for seminars. ... —Benson asked me

Tuesday last whetherI weresettled on the idea of becominga medievalist:

notyet, answeredI, of course all my desirestill tends towards the 18th

century, with an occasional glance at the Renaissance. .. . —Dad writes

that spring is arriving in New York already: but today cloudy & cold,

with a bite that reminds one oflate October rather than mid-April. As I

walked outof the darkenedlibrary at the strokeof ten, a few cold specks

fell here & there, now thickened into a scudding down pour. But

today —asthefirst in many on which I keepthis record—wasa better &

more successful day than many another when the sun shone.

17 November 1962 Seven months without even jot of an entry

to please myself, while I have written moreletters than I can count or

rememberin this time to please others (and so many go unanswered

because others don’t care to please one back). Good people are few. But
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now, a summerbetweenthe last entry & this, it seems more propitious

thatI will get the City College job next summer. Woodrow Wilson offers

promise to provide me with somechanceofa fellowship in 1964-65. . . .

I am notatall sure at this time of the program of mylife, if mineis to

have any. Weflatter people in hopes of obtaining somethingfr. them in

the future—how despicable.— Yetit is possible to do so, I feel, without

being despicably obsequious: howelse to preserve one’s own character.

I still feel firmly committed to myold political-social tenets, [with] less

conversation about them in the last year than meditation, and I am

wondering whether the academic world is the proper place to express

these ideas. Indeed, many people, otherwise intelligent & shrewd fall

silent when I give them my views & cause me to wonder whetherothers

have any ideas & firmly thought-out impressions of events & affairs:

certainly few enough of them seem to.Is it wise to avoid controversy? I

prefer to discuss them than to remain silent, yet 1 am always troubled by

vague thoughtsofinquisitorial committees trying to justify their noxious

doctrines. I am troubled, too, by the question whetherit be possible to

discuss right & wrongin such a wayto one’s students as to show whatis

the truth.—The great intellectual love of my life is my work & books.

Now morethaneverthe path seemsto lie open to me alone, down which

none have ever gone, although some may have crossed at scattered

points. I don’t yet know whethercritical rationalism or sentimentalism or

naturevs.art will occupy me on mydissertation, but whateverit is, I am

thoroughly determined to make a book outofit. To New York at

Thanksgivingtide next week for a breather from stifling Boston. Why I

 

can’t tear myself away from the great fancy of New Yorkisdifficult to

say, unlessit is a kind of intellectual magnet for me... .

6/7 March 1963. Reading Johnson’sLives of the Poets: Prior &

Congreve. Mean men & meanlives. Prior drank (why?) & Congreveleft

£10,000 to a rich duchess whodid not needit, leaving his family impover-

ished. Hegotrich from sinecures.Sinecuresstill exist today, not only for

the toady, but for the millionaire who walks into [a] plush job, though

nearly a blockhead in every way. Read much Swift & Johnsonlately.

Johnson’sdislike for Swift was formedearly,reflected in earliest remarks

onthe subject. But they havesimilar intelligences differently directed. —

“Tediousness is the mostfatal of all faults” (Life of Prior).—Read the

latest novel of Hammond Innes, Aflantic Fury—spellbinding, to use

reviewers’ cliché. Give to Dad for birthday present. Reviewers of schol-

arly books should be more demanding in respect to literary style:

adventurous hope, sometime to damnthedull. Project—A Brief History

of Dull Scholarship, take most examples fr. Modern authors. Remarks on

the recent past are more popular than antiquities.—Read Ilya Ehren-

burg’s People and Life, 1891-1921 (1962). Knopf publisher; orange cloth

cover, various stamps. Another birthday present for Dad. Literary-
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political memoirs, beautifully written, with an appreciation for irony,

climax, & anticlimax. Scene mostly Russia & Paris, the internationalcity.

Descriptions of Poverty, food, wealth, Lenin (very stirring). “Memoryis

like the headlights ofa car, picking out a house, a pole, sometimes a man

from the blackness.” — “Butlife is not a writer; it cares nothing for unity

of style; it writes one chapter with a simile and, on the next, it lacerates

the soul” (p. 362).—The exile or émigré always longs for home, for the

place whereall is familiar, where the people in the street all speak his

native tongue. Pushkin— “Life has no happiness; only peace & freedom.”

But discussions of happiness are the worst possible way to go about

finding it.—We are concerned mostly in our discourse with the past or

with the future; only when wepraise of lament or describe a contempo-

rary eventorthing,like dying elmsordirty streets are we beingrealistic.

—Scholars seem to enjoy a ridiculous isolation from life & worse yet,

from otherscholarship than their own. The “ivory tower” applies not to

the poet, whoevenin isolationis concerned withlife & nature, but rather

to the unrealistic attitude of the scholar. Were Shelley & Tennyson

isolated from the materials of life? Or AE Housman, whowasa scholar as

well? Yet Browning praises a Renaissance(Italian) scholar whostudied

Greek grammar.— Questions:Is grammara science?Is literary criticism a

science? — Letters: Dad, Mom,.. . Sherwin(all recent—noreplies to any).

Small hopes of teaching in New York this summer: Middlebrookrefuses

to answerletters. Study for orals instead, hope for teaching fellowship

here next fall.— Graduate work discourages thought in anyfree sense of

the word. Many dissertations are poor—nothing but expanded papers

badly written. No writer nor scholar need be dull. Imagesoflife &

acquaintance with the world evenif partially second-hand,are neededto

enliven one’s style.—Weather bad: New England Winterend (better,

Winter's end); piles of decaying snow,rain, slush, some foretokens of

spring seen. Rebirth of the seasons is real, & cannot fail to delight &

invigorate even the most phlegmatic spirit.

DAVID W. JOHNSON

When arrived in the family station wagon in Harvard Yard in September

1964, I was amongthe most clueless of freshmen. In the mid-1960s, approxi-

mately half the membersof the freshmanclass at Harvard College came from

the ranks of the better preparatory schools in the East and elsewhere in the

country. I had attended a small Catholic preparatory school north of Boston

that was a goodschoolthen (and hassince becomean excellent school), but I

had been a day student who needed the structure of hometo get up in the

morningandleaveforclass. In my first weeks at Harvard (andfor longer than
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I care to remember), I had difficulty attending morning classes because I

stayed up well past midnight, finding it easier to talk with a newfriend than to
study.

Sorely in need of guidance, I managed to keep an appointment with my

freshman advisor, who turned out to be Paul Korshin. Full of energy and

optimism, Korshin wasthena doctoral student.Sitting in a sparsely furnished

office, he reviewed the information on mehe had been given. Noticing that I

had received a 4 (not even a5, mind you) on my advanced placement examina-

tion in English, he informed methat “all the best men in the department”

passed overthe two introductory courses in English and American literature

and made upthe materiallaterin tutorial.

Paul had not yet discovered how undisciplined a Harvard freshman—or

this freshman,at least—could be. Flattered with his high opinion of my worth,

I followed his advice and skipped English 10 and English 70. To this day,I

have yawning gaps in my knowledgeofBritish and American literature. For

yearsI thoughtthat Paul had given me bad advice, and in some ways hehad.

Mytutors had minds and materialof their own, never offering an opportunity

to make up what I had missed. In an unintended way, however, Paul’s advice

helped me survive my freshman year at Harvard and spark a continuing

interest in literature that I act on even today.

Insteadoftaking the introductorycourses,I enrolled ina course in the early

American novel, reading Charles Brockden Brown instead of Jonathan

Edwards. I took “The Age of Johnson” with Walter Jackson Bate, which was

the most popular English course in the university. I still recall Bate talking

about Johnson's harrowing youth and the older Johnson's keeping chains in

his house in fear that he would go mad. Bate both epitomized and personal-

ized Johnson. Perhaps I would have taken his course without Paul’s advice,

but I might never have been that adventurousunless I thought of myself as a

superiorstudentof English. Surely I did better with the Gothic Brown and the

tortured Johnson than I would have with the two survey courses.

Mycontact with Paul Korshin waslimited toa subsequent advisory meeting

or two. This was not dueto a lack of generosity with his time. At one of our

meetings, he did his best to make sure that I would be able to attend a

gathering of advisees that he andhis wife were hosting. On the appointed day

—a Sunday, if I recall—I had gone to my homenorth of Boston for the

weekend, completely forgetting about the gathering until I returned to

Cambridge. Realizing my oversight with considerable embarrassment, I wrote

Paul andhis wife a letter apologizing for my absence. We must have had a

meeting after that, because I recall his telling me that he and wife read the

letter and—smiling— that both of them thoughtI was a good writer. He made

lemonadeout of my lemon.
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The Paul Korshin I remember wasa positive, supportive man who made

this struggling studentfeel special and urged him to explorehis interests with

challenging material rather than to plod along the pedestrian path. PerhapsI

am compensating for those gaping holes in my knowledge, but I am back in

graduate schoolin English at agesixty, feeling a renewed spark of interest and

even momentsof excitement. That says something for the value of following

Paul Korshin’s advice morethan forty years ago.

IRA P. ROBBINS

I knew Paul Korshin longer than most peoplein his professionallife did —not

as a colleague on the University of Pennsylvania faculty, not as a collaborator

on his scholarly works, not initially as a friend. Rather, my first year as a

student at Penn—1966-67—wasalso Paul’s first year as a teacher at Penn. I

wasin his Freshman Englishclassthat year.

Whatnotonly impressed meearly on, butalso truly astounded me—and

whathas remained with meto this day, someforty years later— was that Paul

Korshin always took a genuine interest in his students, in their abilities, and in

their potential. He actually believed that seventeen- and eighteen-year-old kids

just out of high school could have something important to contribute to

intellectual discourse.It is no exaggeration to say that he helped usto believe

in ourselves.

Paul must have seen something in methat I did not see in myself at the

time. He invited me to meet with him on a regular basis— whetherfor lunch or

in his office in Bennett Hall—during my next three years at Penn. He would

always pepper me with questions: “Of course you remember,Ira, what Samuel

Johnson said about humannature.” . . . “Of course you remember, Ira, what

BenJonson said about Shakespeare.” .. . “Of course you remember,Ira, what

Wordsworth said about personified abstractions.”

And ofcourse I did not remember.For to remember would be to presuppose

that I had once knownthese things in the first place. But I never wanted to

disabuse Paul of his belief that I might know something that he expected meto

know. When I would leavehis office, without fail he would take a bookoffhis

shelf and giveit to me as a gift—sometimesit was a second or third copy that

he owned—and we would discuss the book during mynext visit. While I did

not go on to major in English, Paul thought that I would be well suited for a

career in academia, and always he engaged meinintellectual conversation.

In my senior year at Penn—1969-70—Paul told me that I had been his

number-one student. I could not have been more pleased to hear something
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like that from my esteemed professor, with whom I had had just the one

course, three years earlier. Not wantingto let that momentpass bytoo quickly,

I asked him if he would write a letter of recommendation to several law

schools for me. Of course he said yes. Several weeks later he phoned me with

whatI thought wasa verystrange request. He askedif I wouldwrite letter of

recommendation for him. Paul was comingup for tenure and thoughtit would

be a good idea for the tenure committee to hear about him from a student.

(This was before the days of student evaluation forms.) I really don’t know

whether my letter was of any help, but Paul, of course, did get tenure. So at

least my letter didn’t hurt, or didn’t hurt too much.

Paul tookan active interest not only in his students, butalso in his students’

families. When I wasin law school, Paul visited my wife and me in Cam-

bridge. We had a wonderful dinner together. At some point that evening, I

rememberPaultelling my wife, Jo, that I was oneof his top three students of

all time. I smiled on the outside, while on the inside I was thinking, “What

happened? Wheredid I go wrong?” :

In the late 1970s, Paul visited with us in Lawrence, Kansas, where I had my

first law school teaching position. Paul had been invited to present a paperat

the University of Kansas. So Jo and I invited him to dinnerat our homeand,to

make him feel welcome, wealso invited several of our friends and colleagues

who had gone to Penn undergrad or to Penn law school. Again we had a

wonderful evening. Several times, Paul turned to me and said somethinglike,

“Of course you remember,Ira, what Dryden wrote aboutcreation.” Yet again,

I did not remember. Although I do remember shaking my head in the

affirmative and hoping that Paul would notcall on metorecite.

Before we had finished dinner, Paul turned to my guests, sat erect, puffed

out his chest, and—very proudly—declared that I was oneof his top seven

studentsofall time. Realizing that I was slipping more quickly than I would

have liked and suspecting that Paul had been pulling these numbers out of

thin air every few years, I remember saying to him, “Oh yeah? Whoare the

othersix?” Withoutthe slightesthesitation, herattled off their names, in order.

I never asked Paul a questionlike that again.

Wespokeregularly over the years, and saw each other from timeto time,

either in Philadelphia or in Washington. At some point, however, our teacher/

studentrelationship had changed. ManyofPaul's colleagues and friends know

abouthis “Madness & Literature” course, which wasone ofthe most popular

coursesat the university. In the mid-1990s, having taughtfor somethirty years

—thatis, at a timein their careers when mostseniorprofessors areset in their

ways, and in their courses—Paulcalled meto say that he had been thinking

about developing yet another new course—onlegaltrials in literature. He

asked me to teach him everything I knew aboutcriminaltrials in particular,
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and to recommend readings for him to assign. Over the course of many

months wechatted, often in a very Socratic way, about how to design the

course, whichtrials in literature would be the most educational, and for what

purpose. Myteacher had become mystudent.

Paul ultimately did create and teach an extraordinary course, entitled

“Literature and the Law:The Trialin English and American Literature.” Some

of my ownstudents who wentto Penn as undergrads have told methatthis

wastheir favorite course at Penn, and that Paul was their favorite teacher.

With his inquisitive mind and his always-engaging classroom presence,

Paul would have been

a

stellar law school professor. He would have been a

stellar lawyer as well. In 2004, he called meto chat about an incometax matter.

Paul, amanofgreatprinciple, thoughtthat the City of Philadelphia should not

have levied an income tax on salary he had earned from the University of

Pennsylvania while he was on sabbatical leave, and during which time he did

not work within the Philadelphia city limits. My initial thought was that he

had a plausible argument, butthat there were several good counterarguments

as well. I told him that I would be happyto discuss the matter with him, but

that, because tax was not my specialty, I should not represent him. He said

that, actually, he thought it would be great fun to represent himself—even

thoughtax wasnot, in his word, his “spec-i-dl-i-ty” either.

Thereis an adagethat “he whorepresents himself hasa foolfor a client, and

an ass for an attorney.” Generally that may betrue, but definitely not in Paul’s

case. We spoke onthe phoneseveral times about whatlikely would occur at

the hearing. I had done some preliminary research on the question and

suggested somecasesfor Paulto read. But he already knew aboutthosecases.

Hehad goneto the Biddle Law Library at Penn to do extensive research —

probably more than the case merited — butoncehegotinto the issues and sub-

issues he could not be stopped. (Paul often told me that among the most

important people at any great university are thelibrarians.)

Paulvisited with me in Washingtona couple of weeks before the hearing to

discuss how to present the oral argumentin his case. We talked for several

hours aboutvarious approachesto the case— which argumentshe might use at

the outset, which ones he should save for rebuttal, and particularly about

variouspitfalls to avoid. A few weekslater, soon after the hearing, he phoned.

Hetold me he was “happy as a clam,” and that he had enjoyed everything

aboutthe proceeding. He said he hadanticipatedall of the possible questions

that the panel had asked him, and that he had answers— “knockout answers”

—for each and every one of them. Healso described with great delight the

laughter and applause—all at appropriate points—from members of the

gallery who had been waiting for their own cases to be heard. Paul wonhis
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case. And he did have great fun in the process,just as he had great fun in all

things intellectual.

As Samuel Johnson says in The Life of Pope, “Pope had likewise genius; a

mind active, ambitious, and adventurous, always investigating, always

aspiring;in its widest searchesstill longing to go forward,inits highest flights

still wishing to be higher; always imagining somethinggreater than it knows,

always endeavouring more thanit can do.” Forall that Paul did in his life—a

life so well led; for all that Paul was to the students in his life—always so

proudofthem,always endeavoringto help them believe in themselves; forall

that Paul was to mein his life—my mentor, myfriend, my all-time number-

one teacher, and myall-time number-one student, the best way for me to

conclude is to use two of Paul’s favorite adjectives, almost always uttered

wryly by Paul, and with a devilish grin:

Bravo, Paul ... and boffo as well!

A. HELEN GREENE STANDRING

I first met Paul Korshin in September 1968, when he waslecturer to a large

class on eighteenth-century literature. By the end of the class, he had us

divided into small groupsof aboutfive for small meetings, to get to know each

of his students. He showedthat hereally cared about his work. Heclearly

expresseda concernthathis studentslike particular authors. He expressed this

hopeparticularly before introducing us to Tristram Shandy and the poems of

William Blake. He felt we might find them relevant to the present day. He

wanted to receive the reactions of the students. He was unique.

T owethelife that has evolved since then to him.

Whenin the small group, Paul heardthatI, a transfer from Barnard, was

particularly interested in British history and culture over, he encouraged me to

apply for an independentmajorin British Civilisation—in which I would have

majored at Barnard/Columbia, but which wasnotoffered by Penn.(I had not

knownindependent majors existed). He gave me a strong endorsementin this

application and, with the recommendations of a few other professors, I

received it. This was an out-of-the-ordinary event. As a result I was able to

apply for and haveindividual tutorials with professors in subjects that were

not on the course calendar, including at Swarthmore.

Paul later encouraged meto apply for the Thouron Scholarship for three

years to a British university for post-grad work. I would never have done so

otherwise. I received the prize and benefited from three years at the University

of Edinburgh.I havekepteight friends from my Edinburghyears. Before the
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Penn graduation I wrote a senior thesis for Paul which was approved by

several profs. Before I graduated, Paul answered myasking him, by writing

ten letters of recommendationto U.S. grad schools(in case I did not receive the

Thouron) and to ten British universities (in case I did). His support and

encouragement made mylife hopeful and possible. He made mystudentlife

very rewarding. His help and kindness to me were immeasurable.

I have amusing memories of Paul from my senior year when he shared

experiences and showedhecould laughat himself. In a course on Dadaart he

had taught, he threw awaya student's final paper becauseit had been written

on toilet paper! He saw the student’s point, of course.

It was while I was doing research in Londonthat I met an Englishman and

Oxford history grad wholater went on to work at the EU. We were married in

December 1974 and movedto Brussels. Paul first met my Rodney when we

visited Philly in ’81. Our one-year-old having been left with a friend, we

accepted Paul's invitation to his housefor a grill which he prepared and we

enjoyed conversation.He then and later enjoyed talking with Rodney,I’m glad

to say.

In 1993, Paul wasvisiting Brussels on a tour and we arranged to eat at a

typical old restaurant. Paul preferredit to a quieter one I’d also bookedat. He

waslively and chatted till the last moment with enthusiasm. He looked so

happy. We enjoyed the evening very much andfelt privileged to be in the

companyof such a good, interesting, and special man. It was remarkable that

he remembered usas his “friends” after twelve years. He even interested

himself in our travels. Before we visited Prague in 2001, Paul wrote and

recommendedseveral restaurantsthere to us!

Ibelieve the last time I saw him wasin Londonin 2001. He looked great and

wasenergetic, full of life and busy. He particularly mentioned his sadness at

seeing beggars before the British Museum.It had upset him very much.This

indicated his deeply sincere compassion and sympathy for the poor and for

people he’d never met. He said, “How sad,” and shook his head. He was a

manfull of goodness. He wasveryrare in seeing each student and person as

an individual.

To mysurprise, despite all his work,I, like other students, found out that

Paul stayed in touch with me (and so I did likewise) from 1971 until March

2004. When he wrote, he would mention a new student whom he thoughtof

promoting to the Thouron Scholarship again. I believe he was loyal to and

concerned aboutall of the students who were lucky enough to gain his

attention and becomehis friends. I believe Paul last stayed in our Londonflat

in 2004.

Clearly, his remarkable career, as a master of eighteenth-century British

literature and work onthe Johnsoncollection, in no way took away from Paul
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Korshin’s time spent on and with students and friends. It seems that he had

friends everywhere. Paul’s untimely death remindsusall that he took every

chance to “carpe diem,” a wise philosophy to follow.

As I had left the U.S. in 1971, it took a long time for word of this friend

across the ocean to reach me. WhenI received the dreadful news about Paul’s

death, I was shocked.I fell into mourning, lamenting,like all his friends, not

having seen and spoken with him “one moretime.” Paul J. Korshin had a good

heart. I miss him. Mylife has been enriched by his intervention since 1968.

JANE HERSHEY CUOZZO

WhenI wasacceptedat the University of Pennsylvania in the spring of 1970,

the son of a family friend advised meto take a course with Dr. Korshin. “Even

if you don’t major in English,” he said, “you can’t miss him.”

Paul—I never called him by his first name until after graduation—was

teaching a seventeenth-century coursethat semester. My knowledgeofthe age

of Charles II was based on scanthigh school reading and a vague memory of

“Forever Amber.”I heard that Dr. K was a ferocious grader; myfirst year at

Penn had gone well—twoA’sin high-level courses with big-gun professors.

Whybreak my early Phi Beta Kappastreak for the sake of an “interesting”

experience?

Theclassroom in Bennett Hall was packed to capacity. Who wasthis guy?

Suddenly, a wavy-haired figure in a hand-knotted bowtie made his entrance

—more Harold Hill in Savile Row than Johnsonianscholar. No, youcertainly

couldn’t miss him.

After a disappointingly staid introduction to the period, he began passing

out monographs for our study: “These are by John Wilmot, the Earl of

Rochester.” Within minutes, we were in deep discussion over the nuances ofa

poem titled “The Imperfect Enjoyment.” This was Wilmot’s apology to his

mistress for performance anxiety. While most details of that first lecture are

forgotten,still retained is Paul’s assertion that men “need to knowthe other

ways to make love to a woman,includingstimulation of the armpit.” By the

time we delvedinto Jonathan Swift, I was hooked on his oratory and insights.

Hetook an interest in my writing, encouraging me to push my own bound-

aries of analysis. There were several other brave sophomoresin thatclass. To

this day, we are friends who cannotquitebelieve that this extraordinary man

is not going to be sendingusholiday greetings signed with a fountain pen.
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Paul Korshin wasoneof the reasons that Penn wasa special place. Buthis

very uniqueness madehim enemiesall over campus—a factthatI, as oneofhis

favored students, would learn the hard way.

Whenit came time to do my undergraduate honorspaper, Paul suggested

that I tackle the subject of seventeenth-century women writers. At that time,
mostof the primary source material on the subject waslocated at the British
Museum.Since I was competing for a ThouronScholarship (which I achieved
in no small part becauseof Korshin’s coaching), this was an appealing summer
study option. Fortunately, my parents had manyfriends in Londonwith spare
couches.

Paul opened uphis treasury of English friends, and even smuggled meinto
the Museum’s nearly impenetrable reading room. Although I enjoyed my
otherliterature courses, nothing trumped doing what turnedoutto be original
research—as an undergraduate! All this because of Korshin’s generosity and

enthusiasm.I was flattered and took full advantage.

But when the time came for honorscertification, the Ivory Towercast a
darker shadow onthe nobility of academia. The only two other Penn faculty
members conversant with my subject matter were foregone detractors of my
work: one of them simply hated Paul, and the other went quietly vindictive

whenshediscoveredthat certain facts I’d carefully established and footnoted
sank a dagger into the heart of her own doctoraldissertation. Or so I was told
by embarrassed membersof the English department who were faced with a
Thouronscholar, Phi Beta Kappa, 4.0-average English major, mentored by a
maverick faculty member.

I was one ofonly two students whosepaper wasrejected for honors. I know
that Paulfelt a little guilty for putting me together with Aphra Behn and
Susanna Centlivre, playwrights with whom his own colleagues were then
unfamiliar. If I was the victim of Paul’s scholarly mischief, so be it. Paul
thought I did my best work; that was enoughfor me.

But when wegot together on one of his New York opera weekends,it was
I who boughtthe drinks. As it turned out, the two of us whose papers were
rejected were also the only two to see them published in academic journals.
Paul and I both learned something from that experience. Perhaps the entire
episode wasreally a short-form version of Paul’s famous course on evidence.
He beton myfledgling research abilities and I delivered the goods.

During my graduateyears in London, I came to know anotherPaul Korshin.
The transition from college mentor to friend wasn’t always easy. Having a
wider windowinto his personallife created complications. That Wildean turn
of the tonguestunga bit moreoutsidethe classroom setting. As someoneclose
to him reminded me, “You're nothis student. If he is rude or hurtful, you just
let him know andclose the door behind you.” I did this once after a nasty
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afternoon tea on a hot summerday. The next morning,he called to apologize

and nevertreated melike a freshman again.

Ourfriendship, though sometimesat E-mail or snail-mail distance, contin-

ued. My husband,Steve, who held his own withthe likes of Alfred Kazin, was

enthralled by his hospitality and genius. Paul’s dinner table was never without

delicious food and dazzling wordplay. His nicknames for ephemera have

lasted with us through the years. A feeble cocktail offering was a “cheese

effort.” While moving into a new house, he made good useof his “Salvador

Dolly.” When I once described a toaster oven that came with a browning unit,

Paul quipped, “Ah, Jane, but mine has a Tennyson unit.” And there was

Carmore, his orange VW bug. In his honor, we dubbed our sputtering

Hyundai “Harambi,”the Swahili phrase that translatesas “let's pull together.”

The last time we both saw him was whenhelectured at the Jane Austen

Society several years ago. I was pleased that my husband would finally get to

hear him lecture. For me, it was like experiencing a great singer after a long

hiatus, delighted that the high C’s werestill in perfect pitch.

Hewasabout to embark on an ambitious trip to India with his wife, Joan.I

wasdelightedthat he was finally being pushed beyondthe borders ofhis New

Yorker cartoon image of the world. Until he asked for advice on Paris restau-

rants (I hadn’t beenthere forat least five years), I had no idea that his range

was basically limited to London, New York, and Philadelphia, with an

occasional detourfor a lecture or conference. All of that was aboutto change,

and subsequent conversations revealed a new dimensionto his ever-expand-

ing consciousness. Joan was taking Paul to new placesin all senses of the

word.

His sudden death left me numb. While I knew he'd hadserious health

problems, the loss of Paul Korshin did not seem possible. For some reason,

those of us who were membersof his special studentcircle in the mid-1970s

were amongthelast to hear the news. As we mournedtogether over the phone

and the Web,I recalled what he once pronouncedquietly during that conten-

tious honors paperperiod: “Jane, there are things that are more important than

academics.”
Forall his vast erudition, Paul never forgot his own words. AsI sit writing

this tribute, hopingfor a coveted A,I thinkof all the friends I made, and still

have, because of Paul. Severalof us are sharing memories in this volume.For

everyone whowasfortunate enoughto know andlearn from him,or simply to

have dined onhis spicy pastas and homemadepatés,this collection will be a

comfort. For all of his cranky moods and verbal barbs, he knew that a warm

and lasting friendship was the best legacy. And that weare all more than

happy to endow.
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WILLIAM COURSHON

I first encountered Dr. Paul Korshin as an undergraduate student at Penn in

1972-73, when I enrolled in his course on eighteenth-century English literature.

Although he was only ten or so years older than mostof his students, his

impeccable dress, urbane manner, and sheerbrilliance made him appear much

more worldly andlarger thanlife. In every class he regaled us with his witty

and pithy anecdotes about Pope, Swift, Johnson, and Boswell, and mesmerized

us with his seemingly endless knowledge of eighteenth-century English

literature, art, culture, history, and politics. We all became Boswells to Paul’s

Samuel Johnson. The following year, I took his general literature course on

Surrealism and Dada, which may have been one of the most unusual and

entertaining courses ever offered at Penn.

Paul was intrigued by the similarity of our surnames, something about

which he commented more than once in class—to my chagrin. He also was

fascinated by the fact that I was both a business studentin the Wharton School

of Finance and Commerceand an aspiring poet and editor of the Pennsylvania

Review. He encouraged meto major in English, which I was able to accomplish

by obtaining dual degrees from Wharton andthe College of Arts and Sciences.

I was fortunate to become part of Paul’s circle of favorite undergraduate

students at the time, which included Jane Hershey, Nancy Gierlich, Victoria

(Tia) Mondelli, and his ASECS work-study assistant, Brooks Kolb. Paul hosted

us at lavish dinner parties and brunches, invited us to serve as “hosts” for the

annual ASECS conference held at Penn, and encouraged us to apply for

Thouron scholarships to study in Great Britain and to pursue academic

careers.

Although I did not pursue an academic career in English literature, Paul

continued to be a mentor andfriend for over thirty years. Prior to embarking

on my present career as an attorney with the U.S. DepartmentofJustice in

Seattle, with Paul’s encouragement, I spent two years as full-time law school

teacher, which was the happiest and mostfulfilling time of my professional

life. If you wereable to earn Paul's respect, he treated you as an equal, which

in turn inspired you to hold yourself up to his own exacting standards.
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BROOKS R. KOLB

DearJoan, October 10, 2005

I had meant to write to you some weeks ago and have been composingthis

letter in my head for a long time. I’m

a

friend and classmate of both Jane

Hershey Cuozzo and Bill Courshon—and I keep up with both of them

regularly. I learned of Paul’s death from Jane last June and was of course

shocked and saddened.

As the weeks and months have goneby, I’ve had time to reflect and to

realize fully what I already knew: what an importantandcentralfigure in my

life Paul was(andis). In mylife, I have had

a

series of three mentors who have

helped shape me into the person I am today. Since Paul wasthefirst, heis

arguably the most importantoneofthe three!

Consequently, I wanted to write to you a sort of testimonial—a series of

vignettes that I hope you will find both amusingandilluminating concerning

my memories of Paul.

Paul was not myofficial advisor at Penn, but he was far more instrumental

in helping me along my path—indeedin pointing the path out to me—than

LynnLees, myofficial one in the History department. It came about simply

because I enrolled in his introductory class in eighteenth-century English

literature. I believe it was spring semester, 1973, when I was a sophomore.

Since I had transferred to Penn from the American College in Paris, it was my

first year on campus. Paul must have had a habit of picking out certain

students who interested him most because, before I knewit, I was part of a

social group that included Jane, Bill, Nancy Gierlich, and Victoria (Tia)

Mondeli.

Since I am from Seattle, I returned homefor the summerof 1973, where I

scrambled to find a summerjob. The best I could do was Dick’s Drive-In, a

’50s-era hamburger joint on Capitol Hill, whereI struggled to flip burgers,

burning my fingers on the grill and in the hotoil of the frenchfries, which

were actually shredded on site from whole spuds. All my high-school

classmates were much moregainfully employed painting houses or working

in the Alaska canneries, where they were earning the big bucks. Being of a

philosophical disposition, I tendedto look up from thefries and gaze thought-

fully downthestreet from timeto time. Needlessto say, this did not please my

boss, who reprimanded me more than once, and I nearly lost my job. I

wondered if I would ever get back to Penn and doubted my family and I

would everbe able to afford the next year’s tuition.

It was at that moment, in mid-summer1973, that an official-looking letter on

ivory stationery arrived from Paul, bearing both his embossed name and his
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distinguished fountain-pen handwriting. (Whatever happened to fountain

pens?) Theletter contained the important message that Paul had selected me

for a work-study job as his assistant as executive secretary of the American

Society of Eighteenth Century Studies. I waselated.

All during the following academic year of 1973-74, I spent two or three

afternoons a week in Paul’s office in Bennett Hall, affixing thousands of

address labels to envelopes. I learned the names and addressesof virtually

every English departmentin the U.S. and Canada where one or more profes-

sors specializedor at least dabbled in eighteenth-centurylit. More importantly,

I wasin Paul’s presence wherehis sparkling wit, eminently pragmatic spirit,

energetic disposition, and sartorial elegance completely enthralled me. I

wanted to be Boswell to his Johnson, Watson to his Holmes, and, for a brief

and enjoyable time, I was.

Paul had notimefor “bozos” and “Repo’s”as he called them— Repo’s being

the bozos who are running our country at this very momentin time. If

someone wasa bozo, he madeshortshrift of them on the telephone, address-

ing them as“Sir” only to better reveal his contempt. WhenI returned hometo

Seattle the following summer,I tried this intimidation technique on various

functionaries—emissaries of the phone company or other large commercial

entities with whom I had to do business. Unfortunately, it completely back-

fired. Not only was it not my personal style, but with me it manifested as

bitchiness rather than as haughty Johnsonian rancor. Moreover,it did notfit

with the “laid-back” West Coastethos.

While afternoons were spent in Paul’s office at Bennett Hall, I was invited

repeatedly to his wonderful Tudor-style house at “Arthur’s Round Table” in

Wynnewood, where the walls were painted all shades of peach, periwinkle,

and plum.In the greater Seattle area, there are to my knowledgenostreets

named “Arthur’s Round Table,” and it fit Paul perfectly, even though his

academic specialty was concerned with a literature that occurred centuries

after the Arthurian legends. Paul would pick me up at the Wynnewoodstation

in hislittle orange VW Beetle and spirit me to a world as far removed from my

own homein Seattle as it was from the grotty confines of West Philadelphia

studenthousing.

Oh, the dinners we had! Sometimes Jane would be there, sometimesBill,

and usually one of Paul’s friends from his own peer-group, such as Professor

Gerry Reedy of Fordham University and the large and rotund gentleman

(whose name I havesince forgotten) whoseclaim to fame wasthat hetraveled

often to San Francisco, where he would restaurant-hop the way we students

bar-hopped, taking one courseeachin series of fashionablebistros until he

had dinedat eight or more establishments. The dinners Paul andhisfirst wife,

Kate, prepared were the mostdelicious I have had in mylife, before orsince.
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WhenPaulfelt like doing a hot Indian curry, beer was servedinstead of wine,

and I learned to love that combination.

I rememberon oneoccasion, Paul had invited an announcer from one of

Philadelphia’s two classical music radio stations. The man wasincredibly

stilted and snobby.To start a conversation with him, I remember bumblingly

saying, “...So, [hear you’re a DJ!” He immediately and volubly expressed his

offense at the term. Being a young student, I was horrified at my gaffe,

although inwardly I smiled at myself for adding a bit of spice to the conversa-

tion. But the next day Paul expressedhis delight that I had addressed the man

this way. It was then that I knew for sure that Paul was someonetruly original

—highly intelligent and accomplished, a dandy, andyetintolerant of people

whoexpressed boring pretentiousness.

Basically, I had no idea why Paul and Kate kept inviting me to their home

for dinner. I must have dined there eight, ten, or even twelve times in the two

years betweenthe time I met Paul and myearly graduation in December1974.

In an odd way,I felt that I didn’t deserve such special attention as there were

manytalented students at Penn.To this day, I don’t fully understand what he

saw in me but I enjoyed every minute with him tothe fullest. He was probably

the mostentertaining, knowledgeable, and gentlemanly person I have ever

had the pleasure and the honorto know.

In September 1974, Paul threw a twenty-first-birthday party for me at

Arthur’s Round Table. Bill Courshon wasthere, along with Professor McCar-

thy of the German department andhis lovely wife. Paul gave me a copy of

Alastair Cook’s America, and I still have the photographto proveit. It was

wonderful and again, I wondered, how did I deservethis? I had never in my

wildest dreams expected that one of my Penn professors would invite me to

his hometo celebrate my twenty-first, or any other birthday!

Before I knewit, I was on the hometrack, coming up to my early gradua-

tion. Paul asked me whatI intendedto do for a career. I said I didn’t know—I

wasn’t the sort of driven pre-med, pre-law, or pre-Wharton student that

seemed to make up 99% of the Penn student body. To this day, I remember

Paul’s retort: “Well, do you expect to become a stevedore?” So I got serious

and began to think about my Future. It wasat this time that Paul began to

groom me for a Thouron Fellowship. The only problem was, without a

profession in mind, how could I apply to an English university? I thought

aboutit and announcedthat I intendedto gointo city planning.I set myself to

the task of applying for the Thouron and to the City Planning departmentof

University College, London.I know it was Paul’s grooming, plus myattitude

of confidence and calm that got me accepted for the fellowship. When I was

awarded the Thouron andaccepted by University College, he actually hugged

meonthe corner of 34th and Walnutin front of Bennett Hall.
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Oncein London,I realized that I had had noideathatcity planning,at least

as it was taught in London in 1975-76, had much more to do with Marxist

theories of urban economics than with my trueinterest, urban design. Touring

the English countryside,I fell in love with the great estates and parks, and

began my conversion to my actualcareer in landscapearchitecture. Oddly

enough,it turned out that a large numberofthe British students interested in

landscape architecture applied to Penn, sometimes as Thourons. After a

wonderfulyearin London,I found myself back at Penn where I completed my

master’s in landscapearchitecture in 1979.

I don’t think Paul knew whatto make of my decision to .go into landscape

architecture. He probably approvedofit, but it well may not have been what

he envisioned for me. All I knew was, I didn’t havethe patience for law school

or business and I didn’t have the aptitude or stomach for medicine. Once

settled in the landscape architecture program, I moved on to new mentors,

including Bob Hanna, who died several years ago in somewhat similar

circumstances to Paul. During those graduate schoolyearsI sawlittle of Paul.

Asthe yearsrolled by, Paul and I corresponded, mainly through Christmas

cards. Around 1990or ’91, he contacted me because hewasplanningto attend

an academic conference in San Francisco and

I

lived in Oakland with my

partner, James, at the time. James and I invited Paul and his second wife,

Debra, to our Oakland apartment for dinner. James made his wonderful

tortellini alla panna. Paul was touched,saying that in his travels, few people

everinvited him to their homesfor dinner. I was merely nervous, remember-

ingall the exceptional cuisine Paul had preparedfor me andhis other guests.

Wehad

a

terrific time and after dinner, Paul announced that what was

wrong with my generation wasthat I and myilk neversing at the table after

dinner, whereupon he and Debra immediately broke out into song. To my

surprise, I have completely forgotten what numbers they chose, butI do

rememberPaul challenging me to rise above my generation by beginning a

song, myself. I chose one of my favorites, “New York, New York,” but as I

have always had trouble memorizinglyrics, the song ended shortly after the

famous opener, “Mylittle town blues ... Are fading away....”

A year or two passedafter the Oaklanddinnerparty and Paul contacted me

again, I think by telephone. This time, I was even more surprised by the

content of our conversation. Paul asked me to go downtohis favorite San

Francisco restaurant, Pompei’s Grotto, and, as he putit, “filch” a souvenir

ashtray for him. Apparently he already had one from his last visit to the

restaurant, but he had brokenit. Not only was I astounded that an esteemed

professor of an Ivy League university was asking me to indulgein a petty

crime, but I was also perplexed about his choice of restaurant. One of a

numberoftouristy Fisherman’s Wharf restaurants, Pompei’s Grotto was not
























































































