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Fond Recollections of Teddy

          Over the years, we were with him many times and in many places. Providence, of course, but also in London, Blackheath, Estry, Padstow, Cornwall, Dorset, Bath, Stonehenge, York, Cambridge, Copenhagen, Ålborg, Aarhus, Paris, Heraklion, Hania. And I've surely left out some places. Teddy loved to drive and was proud of his big cars. Very often, he would find a friend, a relative, or an old student to visit en route. On one of our last trips together, we visited Miriam Rothschild in her country estate/farm. One of her nephews had been one of his students. Strangely, we never made any substantial tours through New England. 

When Teddy visited us in Providence, he would come bearing ten packages of assorted teas that he'd picked up at the Heathrow airport. These "Teddy teas", as we called them,  would last us the better part of a year. He came to know Providence and like it. He made himself right at home in our house, buying us groceries from time to time, buying us --- even --- some kitchen equipment. We came to adjust our menus to his vegetarianism and his medical condition. He would pick up old classical sheet music that was around and play away on our (really: Carmel's) piano. On Friday Nights, he loved to sing the kiddush in fine Sephardic tonalities. He was super-critical of professional classical performances. 

In Providence, he would drive his aunt Carmel and my sister Tilly throughout the state and into the near part of New England,  taking them often out to lunch. He got to know our friends and participated eagerly in our "high level" discussions when we met with them.  


Teddy had his crotchets and eccentricities. We viewed them as amusements and not as irritations. When he first arrived in Providence (and I think it was his first visit to the States) he would dub all differences that he noticed between Providence and the UK "silly." I used to wonder whether this particular use of the word "silly" was a UK-ism or a Teddy-ism. He loved language: English, of course, but particularly French which he had mastered to a high degree and polish. 


One time in Paris, we stayed in a hotel near the Senate House. Teddy said, "Let's go down there. Perhaps we can make a tour of the place." We were challenged by a guard who said the place wasn't open to tourists that week. Teddy entered into a long conversation with the guard about this and that. Toward the end, the guard asked Teddy whether he was born in Brittany or Normandy. What an achievement ! Teddy crowed about it for some days.   

He was a superb teacher and he loved to play the teacher out of class. He couldn't help it. Once we were having lunch in a crowded restaurant. At the adjacent table a couple (not French ) were speaking in French. Teddy eavesdropped; then he reached over to them and corrected their grammar. 


As I said, he loved the French language, but had mixed feelings about the French. He had friends in Paris, particularly Francois Genuys, a retired mathematician, whom I knew professionally. Francois drove us all around Paris and Versailles and we all had crepes in a Versailles creperie. 

One time in Providence I suggested that we take a look at the French language collection in Brown's Rockefeller Library.  We went into the stacks and it was one of the few times that I heard him express regrets. He was surprised at how large the French collection was. He even found in it all the works of a certain French/Jewish author (Bloch as it ?) about whom he had intended at one time to write a doctoral thesis. What held him back I can only surmise. 


Down the street from our hotel in Paris , we had lunch with my old Harvard classmate and filmmaker, Ricky Leacock and his film cronies  (French, English, American).  I had the feeling that Teddy had serious doubts as to their life style. On the other hand, he was proud of his association with the pairing of the village of Estry with some French village whose name I've forgotten. 

Teddy hated the British Monarchy and used to call them by their family names: Battenburg or Saxe-Coburg-Gotha, depending on the case. He was the socialist/capitalist who tended his investments carefully and advised us to patronize such and such a place where he was a stockholder and got 10% off. 


He loved his students and followed their careers. He even loved his wayward students. He called them "naughty."  A British-ism or a Teddy-ism ? He was family oriented: he kept track of his relatives (or adopted relatives) in England, Israel, elsewhere,  and told us long stories about them. He was proud of his association with the Estry teen-age club and gave them money. 

We loved him and we enjoyed him. And that is the long and short of the matter. 
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