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if he hadn't had a mind capable of great powers of penetration and 
formulation. He amply demonstrated this on serious subjects-na­
tionalism, civil society, tradition, collective consciousness-in his 
books. But his conversation glittered with his rich verbal gifts; his 
vocabulary was, for me, a continuous delight, full of surprising twists 
and turns. (He was endlessly curious about the etymology of phrases 
and idioms.) He might call a man "an ignorant zealot," not a phrase 
much used in our century. Scruffy neighborhood kids playing with 
untied gym shoes and baseball hats on backwards he might refer to as 
our jeunesse doree. I once described an acquaintance of ours to him as 
rat-faced. "Yes," said Edward, "now that you mention it, he is rather 
rodential." Rodentiab--who else but Edward would have thought of 
such a word, which sounds like an insurance company for mice. 

His metaphor-making powers were dazzling. Sometimes these 
could take an oddly-for so urban a man-rural character, as when, 
in one of his books, he described congressmen as "fidgety as a hen 
atop a nest of woodpeckers." He used to refer to his friend Melvin 
Lash, whose editing of Encounter he much respected and whom he 
frequently attempted to advise, "as a dog who knows seven languages 
and obeys in none. " More often, his metaphors were brilliant in their 
ornateness. He likened the condition of his French to a set of crystal 
in a glass cabinet after a bombing raid on London in 1943 (which 
didn't stop him from reading sixteen volumes of Tocqueville's letters 
in fewer than three weeks). 

Once, at a meeting of the Editorial Board of THE A,,,rERlCAN 
SCHOL~, on which Edward sat for eighteen years, one of the members 
questioned the function of the board. She wondered if it wasn't, in 
her words, 'Just window dressing." "Allow me," Edward began, "to 
take up Mrs. Trilling's fenestral metaphor. One has a window. One 
acquires a shade for it. Curtains. Perhaps a cornice. Possibly venetian 
blinds. Drapes may be in order. I suppose all that is window dressing. 
Yes, we, his Editorial Board, are, in some sense, Mr. Epstein's window 
to a "ider outlook on the world. But you know,just because one has a 
"''indow, that doesn't mean that one wants to look out of it all the 
time. Mr. Epstein doesn't, after all, have to refer to us, his Editorial 
Board, ceaselessly." That, I should say, is worthy of Henry James. 

The flow of wit in Edward was unsurpassed by anyone I expect ever 
to meet. A rather pretentious Czech friend once told me that, in the 
old days, before the advent of the Communists, his father, a high 
bourgeois, never shaved himself. "More likely the truth is," said Ed­
ward, when I reported this to him, "his father shaved his mother." 
'Y\'hen the University of Chicago had a rather embarrassing faculty 
member who had years before gained tenure, Edward suggested to 
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