HOMAGE TO PROFESSOR ZIADEH

It is not easy to talk about a friend, a man of brilliant mind and humane at the same time, such as are all great men.

My first meeting with Professor Ziadeh, teacher, mentor, friend, and later neighbour, was in a graduate course I had taken with him, light years ago. But the greater impact came at my MA thesis defense when, instead of helping me get over the ordeal, my erstwhile advisor attacked me. Professor Ziadeh took it upon himself to attack my attacker. That is how the man was. A little later, he was among the very few who encouraged me to go for a PhD. We next met in London, when he and his beloved wife Marguerite were visiting.

Then I moved to the Green Building on Mme Curie, and lo and behold Professor Ziadeh had bought a flat in the same building. The War of Others broke out, and we in the Green Building formed a microcosm of Lebanese society. Unable to go out much because of the shelling, we turned inward upon ourselves. The Professor by now had lost his wife, and moved into the building. With the shelling, the upper floors moved down to the lower to spend the night and sometimes the day. Dr. Ziadeh often slept on one of the Morris chairs in the living room.

Although retired, this unusual man continued to teach at various universities, continued to write, continued to attend conferences all over the Middle East. He also continued to collect friends and acquaintances of all kinds. In fact, these became fast friends, and the Professor continued to write until the very end.

But life was not all work, which makes Jack a dull fellow. The Professor loved to entertain, and would constantly invite his friends and colleagues to dinner. I was privileged to be one of them. We would sit and discuss events, and would solve the world's problems in one evening. The Professor of course led the discussion.
When I would visit him on my own, I would ask a question and away he would go. He could talk non-stop, but his talks, lectures, reminiscences were never dull. In fact, quite the opposite, and one learned a great deal.

The big occasion, however, was his birthday on 2 December. He would have a huge party and invite one and all. He always said that he planned to celebrate his hundredth. He came close to it, but not quite.

Always the gentleman, even when in heated argument, Professor Ziadeh left a deep impression on all who knew him. Former students, middle aged and over, from different academic backgrounds, would drop by whenever in town and receive a warm welcome. But he also traveled a great deal to conferences, and received many honours.
He was always generous with his time and advice, and unlike most of academe did not begrudge a helping hand to those whom he thought deserved it. I was lucky enough to be one of those who received a helping hand.
But of course, his greatest pride was in his children, grandchildren, and great-grandchildren. His rogues' gallery was spread all over the tables in his living room, and he never tired of telling of the latest news of his family. His books were also strewn all over the flat, and one never knew on what he was working, there were so many different subjects.

The Professor always encouraged me to write. When I officially retired, his advice to me was to write to keep the brain alert. Even though the studies were not published immediately, there would always come a time when they would be.

It is not the length – whether short or long – of a man's life that is important. It is how he has lived. All we can leave behind is a good name. And that is what Professor Ziadeh, teacher, mentor, friend, neighbour, did. May he rest in peace.
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