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MINUTES OF MEETING 
September 1.5, 1986 

President Prince presided. There were present 53 members and 2 guests. 

Bob Galbraith read a memorial to John Kiely and, by motion, a copy of the same 
was directed to be included in the minutes and copies sent to John Kiely's son and daughter. 

Dick Tuttle had the paper for the evening and gave it the heading of "T. R.'s 
Rough Riders." T. R., of course, was Theodore Roosevelt, whom the Indians called 
"Laughing Horse" because of his prominent teeth and strange laugh. Roosevelt was a 
belligerent extrovert and, when the battleship Maine was blown up in Havana Harbor and 
war was declared with Spain, Roosevelt volunteered and was offered the command of a 
cavalry regiment, although he was an Assistant Secretary of the Navy. Roosevelt quickly 
accepted and raised a hand-picked regiment of which he gave the leadership to Colonel 
Leonard Wood, with T. R. relegating himself to second in command. This regiment, along 
with three others, was chosen to invade Cuba. After landing, the American force marched 
towards Santiago. The commanding general became ill; Colonel Wood was put in charge of 
the brigade; and Roosevelt took charge of the regiment which became known as -- you 
guessed it -- the Rough Riders. 

To take Santiago, the Americans had to dislodge the Spanish from a hill called 
Kettle Hill. T. R., waving his hat, led the charge up the hill and it was taken. The Rough 
Riders then turned their attention to San Juan Hill and the process was repeated. The way 
was now open to Santiago and Dick Tuttle draws a vivid picture of the taking of this city 
which was captured by a short siege. It was interesting to learn that the Rough Riders were 
in existence for only one hundred thirty-three days. 

Reading time: 43 minutes. 

The annual business meeting followed the reading of the paper. The secretary 
gave his annual report; the treasurer gave his; Bill Sullivan reported on Funds A and B, which 
are thriving; and Woodie Garber gave the conservator's report, assisted by the two guests 
who turned out to be "high tech operators," to use Woodie's expression. This report was 
supplemented by a film of the entire inside of the Club building. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
September 22, 1986 

President Louis Prince presided. There were present 54 members and 1 guest. 

The paper was "A Symbol of the Wilderness" written and read by Henry P. Briggs, 

The loon, to Peter, is his symbol of the wilderness. In forty years of canoeing on 
Squam Lake in New Hampshire, he has come to known and love this remarkable bird. 

Thoreau wrote that the loon makes the woods ring with perhaps the wildest song 
of laughter ever heard. The Crees believed that it was the cry of the dead warrior forbidden 
entry into heaven. The Chippewas heard it as an augury of death. 

Paleontologists consider it the oldest bird in existence. Loon fossils five million 
years old have been discovered. 

It is the only bird in existence with solid bones. It requires. at least a quarter 
mile of water for takeoff, and it flies with enormous effort. 

It cannot walk on land -- not a step. To nest, lay and incubate its eggs, it backs 
up -- clumsily and laboriously -- on several inches of land. 

While it abounds in the Arctic Circle, it has disappeared from over sixty percent 
of the northeastern states. Wave-producing motor boats, raccoons and other predators have 
taken their toll, but the chief villain is acid rain, abetted by uncontrolled development by 
resort promoters. (The loon requires some four hundred seventy-five acres on a populated 
lake to insure each family's feeding, nesting and privacy.) 

Concerned citizens are aware of the danger and are rising to the task of 
protecting one of nature's most fascinating creatures. 

Peter has given us an interesting and informative paper -- and he read it 
extremely well. 

William A. Sullivan 
Secretary Pro Tern 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
September 29, 1986 

President Louis Prince presided. There were present 55 members and 1 guest. 

The budget was presented by George Rieveschl. 

First paper, "A Terrestrial Truce" written by Bruce Petrie. Bruce missed the 
5:30 a.m. electronic coverage of the wedding of Prince Andrew and Miss Sarah Ferguson, 
and the rare public kiss of a member of the Royal Family -- but he missed more a sight of 
the horse guards. He wonders what is central to this occasion -- is it the spectacular 
pageantry, the stately music, the gray magnificence of Westminster Abbey? He did not get 
any new insights from the press coverage, probably because the regal comings and goings 
have been scrutinized, analyzed and criticized for so long that little remains to be said. But 
Bruce feels that if there were no pomp and circumstance, he would be compelled to invent 
them. (As we have created our own royal family -- the Kennedy's of Massachusetts.) The 
royal weddings are more than splendid entertainment. They provide a truce, a time for 
fleeting but real union of human hearts and minds. The fantasies demonstrate that there is 
a super reality in human affairs that idealizes the "common" man. Admittedly, Bruce does 
wax a bit lyrical, and maybe he does overdraw the wedding of Andrew and Sarah, but he gets 
carried away whenever he thinks of the horse guards. Too bad the Enquirer did not assign 
Bruce to cover the event -- we would have had lots more interesting insights. 

Second paper, "Remembrance of Things Past and Pleasant" written by George 
Rieveschl. A search in the rain for his morning papers was fruitless, some rascal must have 
swiped them, and George found himself reading the "birthdays" column in last night's Post. 
Settling down before a crackling fire, he began to muse about people, places and things of a 
much earlier time in his life. That first Hudson touring car which was never used in the 
winter; listening to KDKA on the Humphrey's crystal set; his bout with tetanus -- five 
weeks in the hospital -- and the joy of his parents when he fully recovered. Oh, and those 
Lockland elementary school days -- and then the summers! Swimming in a hole long since 
drained by 175; the volunteer fire department's wonderful annual fair; and capping it all the 
glorious Fourth of July! Then the return to school and a proud mother indulging George with 
an Alms and Doepke twin-drawer pencil box and a handsome black fountain pen purchased at 
Holland's on Fourth Street. Further reminiscing came to an end with the grinding of the 
garage doors and Joan's return from an overnight visit with her mother in Delaware, Ohio. 
She came into the room and blithely said, "Hi, what have you been doing?" George's reply 
was "Some kind of fiend swiped this morning's papers. I've been reminiscing." "My, my," she 
said, "that must have been pretty exciting." And then she quickly added, "Nobody swiped 
your papers; here they are! Some nice person saw them on the wet driveway and put them in 
the mailbox." 

Third paper, "One Man's Squid" written by Norman A. Levy. People and things 
are not always what they seem. Take the case of Norm Levy. Most of us see only his 
cherubic smiling face and listen intently to his witty words. But in his paper, Norman 
reveals his true self -- a cunning, treacherous, sadist -- one not to be trusted. It seems a 
good friend invited him to lunch at LaSol, a fine Spanish restaurant on West 56th Street. 
Norm had no trouble selecting a favorite dish -- the Paella Valencia. But his friend, Reg, 
reluctant to display his ignorance of the language, was at a loss in making a choice. He was 
a "meat and potatoes" man and the menu was giving him linguistic problems. Norm knew 
that the choice was completely random and totally blind. "Calamari en su tinto," quoted 



Norm, "that's no timid entree and there aren't many who so confidently order squid cooked 
in its own ink." Reg gulped, but managed a smile and in due course the waiter presented 
Norman with his fragrant, lovely paella, and Reg with an immensely large bowl brimming 
with a ghastly, seething, mucilaginous concoction that appeared for all the world like a pile 
of tiny whitewall tires covered with slimy mud. Reg was on the verge of panic, but with a 
vast exercise in self-control somehow managed to down three tiny pieces of squid, each 
washed down with a deep gulp of wine. His delicious enjoyment of Reg's predicament urged 
Norm on to more torture. "A year ago in Spain," he said, "I saw a funny little ritual 
performed that, frankly, I have never seen anywhere else in the world. After diners finished 
their calamari they kept a dab of sauce remaining through dessert and coffee. Then, when 
the check was presented, each man, with great ceremony, dipped a tine of his fork into the 
gravy and with a flourish signed the check." "In fact, Reg," Norm went on, "if you sign the 
check with your fork and the squid ink, you will be recognized as one who really knows his 
calamari." When the check was finally presented, and with a look to Norm for approval, Reg 
dipped the fork into the deepest, blackest part of the quivering calamari and with an 
expansive gesture scrawled across the check: Reginald Bankhart, III. "Did I do that right?" 
asked Reg. Norm responded, "Reg, you were perfect, just perfect." 

William A. Sullivan 
Secretary Pro T em 



MINUTES OF MEETING 
October 6, 1986 

President Prince presided. There were present 54 members and 1 guest. 

The paper for the evening was read by Rollin Workman and he gave it the title 
"The Stones of Arbroath." First, a word about Arbroath. This is a town on the east coast of 
Scotland which is noted for its abundance -- indeed, an over abundance -- of churches, or 
kirks. This has given rise to the very old Scottish adage that too many kirks spoil Arbroath. 

Now for the paper. It is really divided into two parts. The first is the story of 
the Stone of Scone, the holy stone upon which twenty Scottish kings were enthroned between 
860 and 1292. In 1296, Edward I of England, malleus Scotorum that he was, seized the stone 
during one of his recurring invasions of Scotland and took it back to London where he had it 
placed in Westminster Abbey underneath a chair thereafter used as the coronation throne 
for the English kings. 

Scottish resentment of this egregious act of rievery never died and in 19.50 some 
Scottish students successfully removed the stone from Westminster Abbey and got it back 
across the border. Having been identified and the jig being up, they ended their escapade by 
taking the stone to the ruins of the abbey church at Arbroath where the government 
authorities could come and get it, which they did. But did the Sassenachs get the real 
stone? Many Scots believe that all they got was a replica. 

The second part of Rollin's paper relates an hitherto suppressed story of a prior 
attempt to return the Stone of Scone to Scotland. This occurred in the time of Henry VII 
and the story is contained in a chronicle written in Latin by an Arbroath monk and only 
discovered two years ago. Five men of Arbroath went down to London, carrying two 
replicas of the Stone of Scone. They were able to gain access to Westminster; substitute 
one replica for the stone; and leave the other replica in a place where it would be discovered 
and would be assumed to be the original. They then returned to Arbroath with the real 
stone. Two of the party died in the escapade and the stone is now embedded in the 
mouldering wall of the abbey chapter house, indistinguishable from the rest of the wall 
except for a faint carving on its surface. But is this the real stone? Rollin cites some 
evidence that Edward I never obtained the real stone and I believe it well may be that he did 
not. 

As for Mr. Workman's fascinating recital of that escapade in the time of Henry 
VII, I believe that you all should bear in mind that no one had ever heard of this chronicle of 
the unidentified monk until two years ago and no one but Rollin has ever heard of it since. 

Reading time: 43 minutes. 

After the paper, Milo Beran was admitted to membership in the Club. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 



MINUTES OF MEETING 
October 13, 1986 

President Prince presided. There were present 35 members and 4 guests. 

The paper for the evening was by Charles Judd and was entitled "Dreams." It 
does seem that some of us have recurring themes for our papers. I do not need to remind my 
listeners of my recurring theme. There is Herb Curry who cannot resist writing about 
mouldering forts. There is Morse Johnson who will revise the history of William Shakespeare 
or Richard III or anyone else, I guess, if he has a paper due. There is Bruce Petrie who wrote 
and rewrote on bastardy a few years back. There is As who has a continuing penchant for 
bringing Joseph Wilby and Anthony Trollope into his papers. And then there is Chuck Judd 
whose recurring theme is "brotherhood'' and in this paper he was at it again. 

Chuck starts his paper by defining it as a personal history and the history of his 
involvement in the civil rights movement which he traces from his entry into the movement 
in the early 1950's up to the present. He remembers his happiness at the 1954 school 
desegregation decision; his chairmanship of the Mayor's Friendly Relations Committee; his 
work for the passage of Fair Employment Practices ordinances in the city and state; his 
service on Governor O'Neill's Civil Rights Commission; getting the Coney Island Corporation 
to change its policies of discrimination; and particularly the civil rights of housing, an area 
of the movement in which Chuck is still active. He tells us that his main activity for many 
years, along with his responsibility to his employer, has been raising enough money to keep 
HOME alive. Do not be confused, Chuck is not behind on his mortgage payments. HOME is 
acronymous, the real name being Housing Opportunities Made Equal. 

Chuck summarizes his saga by stating that with the civil rights movement he had 
the refreshing knowledge that he was on the right side. He ends with what he describes as a 
churchman's plea that man, with his free will, does not release another atomic bomb. Mr. 
Judd is apparently not a predestinarian churchman. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 



MINUTES OF MEETING 
October 20, 1986 

President Prince presided. There were present 62 members and 3 guests. 

Gunter Grupp's paper was entitled "Custer and the Little Bighorn." The author 
begins by quoting the apocryphal last words of General Custer: "What in the world has 
gotten into those Indians? They were all right at the dance last night." Well, that is not 
quite the way Gunter put it, but I promised my mother that, once I was out of the army, 
there was a certain word that I would never use again. Custer's supposed last words remind 
me of some other very famous dying expressions. Joan of Arc: "I'm smoking more now and 
enjoying it less." George Washington: "Well, a dollar went farther in those days." Gypsy 
Rose Lee: "I sure hope those wings are detachable." And then there were Henry Luce's last 
words: "It's Time, Life." 

. . 
Gunter postulates that Custer was indeed a hero and then he proceeds to mold 

some feet of clay for his hero. He graduated from West Point thirty-fourth in a class of 
thirty-four; his reputation as a great Indian fighter is undeserved, as there is no evidence 
that he had substantial experience in this field; he had a record of disobeying the orders of 
his superiors; and he specifically disobeyed orders before the Little Bighorn battle. The 
battle plan for this conflict involved a three-pronged attack on the Indians. Custer was 
originally designated to command the force approaching from the east, but was deprived of 
his command because of his political activities. He was then given the responsibility of 
locating the Indians and sending a scout to the commanding general when he had done so. 
Custer toea ted the Indians; he did not send the scout; and he advanced his small force to the 
battle area two days ahead of schedule. He then attacked against overwhelming odds, three 
hundred seventy-five soldiers against two to four thousand Indian warriors. Examination of 
the debris on the battlefield indicates the Indians had twenty-five different types of guns 
and rifles. It is not difficult to understand, therefore, why Custer lost. But why did he fight 
and why was he in such a hurry to fight? Gunter speculates that Custer had hopes of the 
Democratic nomination for president and gambled on a glorious and smashing victory over 
the hated Indians to catapult himself into the political limelight. He gambled and lost and 
so were also practically lost all of his troops. 

Reading time: 37 minutes. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
October 27, 1986 

President Prince presided. There were present 72 members and 2 guests. 

This was the anniversary meeting and, in keeping of the tradition of this 
meeting, the members appeared in black tie, tuxedo and even cummerbund. (Cummerbund! 
for years I thought that was a German secret society for the propagation of the race.) Mr. 
Robertson and his trustees, Giovanni and his staff all collaborated on a dinner which 
deserved banquet classification. But before we get to the comestibles, it should be reported 
that Ed Merkel, described by our president as our oldest living something or the other, 
offered a toast to our grand panandrum, the Wizard of As, who really is our oldest living 
member and whom Mr. Merkel described as a sixty-year member. Overcome by excitement, 
our president then proposed a toast to the twelve members of The Literary Club who 
attended the first meeting, so we toasted these ghostly forefathers. .BY now completely 
carried away, Mr. Prince then had us raise our glasses in appreciation of Giovanni and his 
staff. 

Lou Prince having finally sat down, the rest of us did too and attacked our 
banquet with what may accurately be described as gusto. After the repast, our senior 
honorary member, ex-president and historian, Eslie Asbury, talked to us about writing, 
speaking and anecdoting. First he told us that this was his sixty-second consecutive annual 
meeting. Mirable dictu. Then he told us that nearly all men think that they are good story 
tellers. Possibly one in two hundred is. As has some good advice for these amateur 
raconteurs: keep it short, keep it concise and, for heaven's sake, have your punch line 
memorized and make it short too. Prose should have rhythm. Speak out aggressively. Keep 
it simple. These are nuggets of wisdom. I can only add: speak your paper, do not read it. 

As then discussed the various reasons why aged types write their memoirs. The 
reasons vary and some are not commendable. For As, the reasons are satisfaction and 
pleasure, plus the need to keep competitive. Nonetheless, his current book will be his last, 
although that statement is not made under oath. 

Our president then embraced the lectern to confess to a recent nightmare. Lou 
finds himself the only member left in the Club one Monday evening after a meeting. The 
doorbell rings and Lou opens the door to see two jeans-clad, tennis shod, hirsute young 
persons, one of whom carried a notebook and the other a TV camera with floodlight which he 
promptly turned smack in Lou's face. The two visitors came quickly to the point: a TV news 
team they were and they wished to tape an interview with the president of The Literary 
Club during which he is to explain why The Literary Club has no female members. Lou's 
welcoming smile changed to a humorless rictus. He felt that a delayi~g act.ion. was in or~er 
and launched into some long sentences full of errant clauses and swaymg prmc1ples, the g1st 
of which was that he could not speak for the members. His interviewer then asked if he did 
not like women, that is, did he like only men. Lou, taken aback only momentarily, noticed 
that his interrogator was not a young man as he had assumed~ but had the fe~tures, all of 
them, of a woman. He parried her with the retort pregnant wh1ch was that he hked her very 
much and were he not of advanced years and benedict status, he would like to know her 
more inti~ately. Discomfitted and outwitted, the news team withdrew and Lou'~ nightmare 
ended. What a wonderful feeling it is to know that, for once, one has come up w1th the mot 
juste, the retort superbe, even if only in a dream. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
November 3, 1986 

President Prince presided. There were present 57 members and 4 guests. 

The members present observed a minute of silence in memory of Jim Coates 
whose death had occurred during the preceding week. 

The title to Bill Burleigh's paper was "Teacher" and it was all about Leo Strauss. 
Who? Bill answers this question with a question of his own. Who are the one or two 
intellectual superstars of this century? He answers his question, and also ours, by 
nominating Leo Strauss and identifying his nominee as a political philosopher and 
uncommonly influential teacher. Born in Hessen, Germany, just before the year 1900, and 
educated at Marburg, Hamburg, Freiburg and Berlin, he there developed the two consuming 
interests of his life: theology and politics or political philosophy. He spent the rest of his 
life trying to understand the ambiguity between them. 

Strauss moved to the United States in 1938 and soon joined the faculty at the 
University of Chicago, where he continually enhanced his reputation as a teacher until his 
retirement in 1968. He has been called, surely, the most learned man of our time in the 
great philosophical writings. For twenty years, students at the University of Chicago 
packed his classes. Personal contact with the teacher, his students said, was critical to the 
effect Strauss wanted to achieve, an influence his writings alone could not have had. The 
students thus seem to be in disagreement with the teacher who, in the opening sentence of 
Bill Burleigh's paper, is quoted as saying that only through their books can we encounter the 
greatest minds that ever lived. Well, I guess the students have been disagreeing with the 
teacher since the days of Socrates. 

So, what was this man teaching? He was teaching that Western civilization is in 
a crisis and the way out is to be found in the teachings of the philosophers of antiquity. 
There are deeper values than a belief in scientific knowledge and a belief in history. The 
ancients can shed light on the problems of the present. And Socrates can shed more light 
than anyone else. Many of us antiquarians would feel there is merit to this, but we would 
have some trouble with other of Strauss' theories, one of which was that great thinkers have 
tucked away hidden meanings between the lines of their writings, a variation on the secret 
ink caper. Also, Strauss was never able to face up to the hard question of whether man, in 
the last analysis, must rely on faith or reason. Nonetheless, Bill Burleigh feels that Strauss 
stands out as the teacher of this century. 

Reading time: 39 minutes. 

After the paper, the members approved in principle a joint meeting with the 
Indianapolis club next April. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
November 10, 1986 

President Prince presided. There were present 69 members and 1 guest. 

The president announced a gift by Bob Allen to the Club library of a copy of 
Murat Halstead's book, Story of Cuba, and noted that Mr. Halstead had been elected to Club 
membership in 1853. 

The paper, by Dick Hait, was entitled "Beautiful But Does It Have to Be So 
Complicated?" This was Dick Halt's maiden effort and, as is necessary with any first affair, 
one must be gentle. But what in the world would lead a fellow to write an entire paper 
about the greenfly nymph? He's bugs, I guess, or maybe some kind of nymphomaniac. Well, 
to be fair to Mr. Halt, the paper was really about the joys of fishing, although the greenfly 
nymph played the major role. 

Dick tells us the Latin name for the mayfly is ephemerella and ephemeral is the 
word for the life span of the little buggers. Life begins as eggs lurking under rocks and 
pebbles in a stream. In thirty days or so the eggs hatch and become nymphs, which hang 
around on the river bottom a year or more gathering strength for the jour de gloire. When 
the magic moment arrives, the nymphs rise to the surface and are transformed into flylike 
duns. The duns make a furious effort to dry their wings; take flight; seek a mate; find 
sexual satisfaction; and the male falls to the water exhausted. There he becomes what is 
known as a spinner and is easy prey for a fish. The female lays her eggs in the water where 
many of them sink to the bottom to start the life cycle over again. 

So much for the ephemerella. Dick Halt makes a big thing out of this bug's sex 
life, but I will bet he would not want to be one. It is pretty obvious, though, that he wants 
to be, and is, a fisherman, particularly a fisher of brown trout. He thinks fishing is the 
mostest, even better than baseball, and quotes Isaac Walton, Hemingway and other 
authorities in support of his belief. The communion with nature; the pitting of your skill 
against the fish; the healing effect of one's soul. AU of these aspects and more lead Dick to 
ascribe the adjective "beautiful" to fishing. Alas, however, over the centuries man has 
realized that the odds are with the fish so he has come up with all sorts of paraphernalia to 
overcome the monster: rods, reels, hooks, sinkers, creels, artificial lures and thousands of 
books on how to catch the things. And so Dick says, "The brown trout are beautiful and the 
sport is beautiful, but does it have to be so complicated?" Mr. Halt's writing style is vivid 
and refreshing. I think he has been reading a lot of Hemingway. 

Reading time: 30 minutes. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 



! • ' • \ 
·~ . 

' ' ' ' 
( I 

MINUTES OF MEETING 
November 17, 1986 

President Prince presided. There were present 43 members. 

Before the reading of the paper, the president announced that member Charles 
Carothers could not be present because he was elsewhere receiving the Corbett Award for 
service to the Playhouse in the Park. The president did not explain the absence of the other 
51 members. 

Vincent Aug's paper was titled "The Sphinx of France," the enigmatic name he 
gives to Nostradamus, the medieval prognosticator. At the outset, it should be statedthat 
making predictions is a chancy business, particularly when it involves the future. 
Nostradamus realized this, so his predictions are couched in obscure terminology, capable of 
being interpreted in various ways to fit various later events. But this does not mean that 
Nostradamus was a charlatan. Mr. Aug tells us that he phrased his predictions ob~curely to 
protect himself from ridicule and from prosecution by the church. He was born in Provence 
in 1.503; was well educated; became a famous physician; and then started a career of writing 
which made him even more famous. He began publishing an almanac, apparently much like 
today's Farmer's Almanac, which became so successful that he republished the same 
practically every year until his death. 

Then he got down to the serious business of writing his predictions which were in 
verses grouped into one hundred quatrains. Despite much derision, then and now, the 
prophecies have never gone out of print since first published over four hundred years ago. 
Like Jeanne Dixon, he was recognized in his lifetime as a talented predictor of 
contemporary events. His successes had the practical result of an appointment as court 
physician. Getting down to specifics, Nostradamus predicted the Great Fire in London; the 
flight and execution of Louis XVI and Marie Antoinette; the career of Napoleon; the 
execution of Charles I; the career of Hitler; and the abdication of Edward VIII. The 
prediction which may concern us the most is the one which states that in the year 1999 and 
seven months there will come from heaven the great King of Terror and World War III will 
be upon us with extensive use of nuclear, bacteriological and chemical weapons. This is only 
thirteen years in the future and a few of us expect to be around then. Perhaps we should 
drink now that very special wine which Woody Garber has been saving for the year 2000. 

Reading time: 39 minutes. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
November 24, 1986 

President Prince presided. There were present 58 members and .3 guests. 

It was budget time and Walter Farmer was the master of ceremonies. The first 
paper was untitled and unsigned, but I assume that it was by Walter, since the other two 
papers were by someone else. He would not put the burden of all three papers on other 
members, would he? For the sake of posterity, I am going to title the paper "How It Was 
Then." "Then" was, roughly, 1911 to 1925 in AJJiance, Ohio, and there were good things to 
eat then, mostly home-grown because household refrigeration was in its infancy. The 
produce was dried, canned, immersed in vinegar or lard, salt or sugar. Fruits, vegetables 
and nuts were stored in the root ceUar. In the cold room went the huge crock of apple cider 
with its "mother" who, being acidulous, was essential for the making of vinegar. Other large 
crocks were filled with eggs since the hens could not be induced to lay in the winter. When 
the cold weather came, it was time for the butchering. The meat was hung and the lard that 
was not used as a preservative or in cooking went into the making of soap. Then there were 
the picnics in the summer with that good, cold, fried chicken, potato salad and cake. When 
August came, it was time to make fruit cake, plum puddings and mince meat. These, of 
course, showed up on the table at Christmas time. All of this nostalgia about good food 
makes the author's saliva flow in remembrance. 

. The second paper was by a wine enthusiast and he was not Woody Garber. The 
author admits that wine enthusiasts can be terrible bores (perhaps as boring as punoholics). 
He blames Samuel Eliot Morrison for making him an addict and blames himself if he bores 
us. I do not think that he did, although he did get a little carried away when he idolized 
Dionysius and Bacchus and claimed that wine offers sensory and intellectual pleasures that 
no other beverage can provide. Continuing his decanting, he says wine demands our full 
attention -- we must observe the color, check out the legs, note the nose, does it speak or is 
it dumb, how does in finish. Goodness gracious, this stuff is anthropomorphic. Our author 
finishes up with some of his most satisfactory wine-tasting experiences and gives his highest 
accolade to port -- any port in any storm. Our author was Jim Bridgeland. 

The last paper was by Dan Walker, who describes the household in which he grew 
up and principaJJy the food consumed there and its preparation, since food and drink are the 
themes of these papers. The chief cook in Dan's household was his grandmother, whose 
repertory was fairly limited: New England boiled dinner, creamed salmon with peas, pot 
roast or baked beans with hot dogs. Her style was limited, too -- overcooked and glutinous. 
Her piece de resistance at lunchtime was a grilled cheese sandwich, the core of which was a 
great slab of unmelted Velveeta cheese set between two charred slices of bread. Dan was 
sort of hard on Grandma but at the end of his paper he gives her credit for good desserts 
and for a wonderful chee~e souffle, even though it was probably made with Velveeta cheese. 

Reading time: 45 minutes. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
December 1, 1986 

President Prince presided. There were present 40 members and 1 guest. 

The president reported a gift by Nelson Knaggs to the Club library of a copy of 
his book, Adventures in Man's First Plastic. 

The paper was by John Warrington, but was read by Bruce Petrie because the 
author was in absentia, or maybe it was South America. The title of the paper was 
"Reprise." The reader did not pronounce this word as I have always pronounced it and 
several of the members told me that the reader was correct, so I was relieved to find that 
both the Oxford English Dictionary and Webster's Second International give the 
pronunciation as "reprize." . 

Actually, the paper was more of a sequel than a repetition. It could be described 
as a travelogue or a war experience relation or both of the above. Nearly forty years ago 
John read a paper to the Club about his experiences with the American Field Service in 
Austria between VE Day and July of 1945. This paper continues the story and gets him back 
to the United States. John and his corps of ambulance drivers were ordered to Burma and 
the way to get there was through Naples. Naples is an interesting city and John had plenty 
of time to discover this as embarkation orders were quite slow in coming. After much silken 
dalliance, the group finally embarked on a Polish ship for Bombay. Contrary to current 
disparagement of the Poles, the ship was operated efficiently. More time was marked in 
Bombay, which John found to be a fascinating place. Life there gave little evidence that 
the world was still at war. Then came the events of Hiroshima and Nagasaki with the 
immediate result the orders to Burma were cancelled. Instead, the group was transferred to 
Hyderabad. Life there was comfortable, but again there was the recurring situation of just 
marking time. There was an opportunity to visit Delhi, with its two magnificent 
architectural wonders, the Red Fort and the Great Mosque. There was time and 
opportunity, also, to visit Agra, whose glory is, of course, the Taj Mahal. The group was 
then transferred to Rawalpindi, which is now in Pakistan. This gave John an opportunity to 
take a side trip, along with two Scots officers, to Strinagar in the Vale of Kasmir. Here the 
time was spent in living in a houseboat and going ashore for fishing, golf, tennis, horseback 
riding, picnicking and excursions with British nurses with the chance to kiss a pale hand or 
two beside the Shalimar. A further long delay occurred in Delhi, but finally John arrived 
back in the United States approximately three years to the day John left the country to join 
the American Field Service. 

Reading time: 32 minutes. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 



MINUTES OF MEETING 
December 8, 1986 

President Prince presided. There were present 44 members and 4 guests. 

An interesting paper was presented by Ethan Stanley under the title "The 
Mysterious Minority." This little-understood group call themselves "Rom." We call them 
gypsies because they claim to have originated in Little Egypt; sometimes they called it 
Lower Egypt. Actually, it seems that the Rom originated in Northern India and migrated 
west in the tenth century. Later a further migration from the Near East to Europe occurred 
in the fourteenth and fifteenth centuries. Finally, a third wave of migration came in the 
nineteenth and twentieth centuries from southeastern Europe to Canada, the United States, 
Central America and South America. In a sense, these gypsies have- always been migrating 
for the love of wandering is born into them and may be their most distinguishing 
characteristic. Perhaps not, for another characteristic -- that of refusing to be assimilated 
into the societies of their host countries -- has been both their strength and weakness. 
Their strength because it has maintained their family and tribal unity, as well as their 
customs. Their weakness because their refusal to conform to the customs, and indeed to the 
laws, of the community has resulted in much persecution over the centuries. 

Ethan describes the gypsy influence in the worlds of music and the dance. A 
number of major composers have looked to the gypsy style for inspiration on occasion. The 
folkways of the Rom have been a little gold mine for writers and Ethan quotes liberally from 
~orne of these works. 

Our author then discusses the gypsy funeral rites which echo prehistoric beliefs 
of other peoples in the custom of placing coins and wine in the grave so that the departed 
will have money and sustenance in the journey to the hereafter. There is a three-day period 
of mourning in the presence of the deceased. There is a great fest with no leftovers 
allowed, as that would be bad luck. Mourning clothes are worn by close relatives for a year. 
To most of us, however, the two best-known gypsy qualities are thievery and fortune telling. 
Although Ethan does not say so, the word "gyp," meaning "to cheat," comes from the name 
"gypsy." And I recall reading somewhere that a few of the more literate gypsies were 
publishing an ESP Almanac -- they called it "The Foresight Saga." 

Ethan ends his gypsy saga by telling us that the gypsies have no formal religion, 
but pay lip service to whatever form of religion is prevalent in the host country. This has 
certain advantages for he points out that in Constantinople the gypsy enjoys a three-day 
holiday weekend: a day off on Friday with the Moslems, Saturday w1th the Jews and Sunday 
with the Christians. 

Reading time: 38 minutes. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
December 1.5, 1986 

President Prince presided. There were present 64 members and 6 guests. 

Alan Vogeler read a memorial for Jim Coates. The secretary was instructed to 
see that it is included in the permanent records of the Club and that a copy is sent to Jim's 
family. 

Bruce Petrie presented to The Literary Club library a volume of the selected 
works of Robert Hilton entitled, "A Bright Memory." Despite the title, Mr. Hilton, nun 
danket alles unser Gott, is still with us. 

For some reason, whenever Lew Gatch has a paper there are a large number of 
guests. For his last paper it was a gaggle of Gatch relatives. This time Lew had to go 
farther afield for his guests-- it was more of a Gatch as Gatch can. 

The title of his opus was "Marriage Game in Big Sky Where I Became A Purist." 
This was another fishing paper, at least one of the paper's themes had to do with fishing. A 
parallel theme was an aging mountaineer's quest for a mate for his nineteen-year-old son. 
Don, the mountaineer, brought up Danny, his son, in the mountains and trained him to live off 
the land. The result was that the boy was more than half wild. As Danny reached -- and 
passed -- the age of puberty, certain biological urges became more extreme. In short, he 
needed a woman. So Don and Danny made plans to trap one. A logical conclusion, for these 
mountaineers. One afternoon by a remote mountain lakeside they spotted Kari Swenson, 
running in that thin atmosphere as training for the Olympics, and they trapped her. In time 
rescuers found the little group, but, in the rescue attempt, one of the rescuers was killed 
and Kari was wounded. Then began the most celebrated manhunt in Montana history. Days 
passed, then weeks, then months. Finally, after more than a year, the pair was captured and 
brought back across the Madison River to jail. It was this same Madison River and that 
same jewel of a lake high up in the mountains that Lew Gatch found himself fishing some 
time later. Lew's fishing theme has its drama also, for it was on this fishing trip that he 
finally graduated from a meat fisherman to a purist, i.e., from a live-bait to a dry-fly 
fisherman. The author skillfully interweaves the drama of his two stories. 

Reading time: 45 minutes. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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James 0. Coates 

James Otis Coates, a member of The Literary Club since 1977, 

died October 28, 1986, at Christ Hospital after a series of 

illnesses against which he fought until the very end. 

He had had an exemplary life and legal career. He was born in 

Cincinnati in 1914, graduated from Walnut Hills High School in 

1931, from Princeton University in 1935, and from· Harvard Law 

School in 1938·as a Doctor of Jurisprudence. He then became an 

associate in the law firm of Dinsmore, Shohl, Sawyer and Dinsmore 

(now Dinsmore & Shohl). He became a partner in 1946 upon his 
' return from active service in the United States Navy and practiced 

with the firm until his death. 

In 1943 he was granted a commission in the u.s. Naval Reserves 

and trained as an Air Combat Information officer at the u.s. Naval 

Air Station, Quonset Point, Rhode Island. After further training 

in the field he became a night fighter director to serve on Navy 

aircraft carriers in the Pacific and later aboard the Independence 

in the Indo-China theater. 

In his law practice his interests grew with the times and his 

cumulative experience. In his early legal years the consequences 

of the New Deal 1 s financial measures were winding through the 

courts, notably involving the Securities and Exchange Commission, 

the abandonment of the gold standard (especially the Gold Clause 

cases), and N.R.A. - in all of which Jim was de·eply involved. In 
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the late 1940's his practice was extended into general corporate 

matters, and in the 1950's when many u.s. firms were expanding 

into overseas markets, his legal acumen was enlisted by The 

Procter & Gamble Company, among others, in planning and executing 

such overseas moves. 
I 

His Literary Club papers reflected his life experiences. 

There were some navy service reminiscences and some accounts of 

overseas experiences. Especially interesting and witty was his 

last paper in December, 1984, entitled Foreign Language and the 

Law, describing some of the complexities and improbabilities 

resulting from efforts to negotiate and write agreements in 

technical fields, in two languages. The device is often used in 

foreign transac,tions where the parties on each side of a given 

negotiation are at home only in their own language and therefore 

agree to have all necessary documents written in both languages. 

It works to everybody's satisfaction until, just to be sure 

everything is clearly understood, a cross-translation check-up is 

suggested; that is the point at which, for example, the English 

version is translated into French by a new translator without 

access to the original French language version. Sparks fly, heads 

shake, eyebrows arch -and Jim added it to his paper. 

Only a few weeks before his death Jim was planning to complete 

and read his next scheduled paper for The Literary Club. We shall 

miss Jim's quiet warmth, his searching mind, and his quick sense 

of humor-. Our sympathy goes to his widow, Claire M. Coates, to 
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his children by his deceased first wife, sons James and Thomas 

Coates. and daughter Virginia Lee Denton, and to his stepchildren, 

Sally Minning and Thomas Roy. We share their sorrow. 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
December 22, 1986 

President Prince presided. There were present 51 members and 3 guests. 

This wa~ the holid~y celebration and, as members and guests arrived, they were 
greeted by the strams of mus1c created by a classical guitar and a flute. The flautist was 
female. Last year when this same egregious breach of the most important of the Club 
traditio~s was committed, the secretary tactfully commented. The trustees apparently do 
not cons1der tact to be legal tender, so the secretary wishes to say to them 

Ill fares that club, to hastening ills a prey, 
When female fluters accumulate and traditions decay. 

These same trustees then presented three papers, non~ of which had anything to 
do with Christmas or the holiday season. I guess there is very little left that can be said 
about Christmas. Herb Curry read a paper about the Santa Fe Opera and its creator, John 
O'Hea Crosby. Herb's remarks about Mr. Crosby were highly complimentary and his 
comments on the birth, growth and present status of the opera verged on the ecstatic. He 
structured his paper as a comparison between the Santa Fe and Cincinnati operas and the 
two communities. Cincinnati came off quite badly, much to the irritation of certain of our 
members who have had some responsibility for our opera and for our community. The rest 
of us were left wondering what a compramario is. 

The second paper was by Charles Robertson and was about "Fences," specifically 
a backyard fence between his property and his neighbor's. Charles protests that he does not 
like fences, but when one's neighbor starts planting trees and shrubs on the wrong side of the 
property line and ignores requests to cease and desist, what can a fellow do but put up a 
fence? Charles concludes his paper with the rather curious sentiment he hopes this fence 
will help make us all better neighbors. 

Dick Vilter's favorite topic is Daniel Drake and he takes another gander at Drake 
in the third paper of the evening, which was a review of Drake's "Treatise on the Principal 
Diseases of the Interior Valley of North America," which was published in two extremely 
lengthy volumes. Much of the eight hundred seventy-eight pages of Volume One are devoted 
to Autumnal Fever, which, I take it, is malaria. Volume Two is posthumous and suffers from 
a lack of vigor. Dick emphasizes the amazing versatility of Drake, as a noted practicing 
physician and teacher, as a geographer, botanist, explorer and historian. So much for Daniel 
Drake until Dick Vilter's next paper. 

Reading time for the three papers: 40 minutes. 

Popagena then returned with her accompanist. It must be admitted that she was 
very good, but there are male flutists available: James Galway, Jean Pierre. 

We then sang some carols and Bob Kalthoff was very sharp as our Kappelmeister. 
To even things up, most of the rest of us were very flat. 

This concluded the holiday celebration except to report that Mr. Garber insisted 
that Mr. Prince request the members to be abstemious with the turkey, which had the result 
that many members went home without staying for the turkey and there was turkey left 
over. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
December 29, 1986 

President Prince presided. There were present 43 members and 1 guest • 

. . . It was bu~get night again and Yeatman Anderson had the seat -- literally -- of 
respons1b1hty. The f1rst paper, named "The Year of Three Christmases" was by the reader 
who is to be commended for a subject appropriate for the season. It ~eems that Yeatma~ 
was young once ~nd had the .gross misfortune to come down with scarlet fever a couple of 
days before Chnstmas. Th1s not only was an unwelcome surprise Christmas present for 
Y~atm.an, but it was equally. ~nattracti~e for his family, because the house was quarantined. 
D1~ th1s cancel out the trad1t1onal Christmas celebration for the Anderson family? Not a bit 
of 1t. When Yeatman awoke on Christmas morning, the tree was in his room and so were the 
presents. That was Christmas number one and Christmas number two came several weeks 
later when the quarantine was lifted and the family went off to Grandmother's house for a 
reprise. Then the family moved to Cincinnati. Bad things happened in Cincinnati and, come 
December, most of the family was in bed. Nonetheless, by Christmas day some family 
members were ambulatory and those who were not were carried down to breakfast and the 
Christmas festivities. So ended Yeatman's year of the three Christmases, although it does 
seem to me that this year had an extra day in it. 

The second paper was advertised as a "Brief Consideration of Ethics" and was by 
Bill Beckett. This was another paper on "brotherhood," proving that Chuck Judd has not 
preempted the field. To primitive man, concern for others was literally brotherhood, that 
is, it was limited to his brother, his family or clan. The ethical idea of responsibility for any 
others had to be developed. Bill traces (attempts to) its origins and finds examples in the 
precepts of Chinese philosophers as early as the seventh century B.C.; in the proclamations 
of the Israelite prophets in the eighth century B.C.; and then it became an integral part of 
Christian teaching. Other cultures, such as the ancient Persian and Greek, had trouble with 
the concept because, in their view, certain peoples were beyond the pale and, therefore, not 
entitled to any consideration. Coming down to modern times, if it is agreed that compassion 
for one's fellow man is the very cornerstone of our ethical structure (which is Mr. Beckett's 
postulation), then various problems arise in trying to lay the cornerstone. Does this doctrine 
mean noninjury to any living thing? If so, the handicap to our very survival is obvious. Shall 
we sell all we have and give to the poor? That would seem to ensure that the poor we shall 
always have with us. In trying to help our neighbor, how do we avoid further harm because 
we are not capable of proper diagnosis and treatment? Bill recognizes the problems but still 
hopes that men of the future will have both compassion and good judgment. A very 
thoughtful paper, but a wee bit lengthy for a budget. 

The last paper was by Dan Walker and was all about "Good King Wenceslaus." I 
always did want to know more about his majesty. I thought that he was Polish, but Dan says 
that he was Bohemian and was not a king but a duke. Furthermore, he had a bloody stage on 
which to act out his role. His mother murdered his grandmother and his brother murdered 
him. He only ruled for seven years and died when he w~s :w~nty-nine years of age. Du~ing 
those seven years, however, he did much to spread Chnst1an1ty among the a~ty Bohe~ruans 
and, after his death, miracles took place at his tomb. The other ~heme of th1s paper ~s .the 
story of the Christmas carol about Wenceslaus. The current Iynes were not the or1gmal 
lyrics for this melody. Dan closes by giving ~s th~ original lyrics and I. am te~pted to close 
my minutes by giving you Pogo's version of th1s dehghtful carol, but I will refram. 

Reading time: 53 minutes. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
January 5, 1987 

President Prince presided. There were present 54 members and 6 guests. 

All you geezers out there! Rouse from your dozings, cup your hands to your ears 
and listen to these minutes carefully. John Macleod had the paper for this evening and he 
had words of great encouragement for you. The name of his paper was "From Golden Boys 
to Golden Buckeyes or The Era of the Geezer." His theme is simHar to one Bill Sullivan 
went all out for in his paper a couple of years ago, to wit: old age is an opportunity for 
much accomplishment and much enjoyment without the stress of earlier years. This attitude 
contrasts with that of our doyen, Az, who likes to talk about the more noxious aspects of old 
age. John and Bill would have you believe that "when it says empty, there are always a 
couple of gallons left." Personally, I like some of George Burns' definitions of old age, such 
as, "old age is when you stoop to tie your shoelaces and then you say to yourself, 'now what 
else can I do now that I am down here"' -- or "old age is when everybody goes to your 
birthday party and huddles around the cake just to keep warm." 

But I digress. John Macleod flatters us by claiming that Literary Club members 
are men of accomplishment -- golden boys -- who now have reached the Golden Buckeye 
age. At least two thirds of us have reached that age. We have a choice: to regard the 
senior years as those of declining resources or as those offering special and selective 
opportunities. For guidance in making this choice, John turns to writers of the past to see 
how they regarded the more aged members of their society. Shakespeare he finds not very 
sympathetic, perhaps because he ceased writing at age forty-seven. Cicero, in his famous 
essay on the subject, has lots of nice things to say about old age and advises us to arm 
ourselves with culture and the active exercise of the virtues such as reading, learning and 
the use of the depth and breadth of knowledge. John, now that he has become a Golden 
Buckeye, lines up solidly with Cicero rather than Shakespeare and cites several modern 
writers who reassure him that good things still lie ahead. Furthermore, as The Macleod 
looks around at the Golden Boys of The Literary Club, they appear to him as old chaps 
primed for a good time and some learning and, because they are Golden Boys, they are 
better equipped than other geezers to make the most of these golden years. This paper, 
having flattered everyone in the Club over sixty, met with universal approval as it was later 
discussed over lager and cheese. As Cicero (that old windbag) did not say, quid plura? "Why 
say more?" 

Reading time: 40 minutes. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
January 12, 1987 

President Prince presided. There were present 56 members and 1 guest. 

In the spring of 1985, King Hussein of Jordan proposed a peace plan for the 
embat~led Near East. ~ &roup of. American peaceniks, strong believers in the adage that 
truce Is better than fnction, decided to seek interviews with Near Eastern leaders in an 
attempt to find out. whether Hussein's proposal had any possibility of success. This group, 
under the sponsorship of the American Friends Service Committee, included Literary Club 
member Eugene Mihaly. Sam Pogue, at the time desperate for a subject for his next 
Literary Club paper, conned Mihaly into letting him join the group. So that is how on this 
Monday evening our members heard a fascinating paper titled "The Beard of the Prophet" by 
Samuel F. Pogue. 

Messrs. Mihaly, Pogue and friends flew to Jordan where they made their 
headquarters at the Amman Training Hotel and got their first experience of exotic Eastern 
customs when they were awakened at three thirty on the first morning by the wailing din of 
the Moslem call to prayer. 

Their first interview was with the Jordanian Minister of Information, who 
solemnly advised them that the Palestinians had become moderates under Arafat and were 
committed to peace, not force. The party was then briefed by aides to the United States 
ambassador. Sam was impressed by their intelligence and grasp of the problems. The next 
interview was with PLO's Deputy Chairman for Military Affairs, who claimed that Israel had 
no future and would be wiped out by Arab population growth alone. There followed an 
interview with the Crown Prince of Jordan, who stated that Jordan is the only one of the 
Arab states that has the courage to try to solve the problems of the area peacefully. Then 
it was off to Jerusalem and a series of briefings by political figures, university professors, 
private citizens and directors of think tanks -- a war of words, feud for thought. Sam was 
impressed by Abba Eban, who spoke with great elegance and clarity and emphasized that 
Israel must talk to the PLO. The next day the party flew to Cairo on Air Sinai, which Sam 
describes as one of the world's least impressive airlines. While aloft all he could think of 
was faith, hope and gravity. In Cairo, the group had interviews with a number of Egyptian 
officials, but probably the most informative talk was with a university professor who had 
been a close personal friend of and advisor to Anwar Sadat. Then the party returned to 
Amman for the piece de resistance of the trip: an interview with Vasser Arafat himself, 
who said that the PLO is stronger than ever but that peace is its priority. He also said that 
he is no more of a terrorist than Charles De Gaulle or George Washington (Vasser, Mr. 
Arafat. Right on). Despite such nonsense, Sam Pogue came home convinced that the 
Palestinians will continue to swear by the scraggly beard of the prophet Arafat. 

Reading time: 47 minutes. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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.,. MINUTES OF MEETING 
January 19, 1986 

Vice President Peck presided. There were present 48 members and 3 guests. 

The paper for the evening was by our poet in residence, Norman Levy. It is nice 
to have poets, short-story writers, playwrights to leaven our weekly bread of essays. These 
compositions take courage, of course, but the results can be quite rewarding, as in the 
instant case. The title of Mr. Levy's paper was "Brooklyn Memories." 

Norman was in Manila one day and passed a trolley-car graveyard. He was 
somewhat surprised to see that the trolleys were from Brooklyn. One still retained its Court 
Street placard. The event triggered his recollection of scenes of fifty years earlier when 
Norman was a lad of six growing up in Brooklyn. (John MacLeod should take note that these 
figures do not qualify Mr. Levy as a geezer.) Those fifty-year encrusted scenes were the 
butcher's shop where the butcher's practiced hand with one quick slice could cut the meat so 
that it measured exactly one pound on the scale; the real estate office with its grim-faced 
occupants and heavy oak railing barring admittance to six year olds and other undesirables; 
the pasta store cranking out endless linguini, fettucini, lasagna and pastini (how many of you 
know what pastini is?); the flower shoppe with its "Do Not Touch" signs, no more a place for 
a child than the real estate office; the wine store where there was really nothing to love for 
a six year old; the bread store carrying its warm, yeasty, perfumed aura into the clear 
morning air; the candy and cigar store maintaining an uneasy truce between the nicotine 
smell of cigars and the pungence of root-beer-barrel candy; and the paint store with its 
magic of color. 

Then there was the recollection of the year of the great snow storm when even 
the trolley cars stopped in their tracks and the snow covered everything, obliterating man's 
carefully created lines of demarcation. Well, my goodness, the author made Brooklyn seem 
like Peoria or Richmond or Cincinnati fifty years ago and brought back long-buried 
recollections to many of us. Only so eloquent a pen as Norman's, and a memory capable of 
such total recall, could have made these recollections so vivid. Perhaps the rest of us had 
better stick to essays. 

Reading time: 31 minutes. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 



MINUTES OF MEETING 
January 26, 1987 

Vice President Peck presided. There were present 38 members. 

. The budg~t for the evening was assembled by Robert Galbraith, but read by 
Frank Davis. ~he first paper was by Marc Routt, who made a trip some time ago to 
Germ~ny, Austna and Hungary. T~e first part of the trip was delightful. The scenery was 
beautiful and the people were gracious. Marc's mood began to change when in Vienna the 
travel agen! said that .he would have to surrender his passport to a Hunga;ian officiai for 
two days prior to crossmg the border. Terrible things can happen to a foreigner without a 
passport, even in Alt Wien. But nothing did and Marc and his wife boarded the tour bus for 
the drive to the border. Ah, the border. That is when the real malaise set in, or perhaps it 
was "angst," since they were still in Austria. All that barbed wire with watch towers at 
quarter mile intervals, and then the road from the check point to the parking lot was lined 
with soldiers and carrying machine guns, pistols and carbines. This was a cold, alien country 
and Marc felt that his affairs were no longer his to control. In the event, nothing untoward 
happened, but Marc cannot forget his vivid experience of the contrast between freedom and 
regimentation. 

The second paper was by Mr. Galbraith. No sooner had the secretary suggested 
that we need more poetry in our papers than Bob Galbraith turns up with a paper entitled 
"Poems Written for Various Occasions." The first poem was about Scotland and ended up 
with a plea to recall the days of Scotland's might when northern clans went out to fight and 
then returned to the hall to hear a Highland maid sing their proud anthem, "Scotland the 
Brave." I assume Bob will be as shocked as I was to learn that "Scotland the Brave" was 
written as recently as 1920. Other poems had as their subjects Glendale friends. The poet's 
epilogue admits that his muse produces only doggerel, but we should admit it has a certain 
charm. 

The last paper was by the reader, who called it "The Chicken Little Syndrome." 
Frank begins by saying that syndrome is a technical term and has, for much too long now, 
been widely misused. Amen. He then tells us that Chicken Little is also misused. It is 
Henny Penny you fellows mean you talk about this -- ugh -- syndrome. So what is it? 
Primarily it is an obtuse refusal to examine carefully a factual situation, followed by a 
compulsion to extrapolate sweeping conclusions from inadequate observations. This leads to 
an obsessive pessimism causing instant terror of the new and unfamiliar. This is followed by 
an exhibitionist bent, requiring the broadcast of the bad news. That is Chicken Little. I am 
sorry, that is Henny Penny. Frank then gives modern examples of this condition: the UFO 
sighters, the atom fearers, the asbestos shiverers, the radon tremblers, all of whom want the 
king to "do something" right now. These people can find something rotten, not only in 
Denmark, but in Norway, Sweden, Holland, Belgium •. Well, there are l.ots of ~ther pan~c 
items but Frank points out to all you Henny Penmes that a zero-nsk environment IS 

impos~ible and instead of trying to ban everything that might cause harm, we should 
concentrate on'reasonable control and management of these perceived risks. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
February 2, 1987 

President Prince presided. There were present 51 members and 6 guests. 

· After the reading of the paper, one me~ber was overheard to say, "Wasn't that 
the greatest paper you ever heard? What was it all about?" Well, the only reason there 
should be any doubt as to what the paper was about was that the author shifted his 
conclusions and perhaps that is why he titled it "Bringing Home the Herring." The author, 
Charles H. Long, began his paper by having Moses, in verse, reflect on the turmoils of his 
long life, as he sat by the riverside, and conclude that he was now content to have others 
take up the struggle. Reflecting on struggle, our author concludes that it is a necessary part 
of life. Struggle and strife keeps man alive and productive. Charles is reinforced in this 
conclusion by remembering how the captured herring, dying close packed in a barrel, come 
quickly to life and vigor when a mackerel is thrown in the barrel. National identity seems to 
require national enemies. The Reds need to hate the Dodgers. The cowboys need the 
Indians. 

Ah, but then Father Long, having made his argument quite convincingly (to me, 
at least), that conflict, even war, is necessary, proceeds, like a college debater, to take the 
other side. He now claims that, for every instance of continued warfare among the nations, 
there are other instances of former foes becoming allies. Civilizations rise and fall and, 
with the fall, conflict disappears. Reconciliations can and do occur. One not only should, 
but can, love one's enemies, as Jesus taught. Feudalism can give way to nationhood with 
less parochial viewpoints and, therefore, less causes for violence. (That is why Ivanhoe has 
been banned -- too much Saxon violence.) And nationalism can give way to internationalism 
and the general welfare of humanity. We must and can distinguish between the real 
mackerel and the red herring. To illustrate this conclusion, Charles tells the story of his old 
American Indian friend whose philosophy is that everything in the world is alive and all 
living things are one family. To keep things alive and working is his goal and now, at the end 
of his life, he has control of himself, his tools and his environment and is at peace with all 
his world. Well, our author has convinced me that peace and the cessation of struggle is not 
only desirable, but obtainable. But then, previously, he had convinced me that, if we do not 
struggle, we die. I feel that I have been manipulated by a master. 

Reading time: 37 minutes. 

After the paper, George Gibson Carey was elected to membership. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
February 9, 1987 

If I said that the evening paper was a vesper paper, I would be redundant, so I 
will not say so. The title of the paper was "Duck Song" which, as we all know, is quackery 
and, in this paper, Dr. Vesper gave us a well-researched exposition, perhaps even a textbook, 
of the development of quackery down through the ages. He begins by defining a quack as an 
ignorant pretender to medical or surgical skill. Thus, the quack is a practitioner of 
conscious deception. Our author finds the origins of quackery in early religion. Herbal 
cures had to be supplemented by incantations. In Egypt, the magical aid to health was the 
amulet. What is an amulet? Oh, it is something like the copper bracelet your friends wear 
to get rid of tennis elbow. In the second century B.C., treacle came into vogue as an 
antidote to all poisons. In the Dark Ages, the church gave its blessing to the signature 
theory, i.e., that God had put his signature on all healing plants and so, for example, the 
liver-shaped leaf of the liverwort would heal liver ailments. Then came the shrine cures, 
based on the supposition that holy relics had supernatural healing powers. The alchemists, 
known to us chiefly for their efforts to turn baser metals into gold, also got into the healing 
business. Then developed the theory of the four humours with echoes in today's language 
usage of such words as phlegmatic and bilious. I do not know that I agree with John Vesper 
that all of the religious faith healers and the believers in imbalance of the humours as the 
causes of disease fall within the definition of conscious practitioners of deception, but then 
every man in his humour. 

John points out that quackery has continued its charlatanry into the twentieth 
century. He gives homeopathy as one example and electrical therapy as another. But by far 
the biggest quackery bonanza has been found in patent medicine, from Lydia Pinkham's Pink 
Pills to Hadacol. This is why, despite the efforts of organized medicine and government to 
put a stop to it, quackery continues on. Let us not duck the issue. There can be big money 
in it. One man's quack is another man's golden goose. 

It seems to be agreed that the prince of quacks was Paracelsus, who rose from 
obscurity to nobility through quackery. Was it at his death some poet said, "There quacks a 
noble heart. Good night, sweet peince"? 

An interesting subject and a well-written paper, but reading time:· 54 minutes. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
February 16, 1987 

The pap~r for the evening was given by our esteemed clerk, Thomas S. Gephardt. 
It was all about Anans. Not the Indo-Europeans that Adolph Schickelgruber so vociferously 
claimed as his ancestors. These Arians were the followers of a fourth-century Christian 
priest in Libya named Arius. I do not know why the accent changed when the proper noun 
became a descriptive noun. You will have to ask Tom. At any rate, the story of Arius and 
his Arian followers is a story of a deep schism in the early Christian church. Arius was born 
around 280 and he died in 336 A.D. and in the intervening years he caused a Jot of trouble. 
The doctrine of the Trinity is at the heart of Christian belief. Yet it is an extraordinarily 
difficult concept. How can three things be one thing? Arius could not believe this, so he 
taught that the Father and the Son were not one, but were separate and distinct. Arius 
preached in a fashionable suburb of Alexandria and his adherents were persons of substance 
and influence. This is undoubtedly one reason why his heresy was allowed to go unchecked in 
the beginning. Because it was not officially condemned, it was relatively free to spread 
widely and spread it did, destroying the harmony that should have existed in the church. In 
time leadership of the opposing forces was assumed by A thanasius, Bishop of Alexandria. 
Not one to call a spade an implement for digging, A thanasius told the Arians that they were 
no longer Christians. The emperor at the time was Constantine and he, noted liberal that he 
was, said that the matter should be decided democratically. He called a council of the 
church bishops to meet at Nicaea. There the famous Nicene Creed was adopted, one phrase 
of which says that the Son is of one substance with the Father. In Greek, the phrase "of one 
substance" is "homo-ousion." The Arians decided on a little judicious editing of the creed 
and they added the letter "iota" to this phrase, so that, when they used the creed, they said 
"homoi-ousion," meaning "of similar substance." The opposition cried "foul," but 
Constantine and succeeding emperors sided with the Arians, being tired of the squabble, as 
they felt it to be. 

The little iota, however, was of crucial importance to church leaders and the 
church remained in turmoil for another fifty years, with the outcome in doubt. Well, you 
know who eventually won, but the last vestiges of Arianism did not die out until the end of 
the seventh century. Tom Gephardt wonders, though, what the shape of the church and of 
civilization itself might be today if this little iota, which split the world in its time, had 
lasted. I do not need to tell you what his conclusion is. 

Reading time: 40 minutes. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
February 23, 1987 

President Prince presided. There were present 54 members and 3 guests. 

This was budget night and the assembler of the papers was a firm believer in the 
adage "if you are feeling peckish, the best medicine is laughter." Accordingly, the three 
papers had to do with humorous incidents in the fields of Jaw, medicine and the press. John 
Weld also believes that "he who laughs, lasts" and so he gave this title to the first paper, 
which related a series of droJJ events featuring colorful lawyers at the local bar some 
decades ago. To everyone in the audience the anecdotes were hilarious, but to the lawyers 
present they brought back a tide of memories of these characters, some of whom were 
harmless enough, I guess, but others were completely untrustworthy. John Peck, who loves a 
good story, had a great time roJJing out these anecdotes. I wonder how he was able to 
remember aJJ of them. 

The second paper was written by Stanley Troup and had as its theme the humor 
that physicians find in their practices. Most of this humor seems to be generated by 
patients and this is quite satisfactory to Dr. Troup, who prefers the physician to be in a 
one-up position until they are out in practice and this thought Jed Stan into some 
reminiscences of his days in medical school. 

It was then Bill Burleigh's turn to try to dredge up some newspaper humor. He 
began his remarks by admitting that many people find the phrase "newspaper humor" an 
exceJJent example of an oxymoron. He continues on the defensive by admitting that the 
public finds little of good humor about the media and quotes Sir Walter Scott that a career 
with a newspaper would be a disgrace and a degredation to any man. I was sorry to hear 
this, as I am an admirer of Scott and know that he contributed frequenly to the Edinburgh 
Magazine and the Edinburgh Review. Scott must have drawn a fine line between magazines 
and newspapers. BiJJ Burleigh then proceeded to rattle off a series of newspaper headlines 
which were classics of unintended humor, beginning with "Beauty Unveils Bust at Ceremony" 
and ending with "Mayor Tires of Public Affairs." 

WeJJ, it was great to have an entire budget devoted to humor. I would like to see 
all budgets so dedicated, but I guess that is as unlikely as Imelda Marcos being found in a 
shoe repair shop. 

Reading time, including laughter: 45 minutes. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
March 2, 1987 

President Prince presided. There were present 47 members and 1 guest. 

Around 1330, the Italian poet, Petrarch, immortalized a woman named Laura 
with the odes and sonnets he addressed to her. Laura became a symbol of the ideal, the 
perfect woman. If Laura was a real person, Petrarch undoubtedly wrote letters to her and 
those letters would have been very tender and very moving. Just such a letter was written 
by Holden Wilson to his Laura, who is his daughter and clearly an object of his deep 
affection. Holden very generously made us privy to this letter on Monday evening, March 2, 
by reading the letter instead of the paper he was supposed to write. I do not know that this 
violates any Club rule, but I imagine Laura will be quite upset if she hears about it. 

Laura is now at an eastern college -- a small one, but there are those who love 
it. Holden writes to her about her activities there and this starts him to reminiscing about 
Laura's days at College Preparatory School, principally the soccer activity. Back in 1977, 
Holden was conned into coaching a soccer team of nine and ten year olds at the Doherty 
School. This team did not seem to have included Laura, but it did include a notable little 
boy named Gus. Gus was late for practice the first day Holden was in charge and Holden 
laid it to him, only to learn later that Gus had to walk six and a half miles to the practice 
field because he did not have car fare. In the beginning Gus was very willing and not very 
able, but his ability waxed quickly and so did his size. Gus started dropping in at the Wilson 
home after school and then later on Monday nights before scout meetings. Gus became a 
senior patrol leader and a baseball and football star. He wanted to go to college, but had a 
real struggle as his father was a no-name; his mother was a no-good; and he lived with his 
great auntie, who had no money. Nonetheless, Gus found two jobs and saved every dollar he 
could for his college tuition. Gus was admitted to a southern school and left town proudly, 
only to call Holden two days later. He was in deep trouble, for his mother had embezzled 
his tuition money. Holden went to bat for him and Gus has justified Holden's confidence. 
He has made the football team and, more importantly, the dean's list, and Gus promises that 
some day he will be "awesome." 

Well, I guess this really was a paper after all. The letter to Laura was merely a 
pretext to introduce Gus and Gus was quite a subject for a paper. 

Reading time: 43 minutes. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
March 9, 1987 

President Prince presided. There were present 52 members and 2 guests. 

The president announced a joint meeting with the Indianapolis Literary Club to 
be held April 24 at the Sherman House in BatesviJJe. 

John Tew read a paper about early agricultural activities in the Ohio vaJJey. By 
early he meant real early, maybe ten thousand years ago. A MadisonviJJe physician named 
Metz claimed to have discovered artifacts in his neighborhood, establishing that man Jived in 
this area in pre-glacial times. This startled me, as I knew that Scotland was uninhabited 
before the Ice Age, so clearly the Ohio valley could not have been inhabited then. Dr. Tew 
cleared this up by pointing out that Dr. Metz was wrong and the first inhabitants of the area 
were the Paleo Indians, who came in after the glaciers had left, which was very smart of 
them. They were hunters and fishers, but in time began to cultivate the ground with 
rudimentary tools during the Archaic Age (8000 to 1000 B.C.). Then followed the Woodland 
Phase (1000 B.C. to 1000 A.D.). The people inhabiting the Ohio valley during this period 
were known as the Mound Builders. During the years from 1000 B.C. to 100 A.D., they were 
also known as the Adena Indians, and from 200 to 450 A.D., as the Hopewell People. Then 
we come to the so-caJJed Fort Ancient People, whom John Tew postulates as direct 
descendants of those Paleo Indians who hunted mastdadons in the MadisonviJJe area ten 
thousand years ago. He claims more than that for them, however. He says they were the 
first and last native farmers of Ohio. He also says that they practiced astronomy to assist 
them in their agricultural pursuits and this gives rise to the title of his paper, "Astronomical 
Sightings by the First Farmers of America." As proof of their astronomical talents, John 
cites the Kern Effigy, known as the Sun Serpent, located on a bank of the Little Miami River 
just below the Fort Ancient escarpment. This stone effigy of a serpent seems to have been 
built about 1200 A.D. It was used, it is believed, to determine the summer solstice and 
other dates important for agricultural and ceremonial purposes. 

John tells a "little-known" story about a "brachiocephalic" priest standing on the 
lookout at Fort Ancient at sunrise in 1201 A.D. and watching the sun's rays strike the 
gnomon pole and run a shadow slowly down the length of the serpent effigy. This having 
occurred, the priest is confident that the seasons will progress in. their a~pointed order for 
another three hundred sixty-five days. Little-known story? Brach1ocephallc? 

Well, why did this civilization die? J?hn concludes that t.he people becar_ne too 
proficient as farmers· became the envy of the1r less-advanced ne1ghbors; and falled to 
maintain the stamina ~nd skiJJs needed to resist the covetousness of outsiders. 

Reading time: 40 minutes. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
March 16, 1987 

President Prince presided. There were present 53 members and 3 guests. 

On the morrow it was to be not only St. Patrick's Day, but also Victor Reichert's 
birthday and due recognition was given to this latter happy occasion. 

The paper for the evening was by Marc Routt and was about a great American 
poet, Frederick Ogden Nash. There have been other comparable American versifiers -
Phyllis. McGinley, Gelett Burgess, Dorothy Parker, Richard Armour -- but simile none est 
idem and surely Ogden Nash must be given the first ranking. He is, of course, best 
remembered for his classic "candy is dandy, but liquor is quicker" or, as the Romans would 
have said, "Sacrum est gratum sed liquor celeritor." It might interest Cincinnatians to know 
that a couple of Xavier students have published a translation into Latin of most of Nash's 
poems. 

Marc Routt wants us to know that Nash was not just a humorous versifier, but 
was a very literate man with a staggering breadth of references and literary allusions. His 
verse output was staggering, too. A listing of the titles to his poems runs into one hundred 
thirty-nine pages. Too bad that so much knowledge and ability was wasted on light verse, 
you say? Well, he also wrote musicals, plays, short stories and other opera, much of it in 
collaboration with such well-known writers as Christopher Morley and P. G. Wodehouse. 

Ogden Nash took a consistently amused and bemused look at the world around 
him and his rhymes of seeming nonsense, on analysis, often contained much good sense. 
Marc quotes at some length from Nash's verse to prove this point. Financial adversity 
permitted Nash only one year of college education, but he was widely read and with 
particular emphasis on history, English and Latin, especially the last. How appropriate, 
then, to have his works translated into that ancient language. 

We are indebted to Marc Routt for recalling to us so much of this incomparable 
Ogden Nashery. Marc has inspired me to end these minutes with the following: 

You may think that all this Nashery 
Is naught but mishmashery 
But he is a worthy crafter 
Who can create a world of laughter. 

Reading time: 40 minutes. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
March 23, 1987 

President Prince presided. There were present 65 members and 4 guests. 

Bruce Petrie had the paper and some were concerned that it might be a sequel to 
his. sequel to ~is paper on bastards, but it turned out to be a sequel to his paper on Mihaly. 
T~1s w~s ~ g1ant step forward. Bruce remembers with unease a paper in which Eugene 
M1haly ms1sted that a person can be and cannot be at the same time. (In an earlier paper 
Bru~e had ~e~embered Mihaly's motion.) This simultaneous beingness and nonbeingness, 
havmg a rehg1ous context, left Bruce on uncomfortable terrain and, as an antidote, he took 
to reading slick paper magazines featuring thinly clad and even unclad damsels. That is one 
of the serious troubles with our society -- nudity is now accepted everywhere and practiced 
everywhere except possibly by female accordionists. Some of you may recall the recent 
popular novel about a nudist beach -- Brazen in the Sun. 

While titillating himself with this salacious material~ Bruce noted the 
well-known advertisement, "What Kind of Man Drinks Dewars?" featuring an obviously 
elegant gentleman dressed in casual but equally obviously expensive clothes and lounging in 
an exquisite setting. Suddenly it occurred to Bruce that there was modern man solving the 
Mihalyan paradox of "to be and not to be." The Dewars' exemplar is saying, "I am 
conforming to what God expects of every affluent, good-looking, energetic male; there is 
nothing unusual about me; I drink Dewars." No, this could not be. A whiskey distillery in 
Scotland could not reveal ultimate truth. So Bruce sought revelation in Sartre, but found in 
Jean Paul nothing but cognitive contortion. Discouraged, he once again looked for ultimate 
truth in the Dewars' man and decided on a private research project. He consulted Giovanni 
as to the Club's principal Dewars' drinkers and learned, from the steward's guarded response, 
that they are, in terms of quantity of consumption, in the following order: the doctors, the 
academics, the businessmen, the clergy, the news purveyors and the lawyers. Examining 
each of these groups in turn, Bruce found definite "to be" and "not to be" characteristics in 
each of them, except the lawyers, who seemed to have only a "not to be" side. But this one 
exception made his research in vain. He could not claim to have found a correlation 
between the Dewars' advertisement and the Mihaly theorem. What kind of man could have 
imagined that such slick paper methods could supplant honest scholarship? This was the 
title of the paper and the answer is, I guess, the man who could write such a delightfully 
humorous and clever paper as this. 

Reading time: 45 minutes. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
March 30, 1987 

President Prince presided. There were present 18 members and 4 guests (heavy 

Ed Merkel had the budget for the evening, which consisted of two papers by the 
reader, one longer, one shorter. The longer one began with a verbal rorschach, which I did 
not really understand. The subject of the paper, the author said, was the nature of reality. 
Well, reality is reality, is it not? But then Ed's point became clear that reality is so often 
obfuscated by explanations, justifications, comments and criticisms that it becomes difficult 
to identify. He looks at organized society over the past two hundred years and sees two 
basic elements: the government and the economy. During this period the economy was 
permitted to develop independently of the government and this was a genuine revolution. 
Economics, with its cold-eyed offspring, accounting (what a wonderful line that was) 
became a separate discipline in its own right. But government still had to provide the 
setting in which economic freedom could flourish. For example, anti-monopoly laws. 
Eventually, the economies of the Western world became industrialized and created what 
came to be called "capitalism." There followed a slow but pervasive change in the role of 
government from the provider of the setting for economic freedom to the regulator of the 
quality of life for its citizens. The result is rule by an ever-increasing bureaucracy and a 
corresponding dimunition of the economic freedom that was so welcomed two hundred years 
ago. Ed finds that there is now a startling similarity between Russian bureaucracy and that 
of the Western world and he asks, "What Is Really Going on Here?" and makes that question 
the title of his paper. You may not agree with his premises or his c<mclusions, but 
remember that we do not all see the same thing in a Rorschach blot. 

The shorter paper was a little homily on how the Club secretary should behave 
himself and I have taken it to heart. 

Mr. Merkel was in his usual felicitous fettle and his reading time was 44 minutes. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
April 6, 1987 

President Prince presided. There were present 52 members and 3 guests. 

· Victor Reichert's paper was titled "What, That Atheist." Robert Browning wrote 
the following lines: 

Ah, did you once see Shelley plain 
And did he stop and speak to you 
And did you speak to him again 
How strange it seems and new • 

Victor Reichert never saw Shelley plain, although I am sure that he wishes that 
he had, but he has done the next best thing -- he has seen Robert Frost plain~ Victor has 
had the good fortune to have had a long and close friendship with Frost and in this paper he 
shares with us some memories of that friendship. He recalls how Bishop Hobson, on being 
told that Frost was an atheist, denied the charge and accused the speaker of not 
understanding, as Frost did, that God has a sense of humor. This anecdote sets the theme for 
Victor's paper, which is that Robert Frost was a religious man, although not a church goer. 
He considered himself an "Old Testament Christian" and loved the King James Version of 
the Bible. He also loved to puzzle out with Rabbi Reichert some of the more obscure 
passages in the Talmud. Frost's two literary heroes were Longfellow and Emerson, and it 
was from the latter that Frost's religious impulses became entangled with mysticism. Thus 
it was that Frost defined religion as a straining of man's spirit forward to a wisdom beyond 
wisdom. 

Of the many occasions when Frost and Reichert enjoyed their friendship 
together, Victor perhaps looks back on the high point as the time that Frost preached in his 
pulpit in the Rockdale Temple. Frost received honorary doctorates from both the University 
of Cincinnati and the Hebrew Union College. These also were occasions for Victor Reichert 
to renew his friendship with the poet, as were other events which Dr. Reichert remembers 
for us with poignancy. 

As for me, I sense that Robert Frost must have had a great concern about taking 
care of the grounds on his property. You will all recall his famous lines: "For I have 
premises to keep and miles to mow before I sleep." 

Reading time: 50 minutes. 

After the paper there was a business meeting at which nothing of importance 
took place. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
April 13, 1987 

President Prince presided. There were present 49 members and 5 guests. 

The president announced that anyone who felt a need for a key to the clubhouse 
should see Charlie Robertson. He did not give any instructions on how to avoid setting off 
the burglar alarm. 

Morse Johnson had the paper and the title was "Letters Home." There seem to 
be fads for Literary Club papers or they seem to run in cycles. Some time back there was a 
barrage of papers about war experiences and just recently there may have started with 
Holden Wilson a run on personal correspondence as the subject of or the vehicle for a paper. 
Morse combines the two, for his letters are those he wrote home after landing on Utah 
Beach twenty-two days after D Day. With the reading of the first letter, he immediately 
began vividly to recall for all of us who are geezers the emotional atmosphere of World War 
II and that vividness was retained through the last letter, which was written on VE Day in 
May 1945. Morse was clearly much interested in the people around him and draws frequent 
character sketches of them for his mother and his sister, to whom he wrote these letters. 
There was the French woman with whom he drank toasts in cider and who seemed the 
incarnation. of Madame La Farge. There was the tank destroyer captain alongside whom 
Morse fought and, when the engagement was over, they appreciated each other's assistance 
so that they felt that they could win the war by themselves. There was the ecstatic 
happiness of the French people surrounding Morse's tank as it would come into a newly 
liberated village. These personal vignettes are interspersed with philosophical musings on 
the political, social and economic climate in France and Germany, as well as the United 
States. 

But these letters are not all personality sketches and philosophical reflections. 
Battle scenes, with life and death shifting on the scales, are reported very impressively. 
Even as a soldier, Morse was still a writer. 

Then the letters conclude with the one written on VE Day when Morse found 
himself in Czechoslovakia and aching to return to his homeland, but proud of the fact that 
he had survived the ghastly ordeal and was still whole, mentally and physically. 

Reading time: 35 minutes. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
April 20, 1987 

President Prince presided. There were present 47 members and 4 guests. 

. Charley Robertson exhibited to the meeting an oil portrait of Charles Wilby 
wh1ch had been donated to the Club by his granddaughter, Mollie Whittaker. Charles Wilby 
was a member of the Club from 1871 to 1929, during which time he contributed three 
hundred ten papers. 

This evening's paper, however, was contributed by one with Gaelic on his breath. 
The contributor was Robert Smith and the title of his paper was "Last Night, Two Hundred 
and Two Score Years Ago." Basically, it was the story of a Dublin literary club and two of 
its members, although it was heavily leavened with Irish propaganda. But propaganda or no, 
sure now it was a lovely paper. Deftly mingling poetry with prose, the paper was so 
gracefully crafted that it was difficult to tell when the author shifted from the one to the 
other. 

Back in 1747 in Dublin a group of Trinity College students, with Edmund Burke as 
their leading spirit, formed a literary club. These young men believed that in speeching, 
reading, writing and arguing society could be improved. And there was muckle to be 
improved in eighteenth-century Ireland, where the hand of the Sassenach lay heavy on that 
lesser breed beyond the pale. The Irish felt that it was true that the sun never sets on the 
English and the reason was that the Lord could not trust those "s.o.b.'s" in the dark. With 
that kind of an attitude, when friendly persuasion, in the form of literary exercises and 
petitions to the government, did not change society, the Irish felt that nothing was left but 

. to resort to force, a form of political suasion at which they had been adept since the days of 
Cuchulaind and the Tuatha De Danand. The Irish found their eighteenth-century leader in 
Wolfe Tone, a member of the literary club. He looked across the channel and saw what the 
French had done in their revolution and hailed that bloody cataclysm as "one of the great 
human events of all time." The obvious step was to go to the master for assistance, so 
Wolfe Tone went to Paris and sold Napoleon on an invasion. Fifteen thousand men and forty 
ships set out for Bantry Bay, but a channel storm dispersed them. A second and smaller 
invasion attempt was also unsuccessful, but this time Wolfe Tone was captured and 
committed suicide while in captivity. 

Throughout this intriguing paper Robert Smith contrasts the characters and 
careers of those two literary club members, Edmund Burke and Wolfe Tone, one who made 
the government work for the nation and the other who saw rebellion as the only salvation. 
One might assume that Robert Smith's sympathies are more with Tone, for he devotes much 
more of his paper to him than to Burke. For myself, I am more attracted to Burke, but then 
one man's Mede is another man's Persian. 

Reading time: 38 minutes. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
April 24, 1987 

This was a meeting held jointly with the Indianapolis Literary Club at the 
Sherman House in Batesville. Fourteen of our members attended and there were some thirty 
of the other kind. Hoosier President Higgins welcomed the group and asked the audience to 
start the meeting by singing "Beautiful Ohio." There was no piano and the Ohio was far 
from beautiful. This was followed by another, a capella effort: "On the Banks of the 

· Wabash." Even a pitchpipe would have helped. Our prince of a president then said some 
gracious words and introduced Eslie Asbury with, among other comments, a sales pitch for 
As' five published books. As then read a paper featuring Hoosiers who had become members 
of our Literary Club and also extolling clubs in general as the cordial which makes the 
nauseous drafts of life go down. Somehow he dragged Anthony Trollope into the paper, but 
he did omit any reference to Charles Wilby. A second paper was then read by Jim Farmer, 
former city editor of the Indianapolis Star and a member of the Indianapolis club. His paper 
summarized the careers of the seven Indianans who have been vice presidents of the United 
States. Because of this large number, he claimed that more first-class second-rate men had 
come from Indiana than any other state. No one disputed the statement, then or later. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 



MINUTES OF MEETING 
April 27, 1987 

President Pri~ce occupies his chair and 51 members and 2 guests sat in theirs. 
The budget for the evenmg was assembled by Charles Barrett, but because of his illness 
George Rieveschl read the papers. ' ' 

The first paper, about natural philosophers, was written by Bob Allen, who is the 
antithesis of a natural philosopher, but that does not mean that he is an unnatural 
philosopher. Natural philosophers are those homespun characters who say "right is right, you 
know" or those with slightly more polish who will tell you that "life is bound to have its ups 
and downs." We meet these people every day, especially at cocktail parties. Bob Allen has 
a grand time creating his central character, who is the epitome of all cliche users whose 
hackneyed expressions are exceeded only by their trite phrases. 

The second paper was headed "Relationships or Relations" and was, to my great 
surprise, by Eugene Saenger. The surprise was occasioned by the fact that this paper was 
quite indelicate and I have always considered Dr. Saenger to be, well, not delicate, but quite 
couth. The subject of the paper was some unnamed disease which flourishes when there are 
relations or, perhaps more grammatically, relationships between human beings. I gathered 
that the closer the encounter, the more likelihood of the disease, although the good doctor's 
prose was so couched in ambiguities that I may have misunderstood. At this point in the 
paper the author started dropping the names of some of his dearest friends, the likes of 
Socko Wiethe and Dick Celeste. But then the paper became so indelicate that it was 
shocking. The author seemed to be suggesting (although, again, his sentence structure was 
quite arcane) that our clubhouse be turned into a dispensary for latex products designed to 
expedite close relationships. Would you trust your wife with this man? 

The third and fourth papers were enti tied "Second Thoughts" and "Some More 
Second Thoughts" and were written by Charles Barrett. The first related, with repugnance, 
some of the more popular cliches of our day, such as "at this point in time," "go for the 
jugular" and "the whole ball of wax." The other paper played the "what if" game. What if 
Lee had won at Gettysburg or Napoleon at Waterloo or Harold Godwinson had defeated 
William, Duke of Normandy. Very interesting. If Xerxes had won at Marathon, would we be 
reading the Kama Sutra today instead of Shakespeare? 

The last paper was really hot stuff. George Rieveschl wrote it and called it "The 
Spice of Life." He was traveling through Louisiana some years back and a native 
recommended that he take a look at Avery Island's Jungle Gardens. This wildlife refuge and 
botanical garden turned out to be more than three h~ndred acres of a tranquil paradise, b~t 
the big surprise came when George found out that th1s was the place wh~re tabasco sauce IS 

made. George was given a briefing and a tour of the plant and now he IS an expert .on the 
ingredients of this popular condiment, as well as ~he history ~f A very Island,. but he did pass 
up an opportunity to buy the one-gallon economy JUg of the fiery stuff. He figured he could 
not amortize it over his lifespan. 

Reading time: 40 minutes. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
May 4, 1987 

President Prince presided. There were present 56 members and 1 guest. 

Henry Winkler's paper was titled "Remembering Ari." Ari was Henry's wife's 
cousin and his story was a harrowing one. It began in west Poland in the thirties with Ari as 
the ten-year-old son of a poor cobbler. School ended for Ari with the start of World War II 
and the German invasion. Ari's father went into hiding and was fed clandestinely by his son. 
Ari's mother and three of his brothers were destroyed by the Nazis. After a year and a half 
in a work camp, Ari and his father were transferred to a death camp at Maidenek. Somehow 
they survived, only to be transferred to Auschwitz. Somehow again they survived, but when, 
after three years, they arrived back at their home in Poland, they found it had been taken 
over by Poles who ran them out of town. Eventually Ari was able to immigrate to Palestine. 
There, during the next twenty-five years, he fought in four wars. But, as a civilian, he 
found a job as a mechanic with El AI Airlines. Ari was smart, studious and a hard worker, so 
he became a department head, then manager of the company in Great Britain; and 
eventually manager of mechanical services for the airline. In 1960, Ari was selected as one 
of the crew for a special, mysterious flight to Argentina. Ari understood t~at the mission 
was intended to help in establishing diplomatic relations between Argentina and Israel. The 
plane sat quietly in the airport at Buenos Aires for eight days until late one night the rest of 
the party returned with a stranger in custody. The stranger was Adolph Eichmann. As he 
looked at this man, Ari could only recall all the horrors of the death camps, including the 
murder of his six-year-old brother. But Ari, unlike Eichmann, lived on and took part in a 
number of other unconventional missions. One was the armed rescue of the passengers 
aboard a Sabina Airlines plane which had been hijacked in Israel. 

Ari had lived through hell as a youth, but remained an optimistic man. He not 
only endured that which was unendurable, but did so with hope and with confidence and with 
style. I can only add that, in Henry Winkler, Ari has a biographer who has made him come 
alive again, even if only for thirty-six minutes, which was the reading time for this paper. 

After the paper, there was a business meeting during which Robert Vitz was 
elected to membership in the Club. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
May 11, 1987 

President Prince presided. There were present 45 members and 9 guests. This 
was more guests than the secretary remembers at any previous meeting at which he took the 
count. 

Bob Hilton's paper was titled "Schizophrenia in The Literary Club." George 
Roberts is dead, but he will not lie down, at least as long as Hilton is alive. This ephemeral 
member of The Literary Club bobbed up in March of 1985, when Bob read a paper 
purportedly written by Roberts on the subject of sin. He was against it. Later Bob Hilton 
gave us a paper which told us somewhat of George Roberts' history and ended with his death 
in most unusual circumstances. We were all sorry to hear of Roberts' demise, as we had 
become -- well, not fond of -- but fascinated by the sanctimonious geezer. In this paper, 
Bob Hilton probes George Roberts' character more deeply, with psychological insights that 
reveal the contradictions of his character. He loved the Club traditions and was proud to be 
a member of such a select group. His conversation was heavily loaded with homilies and 
cliches. His papers tended to be travelogues or historical and biographical pieces. However, 
when he listened to the exceptional papers of some of the Club's heavy hitters, he developed 
schizophrenic tendencies. The inferiority of his own papers began to eat away at George's 
ego. Bob Hilton understood this after listening to Bruce Petrie's most recent paper. How 
can you top Mount Everest? Despite George's feeling of inferiority when among the Club 
membership, he loved the Club deeply and expressed his Jove by bequeathing it twenty 
thousand dollars in his will. He also arranged for his funeral to be held in the reading r~>om 
of the clubhouse. The funeral took place on a beautiful spring day with the deceased's 
widow and two daughters standing on the steps outside as, of course, they could not come 
inside the clubhouse. But the door was left open so that they were able to both see and hear 
the service. 

Bob Hilton promises solemnly that this will be the last paper by or about George 
Roberts. I do not believe him, probably because I do not want to. George Roberts has 
fascinated our members and speculation is wide ranging as to which of our members George 
is modeled upon. Future Roberts' papers might clarify t~is mystery. Furt~ermore, Hilt~n 
does not need to be jealous of Petrie. If he cannot top h1m, he can equal h1m. Dean Swift 
would have been proud of them both. 

Reading time: 39 minutes. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
May 18, 198.7 

President Prince presided. There were present 54 members and 1 guest. 

Bud Macht has many friends -- from all over the world -- and he keeps their 
calling cards. One night he got to riffling through them and jotting down the memories they 
created. When he had finished, he had a Literary Club paper and a good one. It takes a 
genius to do that. For the rest of us geezers, Literary Club papers do not come so easily. 
He calls his paper "Wild Cards -- 1," so we must assume that, having found the mother lode, 
he proposes to continue mining it. Well, that is all right. If George Roberts can do it, Bud 
Macht can. 

This charming paper was a collection of vignettes starting with the recollection 
of the Italian village priest, who surprised Bud by taking him to see -- tucked away in an 
almost-deserted private chapel -- one of the world's most famous frescoes: "The Pregnant 
Madonna" by Pierro della Francesco. Did this remote village priest really have a calling 
card? 

Then there was Carrie Mae Kurrelmeyer. Her father taught Bud advanced 
German and Carrie Mae brought up Bud's Siamese kitten until he became obscenely big and 
Bud had to take over his neglected parental duties. At seventy-eight, she still teaches at 
the university level. There was also Boots Kaufman, who went to Johns Hopkins with Bud 
and later became a writer at MGM. One night Boots telephoned Bud from Danville, 
Kentucky, with an emergency. It seemed that Boots and much of MGM were on location at 
Danville filming "Raintree Country" and the emergency was twofold. Bud's services as a 
physician were needed for Montgomery Clift and his services as a bootlegger were needed as 
Danville was in a dry county. Bud solved both problems by commuting several times a week 
to Danville with ample supplies of both medication and booze. He would spend the night, he 
says, with Elizabeth Taylor -- and the film director -- in a house leased by MGM. 

Well, there were lots more of these unforgettable characters, but this is enough 
of a sample to let those, who did not attend the meeting, know what they missed. And now 
since I have recently been labeled a self-appointed literary critic, I must give you my 
literary criticism of this paper: "This Bud's For You." 

Reading time: 48 minutes. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
June 1, 1987. 

President Prince presided. There were present 52 members. 

The president announced that copies of the proposed new constitution were 
available for members desiring to review the same and that any revisions proposed by 
members should be presented in writing and in proper form. The president thanked Messrs. 
Hilton, Davis and Merkel for their arduous efforts in drafting the proposed new constitution. 

The usually succinct Herbert Curry read a paper with the verbose title "A 
Cautionary Tale Containing Occasional Instructive Lessons for the Guidance of the Next 
President of The Literary Club." The subject of the paper was Queen Liliuokalani, the last 
sovereign of Hawaii. We will call her Lydia. In a broader sense, the subject of the paper 
was Hawaii itself. In 1840, this country was politically unsophisticated, by American and 
European standards, and was becoming increasingly vulnerable to foreign pressures. 
Foreigners of good will, missionaries and businessmen helped devise a constitution for the 
country, with a king, a House of Nobles and elected representatives. It was hoped that this 
would give stability to the government and prosperity to the economy. Un.fortunately, not 
all the foreigners were men of good will and not all of the native kings were strong. In fact, 
none of them were. Syphilis, unknown to Hawaii before the advent of Europeans, and 
emigration of young Hawaiians, reduced the population from three hundred thousand in 1840 
to fewer than fifty thousand in 1872. Five native kings sat on the throne during this time 
and they were all weak in will and an easy prey to alcoholism. In the meantime, the 
government became honey-combed with unscrupulous foreigners. Such was the condition of 
things when Lydia came to the throne in 1891. The foreigners in the country were strongly 
entrenched; had formed an armed cadre; and many Americans among them were working 
openly for annexation. The new queen had many admirable qualities, but she was politically 
unsophisticated. She was in no way an Elizabeth I or a Victoria. Cabinets were installed and 
voted out in rapid succession. Annexationists formed a provisional government. The queen 
then became a party to a plot to restore her government by force. The plot was uncovered; 
the queen was imprisoned; and, when she was eventually freed, she continued to remain a 
willing prey for rogues. What instruction in all this is there for our new president? Keep a 
close and wary eye on the board of management. 

After the paper, the annual elections were held. Results: President - John 
Peck; Vice President - Charles Robertson; Trustee (term expiring in 1990) - Roger 
Newstedt; Secretary - James Elder; Treasurer - George Rieveschl; Clerk - Thomas 
Gephardt; Conservator - Woodward Garber. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 

l 
l 



,,. t 

!; 

MINUTES OF MEETING 
June 8, 1987 

President Prince presided. There were present 54 members and 5 guests. 

The paper was by Jim Kennedy and much of it was about early days in radio. 
You remember those early days; Vic and Sade; One Man's Family; As the Stomach Turns; 
John's Other Wife's Other John. Our particular radio pioneer, however, was not a part of 
any of these programs. As a sixteen-year-old, he had a ten-minute comic relief section on 
the weekly De Molay hour-long broadcast over a Fort Worth radio station. This was big 
stuff for a sixteen year old and Jim thereafter always felt that he could bombast out a line 
with the best. of them. The opportunity did not occur again until much later, when he had 
taken holy orders and, with such supernatural backing, conned a radio station in Richmond, 
Virginia, into broadcasting a five-minute devotional program to start the day. He began the 
program with the words, "This is Haven." Of course, in Virginia they pronounced "heaven" 
that way. Not satisfied with five minutes a day, he soon added a thirty-minute Sunday 
morning program. When Jim transferred to Lexington, Kentucky, Haven had become so 
much a part of him that he took it along. His parishioners were pleased. Ali this and Haven, 
too. With this extensive radio experience, when televisions came along, it was inevitable 
that he should take a shot at it, but Parson Jim did not like TV. ·The invisible and mysterious 
aura of radio enabled the broadcaster to concentrate more on substance than form. 
Nonetheless, Jim could not avoid television because there was thrust upon him the mantle of 
chairman of the radio and television committee of the Protestant Council, during which tour 
of duty he telecast a number of local and network programs from the Church of the 
Ascension in New York City. 

After over fifty years of radio broadcasting, Jim Kennedy is still awed by the 
arcaneness of this medium and the tremendous power that lies within it for good -- and for 
evil -- so that is why he titled his paper "Mysterious and Invisible." 

Reading time: 35 minutes. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
June 1.5, 1987 

President Prince presided. There were present 65 members. 

This meeting was the last of the Club year and was held at the Milford home of 
Lew Gatch's mother. Drinks, food and literary exercises were all served under the 
wide-spreading branches of a magnificent oak tree or, as John Wulsin would describe it, a 
quercus magnus. Mrs. Gatch said a few words of welcome and reminisced about much 
earlier Literary Club meetings held on this site. Our lame-duck president delivered a 
farewell address which, while it may not be remembered as well as Washington's, still 
maintained the graceful Prince style which we have come to appreciate. There was also 
something about a Ducky Wadsworth fox tradition which escaped the secretary, possibly 
because he. was in the back row. 

Bob Kalthoff then read a paper titled "From Entrepreneur to Nontrepreneur." 
The paper illustrated the tribulations besetting the entrepreneur in his self-appointed task 
of getting his grand idea accepted. Chester Carlson developed a copying process and tried 
to sell it to Thomas J. Watson in 1939, and on two later occasions. Mr. Watson was not 
receptive, pointing out that IBM was in the tabulating business and shou~d stick to that. Mr. 
Watson's singleness of purpose cost his company a multibillion-dollar product. Eventually, 
Haloid took the new product and, after fifteen years of further development, came out with 
the Xerox copying machine. Entrepreneurs apparently spawn entrepreneurs. One Bob 
Dombroski, a vice president of Xerox, latched onto a facsimile process for transmitting page 
duplicates to a fax receiver at the other end of a telephone line. No, he was not the 
inventor of this idea and this is one of the points of Bob's paper -- entrepreneurs are not 
necessarily inventors. But they make the money and Mr. Dombroski is making lots of it. 
Then there was Tom Watson himself -- one mistake did not make him an unsuccessful 
entrepreneur. His success in other fields does not need retelling. But the point is that the 
entrepreneur must have a particular idea -- it does not have to be his own and it does not 
have to be original. But the one thing the entrepreneur must have is an itch that drives him 
regardless of any obstacles and any risks. This was an intriguing look behind the curtain of 
big business-- really big-- but I could not figure out who was a nontrepreneur. 

Reading time: 43 minutes. 

This year Frank Davis decided to stay for the entire meeting. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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REVIEW OF THE 1986-1987 CLUB YEAR 

We had thirty-nine regular meetings during the year, which was one more than 
the previous year. We also had one special joint meeting with the Indianapolis club. Two 
thousand twenty-five members attended the regular meetings, which was eighty-seven more 
than the previous year. Fourteen attended the joint meeting. The attendance apex was 
reached at the October 27 meeting when we had seventy-two members and two guests 
present. This was the black-tie anniversary meeting. The attendance nadir was March 30 
when we had eighteen members and four guests and heavy snow. Fifty-seven papers were 
read plus the one Az gave at the joint meeting. This wa~ the same number as the previous 
year. Essays, chiefly historical, were the most common form of expression, as usual. For a 
while there was a spate of poetry, but this subsided. There was also a freshet of humor, 
which will continue, I trust, at least if Messrs. Hilton and Petrie do not frighten the rest of 
us from the genre. Biography and philosophy played their customary roles and there seemed 
to be a bit more of personal experiences, or autobiography, than usual. 

We lost Jim Coates by death and Vince Aug, Jr. and .1ohn Rue by resignation. We 
gained Milo Beran, George Carey and Robert Vitz by admission. 

Affairs went smoothly under the genteel leadership of Louis Prince. Extensive 
utilities repairs in the basement were undertaken and electrical improvements were made in 
the upper stories. Messrs. Hilton, Merkel and Davis worked hard on a new constitution. 

Selah. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 


