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It is neither fashionable nor common
in the American culture to eulogize the
living. This is unfortunate. We express
some of the most endearing thoughts of
affection for our friends and colleagues
only after it is too late for them to hear.
This is not entirely true of Robert L.
Hayne, ISI” ‘s Chief Editor, who died
on July 18, 1977. Bob heard me tell
him—though much too late in our long
‘‘marriage” —that
I loved him as
much as my own brother. I would have
preferred that Bob read this public
tribute to him. He did confess his
enjoyment at reading my recent acknowledgement of his role in my book
of essays.
But while he was alive he expressly
forbade me from doing this, even
though 1 had published tributes to
other 1S1 executives. In fact, he even
went so far as to suggest that after his
death the less mention of his name the
better,
Since we will all achieve that eternal
obscurity and oblivion soon enough, I
hope he would forgive this trespass. If
Bob Hayne does not want the world to
know he left it a better place because of
the unique person he was, certainly his
children and many friends will appreciate some verbalization of their own
feelings.

When I wrote about Hayne recently I
erroneously confused his alma mater,
William & Mary, with another wellknown American college. He forgave
this error when he saw it, even though
he winced. But he did not question my
main point: that his education had
produced a person of such unique
culture that he surely must have seemed
an anachronism. Actually he was not
ordy a consummate scholar, a Renaissance Man, and a man for all seasons—
he was a cosmic soul, It is hard to
believe that such a force does not live
on in one way or another.
Part of the grief I feel for Bob is undoubtedly caused by guilt. Sometimes
we take our best friends for granted,
never realizing how little we know
about them. Bob and I knew each other
for 26 years, yet I hardly know his
children. As I try to biograph him I
realize that all 1 can remember is that
he was an orphan brought up in
Washington,
D. C., and was later
adopted as a teenager by a woman I
never met.
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