
495 

ships to report to the New York newspapers on the 
progress of the America's Cup Race. The next year J.P. 
Holland perfected the basic design of the submarine. 

Also, we must not forget that all during the 1890's 
that men like Langley, the wright brothers, and 
Lilienthal were working on developing heav i er than air 
craft. Nor must we forget that the 1890 census was 
tabulated by a punch card computer and that in 1892, the 
Literary Club's own John Shaw Billings was using the same 
method to tabulate medical statistics. 

In 1891 there appeared in Cincinnati a contraption 
that was perhaps to change the city even more than the 
streetcar. Mr. W.G. Wagenhals and Dr. L.S. Colter both 
s tartled and thrilled their fellow citizens by driving 
their homemade automobiles about the city streets. In 
1893 zumstein Cabs would rent you a motor i zed cab for 
those special occasions. And by 1901 the Cincinnati 
Automobile club was organized. Oh yes, Mr. Diesel 
i nvented his engine in 1890. 

By New Century day, January 1, 1901, Cincinnati was 
a lready hard at work recycling waste, cleaning up the 
a ir, unpolluting our drinking water, coping with urban 
s prawl and wondering what to do with sewage. It had seen 
the beginning of the plastic age, modern warfare, mass 
p roduct i on, the information highway, the electric age, 
modern medicine, the automobile and truck age, and 
genetic engineering. So, I ask you, modern agers, what 
e lse is new? 

DAMNED OLD CRANK 

April 18, 1994 Charles E._ Scripps 

One day in the year 1909 the Damned Old Crank's 
e ldest son Jim reported to his father on a vi s it to a 
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cla i rvoyant who had said that Jim's father 
old crank. was a damned 

" "Why d idn' t you swat him?" 
Bec~use I had pa ' d him three dOllar:sked the Father. 

and If I swatted h' for five minutes 
from him." 1m, I wouldn't have gotten any mor~ 

The Damne 0 d Crank often recorded his thoughts and 
ideas in t he _om of disqu1' Sl' tl' ons , dictated to his 
secretary. He .ept a locked metal lock box on his desk 
in which he kept copies. 

Somet i mes 
retrieve a cer 
read it aloud . 
Old Crank al~a ·s 
would be str e 

en . tal~i~g . with a visitor he would 
dl squ1s1tlon, and ask the visitor to 

en they'd talk some more. The Damned 
controlled the agenda. The discussions 
s , challenging, intellectual workouts. 

Webste r's d edition defines a disquisition as "A 
for~al or s ys~e:-atic inquiry into, or discussion of, 'any 
subJect. A e _aborate essay, a diligent inquiry." 

Here is a .. t of the Damned Old Crank's disquisition 
about bei ng ca l e d a Damned old Crank. 

"Mos t r i c h men like to spend money acquiring 
reputations = r being great l overs of humanity---that is 
to say, ph anthropists. They seek fame and notoriety. 
I am a cra " because I don't want a reputation for being 
good, or be~ g wise, or any sort of reputation at all. 

"I ha e so small a respect for humanity that I place 
little va e on the respect or admirat i on or affection of 
any huma n be ' ngj in fact I do not respect myself or make 
any effort 0 win or keep my own sel f respect. But of 
course eve r y wi se man will a dmit that I am p erfectly 
right in t he w value I place on fame, that is to say, 
the respec , l:.h e admiration, the love of anything so 
wretched as a uman being: nevertheless, it is a fact 
that thes e few me n who coincide with me in judgment on 
the matter are themselves cranks." 

Several paragraphs later : 
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"It is only too evident from all of the above that 
I have one element in my character that is common and is 
universal, I have vanity! This whole essay is nothing 
but one big holler or boast, no matter what other virtues 
it may have in the matter of truthfulness and suggested 
philosophy." 

And finally: 

"Yes. I am entitled to be called a crank! Yes, an 
old crank! And further a damned old crank" (That was he 
year 1909, the D.O.C. was 55 years old) 

and then concluding: 

" .. .. .. and if Jim's faker knew as much about future 
business conditions as he apparently did about Jim's 
father, he would have been able, if he had wanted to, to 
have given Jim three million dollars worth of information 
for his three dollars." 

My hope for this paper was that it might lead to 
something about cranks, and what they are, what makes 
them tick, what they accomplish: good or bad. 

I wonder how many Damned Old Cranks we have among us 
in the Literary Club. In order to qualify we must meet 
the three criteria. We must be damned , but not 
ne cessar ily God damned. But at least cussed by fair 
portion o f the community for being, shall we say, 
unorthodox, and stubbornly tenacious. Hold i ng opinions 
and beliefs that in the view of the majority fall in the 
r a nge between odd and outrageous. Also it i s necessary 
to act sometimes in unconventiona l ways; ways that will 
g a in the disapproval, or at least the puzz1ement of the 
maj ority of people. (If we win the approval of the 
majority, we forfeit the status of crank.) Of course to 
qualify for the order, we must indeed be cranks. 

To be Damned, and old are fairly easy goals, but the 
crank part is a bit complicated. Old is relative, and 
much too easy to achieve. Old simply means older than 
most. 55, won't do nowadays. At least 65 r would guess. 
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And Damned is simple in th e eyes of sUfficient beholders. 

Webster' s, second edition, def;nes , .... a crank as a 
person :-nth a , crotchet or a mental twist, one given to 
fantast~c pro~ects, or , a hobby, one over enthusiastic or 
o f perverted Judgment ~n respect to a particular matter 
a monomaniac . And, ----back to Webster's, a crochet is ~ 
perverse fanc y, a whimsy. 

Each one of these criteria lies in the eye of the 
beholder. A crank can be a screwball who accomplishes 
nothing, or a creative genius in silicone valley; or a 
Christopher co lu bus, a Martin Luther, a Charles A. 
Lindberg. They were indeed opinionated and stubborn, and 
tenacious. 

But, t hese were young fellows. 
are a spec ial breed . 

Damned Old Cranks 

Some cra n's are difficult to deal with and some are 
wonderful c ompa y . Some are merely amusing, and some 
shake the wor d . 

I think of Albert Schweitzer giving up a career in 
music, another career in the ministry, a teacher and a 
philosopher , and then becoming a physician and going to 
Africa, and b ' d ' g a hospital in the Lamborene. He had 
decided t ha eaching the gospel with words would 
accomplish very little. He decided that dedicated 
a ctions wou ld carry a more powerful message. As they say 
today, the d ' ffere nce between talking the talk, and 
walking the walk. Th is man was a crank, he was right, he 
was good, he was committed, and the message of his walk 
was heeded by a y . He was decidedly different and I 
expect stubbornl y enacious when his friends and admirers 
urged him not to go away to Africa, but to stay with them 
and go about his father's business there. 

The late Fred Giese l, a member of this club was an 
enthusiastic traveller . He visited Schweitzer once. 
Schweitzer to ld him that he had little hope of bringing 
any lasting change to the people he was serving. 
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Robert Fulgum is one of my favorite cranks. He 
likes to think a lot about ordinary things, and then 
express what he thinks in writing, speaking or painting. 
He has been a working cowboy, a folk singer, IBM 
salesman, professional artist, parish minister, 
bartender, art teacher. He lives on a houseboat near 
Seattle. 

He doesn't disburb people other than to awaken them. 

A few years ago he wrote a delightful little book, 
a collection of short essays and anecdotes. It's title, 
ALL I REALLY NEED TO KNOW I LEARNED IN KINDERGARTEN. 
Taken from his personal credo: "ALL I REALLY NEED TO 
KNOW about how to live, and what to do, and how to be, I 
learned in kindergarten. Wisdom, he says, was not at the 
top of the graduate-school mountain, but there was 
sandpile at Sunday School. "These are the things I 
learned:" he writes. 

Share everything, play fair 

Don't hit people 

Put things back where you found them 

Clean up your own mess 

Don't take things that aren't yours 

Say you're sorry when you hurt somebody 

Wash your hands before you eat 

Flush 

Warm cookies and milk are good for you 

Live a balanced life, learn some, and think some and 
draw and paint and sing and dance and play, and work 
every day some 

Take a nap in the afternoon 
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When you go out i n the world, watch out for traffic, 
ho l d hands, and st ick together 

Be aware of wonder. Remember the little seed in the 
styrofoam cup: The roots go down and the plant goes up , 
and nobody really knows why , but we are all like that. 

Gold fish and a msters and white mice and even the 
little seed in the s~yrofoam cup-- they all die, and s o 
d o we. 

And remember the Dick-and-Jane books and the firs t 
word you learned---the biggest word of all---LOOK. 

As a minister a d writer, Fulgum learned his trade 
as few do. He knows ow to be brief, how to be eloquent , 
how to convey a ce tral idea, and especially how to be 
brief. No 45 mi n te papers read from his pulpit, I' ll 
bet. 

The final chap·er i n the book starts like thi s : 

"There is a perso n who has profoundly di sturbed my 
peace of mind for a 10ng time. She doesn't even know me, 
but she continua l y goes around minding my business . We 
have very little i co on ." 

A bit further on : 

"In the studio w ere I work, there is a wash basin. 
Above the wash bas i i s a mirror. I stop at this place 
several times a day to tidy up and look at myself in the 
mirror. Alongside t h e mirror is a photograph of the 
troublesome woman. Each time I look in the mirror at 
myself, I also look at her face. In it I have seen more 
than I can tell; and from what T see I understand more 
than I can say". 

"The photograph was taken in Oslo, Norway , on the 
tenth of December, in 198 0." She received the Nobel 
Peace Pri ze on that day. 

Skipping some more we come to this: 
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"Some years later, at a grand conference of quantum 
physicists and religious mystics at the Oberoi Towers 
Hotel in Bombay, I saw her face again. standing by the 
door at the rear of the hall, I sensed a presence beside 
me. And there she was. Alone. Come to speak to the 
conference as a guest. She looked at me and smiled. I 
see her face still. She strode to the rostrum and 
changed the agenda of the conference from intellectual 
inquiry to moral activism. She said in a firm voice that 
awed the assembly: "We can do no great things; only 
small th i ngs with greatlove." 

I can only guess, that Mother Teresa was gently 
chiding her introducer for some overly praiseful 
rhetoric , and at the same time setting the record 
s traight about things great and things small, and who is 
r esponsible for which. 

Dare I call Mother Teresa a Damned Old Crank. Old, 
yes. Crank, W-e-l-l, she does disturb Fulgum's peace of 
mi nd, and mine, and I dare say the peace of mind of any 
who think about her at all. Her actions and her life arp. 
d ec idedly unconventional. And she is tenacious beyond 
belief. Damned? Well we do have a tendency to be 
annoyed by anyone who raises the standards of performance 
for us. Damned annoyed sometimes. 

There is a personal sequel. You may recall that two 
o r three years ago, Mother Teresa visited Latin America. 
Her fi nal stop was at Ti Juana, Mexico, just across the 
border from San Diego. Exhausted from a strenuous tour 
she caught a bad cold. Typically, she wouldn't allow 
sickness to slow her down. She would do her work, and 
leave the cold to God. 

Possibly God fel t that the cold was her 
responsibility. Anyway the cold developed into a life 
threatening pneumonia. She was taken to the Scripps 
Clinic at La Jolla. She gave the staff a busy time. 
Before she left she had exacted a promise from the Clinic 
that it would do something for the poor and sick of Ti 
Juana. Apparently she was determined that she 'd get her 
Ti Juana work done one way or another. 
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Dr. Lawrence Kline was in charge of her treatment. 
He deals with things that go wrong in the chest and 
related parts. It was he who had determined that I 
suffered from restrictive sleep apnea, and he who got it 
under control. 

Cranks are people who cling tenaciously and 
passionately to t hei r principles and tenets. What is 
more ~hey act consistently on these, they seem to be 
certaln about what i s important, and driven to pursue it. 
They are also certain that the things that occupy time 
and thoughts of , os t other people are unimportant. They 
are careful, th lnker,s . ,They make their own agendas, 
follow thelr ON l ncllnatlons wh i ch often lead to 
unconventiona behavior. 

Cranks can ge t i nto trouble. 

volta ire sa ' d : "It is a very dangerous thing to be 
right in matters i n which the established authorities are 
wrong." 

I once . ' ttingly served a youthful apprenticeship 
by riding t o "ork on a motorcycle with a Queen city Club 
medallion attached to the license plate. I was neither 
damned enough nor old enough to make the grade as a 
crank. So e people thought I was kind of strange, but 
that wasn' t e ough . 

To make e grade you have to be considered by some 
to be a sort of a threat to the established order of 
th i ngs. Whe i t comes to motorcycles, a BMW won't do. 
Ge t a HARLE', a nd a black leather jacket. 

put a wa . s omewhere among things I treasure is a New 
Yorker cartoo A man with receding hairline, and long 
grey hair streaming behind is cruising along on his 
Ha r ley Dav idson Motorcycle. The Harley has a paint job, 
a r eal paint j ob with orange flames, and it has sparkley 
studs and 10 s of lights. The rider's black leather 
jacket is decorated to match, and he looks a bit smug. 
On the back of the jacket is a huge motorcycle club 
emblem, and emblazoned on it, the words, "HELL'S 
GEEZERS." 
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A damned old crank, if there ever was one, and 
obviously a real nice guy. 

For the remainder of this paper I shall try to say 
D.O.C. for Damned Old Crank. 

Real D.O.C.s are careful thinkers, enlighteners, 
teachers, and thp-n there is a nut fringer, and the cult 
people. 

Eric Hoeffer, the Longshoreman Philosopher was a 
special kind of crank. He was a joyful iconoclast, 
excited and happy with what he could learn and observe. 
He was assigned occasionally to write pieces by the New 
York Times. I recall a TV interview he had with Eric 
Severeid. 

The Times had asked him to do a piece for 
Brotherhood Week. He was working as a longshoreman in 
San Francisco at the time. He hit a writer's block, and 
couldn't get started. He shared his frustration with his 
fellow workers. They became excited by the idea of one 
of them doing a piece for the New York Times. with a 
huge laugh Hoeffer said, "a group of us stood on the 
dock, under the hook for two hours and wrote the whole 
piece on company time. 

Hoeffer had spent some years as an itinerant farm 
worker in California. He was never without his little 
note book and pencil. As an infant the woman caring for 
him, fell downstairs, and a blow on his head blinded him. 
In his mid teens, his sight returned. A doctor told him 
that his bl indness would recur. It never did, but he 
made up his mind to read all he could while he could. He 
would work for a while, save some money, ho l e up in a 
rented room near the library in some town, and study. 

He managed his life as he chose, studied hard, 
thought hard, and did not proselytize. He quoted 
Montaigne, "All I say is by way of discourse, and nothing 
by way of advice. I should not speak so bo l dly if it 
were my due to be believed." 
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Hoeffer like Montaigne was a D.O.C. first class. 
~is thinking was his own, his ides were his own. What 
I~eas he took from others, he thought through for 
hImself, and tested wi th his own intellect before he 
adopted them as h Os own. 

OHoeffer had become acquainted with Montaigne, when 
he slgne~ on ~or several months at a lumber camp. He 
asked a llbrar la 0 recommend one book, a very big book. 
Montaigne was what h e got. 

After dinner, in the bunkhouse, he would read his 
book. other s were curious, and a conversation about 
Montaigne's ideas w~JU ld follow·

o 
H..,ohe_ff~~; J~2-~._;,~~;-r~~~ 

tha t ther~ wc-r e ~t 1 1 1 peop?-e - ~~(';)\ . ..l • ..LCI. .h .~V ~"""'f. - l..J ~O J.' ~ r"J.L. _ ... c, _ - °gne Ho e l.t:e:t: c;: '; 
wou l d quote Monc~l i he had a certifIcate. 
school teacher , If on Y 

Hoef fer through One of his books, The 
I discO ere d f s 

True Belie er. It is a fascinating stu y 0 mas 
movements. oHo~ and why do the leaders of the great mass 
movements r se 0 such eminence and power. Why do the 
followers f o o~ so enthuSiastically. 

In Hoeffer I swords, the True Bel iever is" _. _ a 
gu i 1 t r idde hi tch hiker, who thumbs a r ide on every 
caus e from, C r i st Oanity to Communism. He's a fanatic, 
needing a Sta i n or a Christ to wor ship and die for. 
He's the o rca l enemy of things-a s -they-:ar e , :",nd h e 
insists on sacr i f i cing himself for a dream lrnposslble to 

attain. He · s today everywhere on the march." 

Hoeffer ad been puzzled by the way great numbers of 
people beca e devoted followers of the man on a white 
horse. 

Both Adolph Hit ler and Charles Manson acquired 
devoted and fanatic followers. Manson on a smaller scale 
sought out losers, and a ttached them to himself, one at 
a time. Hitler, on the other hand used every 
communication d evice ava i labl e and sophisticated mass 
propaganda teChniques . 
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Hoeffer's conclusion was that mass movements are 
generated by the frustration of a people. When people 
look into the future and are disgusted with the prospect, 
they are ripe for a charismatic leader. 

The odds against betterment may be horrible but, 
anything better than zero is good enough to move such 
people, generate hope and to release tremendous energy. 

When there is a messiah leading and a devil 
following, the mass moves. 

The human tendency is to target what seems to be the 
proximate cause. What or who is under the spotlight. It 
was a desperate German people that created the Der 
Feurher. They craved a leader and they got one who 
thrilled them for a while. 

If the True Believers 
definitely third class cranks. 
them. 

are cranks, they are 
They need the mob with 

Hoeffer managed his life as he chose, studied hard, 
thought hard, and did not proselytjze. He was guided by 
Montaigne's simple rule, discuss, but don't preach." 

Hoeffer like Montaigne was aD. O. C. f i rst class. 
His thinking was his own, his ideas were of his own 
making. What ideas he took from others, he thought 
through and tested with his own intellect before he 
adopted them as his own. 

And he had a grand time with it. 

A well managed prosperous nation does not have mass 
movements. But, there's the rub. Nobody knows how to 
create a well managed, prosperous nation. We can get 
part way there but when conditions start getting good, 
the pressure is off, the energy level sinks, and leaders 
are chosen not to lead, but to provide. If we can hold 
to a middle ground, and stay pretty good, we muddle 
along. 

What will keep us from sliding all the wny down will 
be, not the statesmen we elect to office, but the Damned 
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Old Cranks. They keep us awak t' 
energize us just enough to t e, sImulate us a-
d ;sast I s ay a few steps ahe d 
~ er. f they ever quit, watch out y a 

may be to become aDd . our only 
amne Old Crank yourself. 

Naipaul, the Indian writer 
commented in his book: 

"India, A Wounded Civil.:ization" 

When men cannot observe, they 

don't have ideas, they have 
obsessions, When people live 
instinc~ive lives, something like 
collectlve amnesia steadily bl a 
the past." urs 

It is human to want to reject information that n
contrary to our personal mental universe, that is w -
of fact, myth, lore, exper i encc, 1 A?l rninCT .'> ,,<3 +-~' ~.L~"-~_ 

and lots of error . 

How hard it is to dump beliefs and principles 
we have believed in and lived by and invested in fo 
years . 

Cranks first class don't have that problem. ~ :_ 

seem to delight in discovering error in the map of 
personal universe, and ridding themselves of s -
infectious misinformation. 

A member of The Flat Earth Society in Lond ~ 
England. One member did admit that it might be r o ~i 
round like a coin. 

In another example, a pub l ic lecture a __ 
astronomy, a woman spoke up during the question per io '. 
She insisted that the speaker was wrong, that the ear~~ 
rests on the backs of a series of turtles, one standi g 
on the back of the next. The speo,J<er Lt~~,<J',jht he hdcl har. 

"What is the bottom turtle standlng on. he aske . 
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"There is no bottom turtle." she repl ied, "It's 
turtles all the way down!" Crank second class, but give 
her credit . She had discovered the concept of infinity! 

So, what is a crank? 

Carl Meninger the psychiatrist wrote in his book The 
Crime of Punishment that he has testified a number of 
times in court cases in which insanity was an issue. He 
said he had never been able to discover a satisfactory 
definition of insanity. 

I have the feeling that the same must be said about 
cranks. Both are a matter of degree. 

I read once that insanity is something we inherit, 
we get it from our children. 

There is something to that. There are indeed times 
when anyone of us may be more sane or less sane. 

Justice Potter Stuart said he couldn't define 
pornography, but we knew it when he saw it. So it is 
wi th crankiness. For me it is relative to my own 
personal universe as I have corne to know it, and my 
perceived universe contains a whole lot of error and 
ignorance. 

Now you know why this paper is wander i ng allover 
the lot. 

A first class 
contradictions and 
universe, and if he 
is, over the hill. 

DOC 1S ,constantly bothered by the 
voids 1n his personal perceived 
ever tires and stops doing that he 

Cranks first class have been thinkers teachers , , , 
enl1ghteners. Discoverer s of truth and destroyers of 
myth. 

Let I S not discount myth . Myth, I believe is a 
reflection of truth, and a makeshift way of rationalizing 
things observed, but not understood. It's OK if you 
don't inhale. 
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Th<..: a c t iv e: m .l.nc:t C <:1nllV .... l.u .l. e l.- ate Cl vu(.;uum . 

there is no solid matter to fil l the void, t he 
mind will search for a hypothesi s to fill a menta 

The ordinary mind 
myth , lore, or any 
d i scomf ort. 

The trouble with be' 
must fill that void wi 
work . It takes time. 
c o nventional belief. 

s ' ply stuff the 0 
e se that will e ase 

a cra nk f irst cla ss, ~s 
~~d -atter , and tha ~ 's -

put one at odds 

You recall a early days 0 

medic ine. A young Austr'- a med Seme l 'e: _s 
a d is turbing idea that dclC:::C:::-S 'ot her hosp i a::" 
were pick i ng up germs fr : e n t and trans:e=-
the m to others , He we nc ' ng everybod~ ~c 
the i r h ands and wear c leffi -ood God! ThlS 
ups t a rt accusing respec - ___ "'""-_ ..... r 'octors, t he ~E' -

healers, o f causing s ic~~== 

He was drummed out 0_ 

committed suicide. 

Wilson M; zner, a p .~....:..~
early Palm Beach societ 
thing , but its doubt t a 

I rank cranks t h is 

A, crank, First C 
one . He does his 0 

guided by the resu l ts , 

A Crank. 

: 

:ession , and c c~~~~~, 

o partic ipute 
"Faith is a bea 
an educa t i on.1t 

efi n i te ly a minori 
studies, 

eeds t he compa ny o ~ a 
eetings a n el S l..l.c:h, requ..:i.:=-e::s

e to s hift hi s beliefS a. ~ support of others , ~ 5 

group support. He
opinions with c ur re 

on . 

A Crank Th ird C 
from non . e~rs a. 

and disassocia es s jO ' n s a cult, 
proselytizes . Th es e can e 
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defensive and belligerent, barricade themselves, and even 
join in mass suicide. 

Growing up, I was unaware of being in the shadow of 
a Damned old Crank, unaware of his impositions on the 
generation before mine, as well as mine, and even on the 
one after mine. A part of me resents the impositions of 
the damned old crank upon my life. But his independence 
of thought and belief, his determination to be free from 
the imposition of the doctrinaire beliefs and conventions 
of society, his refusal to adopt any beliefs or standards 
of behavior simply because others did, appeals to mc. He 
worked hard at it, he thought hard, and wrote his 
disquisitions, argued and discussed, and cussed. 

He was rough on himself in his self examinations, 
some of which he recorded in his disquisitions. 

My D.O.C., my grandfather, Edward Wjllis Scripps, 
was neither an atheist, nor a deist. "Those people who 
claim they know there is no God" he said, "are just as 
much damned fools as those who claim to know a great deal 
about God." He was satisfied to acknowledge his 
ignorance , and preferred it to the preachments of other 
men. 

The D.O.C. for a long time had dreamed of publishing 
an ad-less newspaper, in order to be free from dependence 
on advertising, and more particularly, free from the 
influence of advertisers. 

The ad-less DAY BOOK was launched in Chicago ln 
April, 1901. He wrote his sister and close confidant 
Ellen, 18 years his senior, "Do not talk to anyone about 
the new paper. I am commonly considered insane by my 
friends, a fool by my e mployees, and a rascal by others." 
The Chicago DayBook had 32 pages about 6" x 8" (about 
equivalent to four ordinary pages). Incidentally, during 
the Day Book's short life, a future poet named Carl 
Sandburg was a member of the editorial staff. 

The D.O.C. and a noted professor of natural sciences 
enjoyed discussing many things. One fall day while 
walking together the prof e ssor po i nted to a red squirrel 
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and said, "Those animals are quite interesting. They 
gather and store nuts like all squirrels, but if it's a 
poor season for nuts, they will gather little stones and 
store them, and another thing, i f there's a bumper crop 
of nuts, they'll gather and gather, and store mnny times 
what they will need. 

The D.O.C. didn't feel that it was strange at all. 
He said he knew millionaires who ought to be retired, 
enjoying life, reading learning and exploring, but no, 
they were grinding away, using up their remaining days, 
putting away more money than they could never need, or 
use. Also, they would collect expensive automobiles, 
homes, yachts, jewelry, antiques and art that they didn't 
have time to enjoy. 

I have only one brief memory of Grandpa Scripps. We 
lived i n Ridgefield Connecticut, a small town about three 
hours drive away from midtown Manhattan. 

The D.O.C. visited us in the summer of 192~. I was 
5 years old. One day the D.O.C. asked to see my brother 
Bob, 2 years my senior and me. We found Grandpa seated 
in a large cushioned, wicker chair. 

He was bearded, wore a skull cap, and he seemed 
awfully old. One lens of his glasses was blacked out. 
We had to know why. He said he had a sore eye, took off 
the glasses and gave us a look. Ugh!! It looked awful . 
Then we had to know why he had a little whistle on the 
sering around his neck. He said, "Watch , I ' ll show you 
how it works. He gave one toot, and a nurse mat0rialized 
at the door. He thanked her. "I'm showing the boys how 
the whistle works. II Two toots brought a secretary, and 
three toots brought a valet. 

My Grandpa owned a yacht, the OHIO, named after his 
home state. It was then preparing for a voyage to 
western Africa. 

spring of 1926 found the OHIO at Monrovia. His 
doctor's stern advice to the D.O.C. was not to go south 
of the Cape Verde Islands, in order to be near medical 
help. The D.O.C. had headed south anyway. 



511 

On March 12, 1926 he had guests aboard. They 
enjoyed brandy and cigars after dinner. After the guests 
had gone ashore he became ill. His last words were, "I 
guess I had too much brandy and too many cigars." He 
died of a stroke. His body was immediately buried at 
sea, in accordance with his written instructions. 

The D.O.C. was not given to widespread generosity, 
or support of organized charities. He would became 
intensely interested in something, and develop an 
enterprise to work on it. 

Science intrigued him. He spent many hours with Dr. 
William Ritter, the scientist mentioned earlier who had 
commented about the odd behavior or the red squirrels, 
behavior which the D.O.C. found quite human. 

He had, very early in his business career, thought 
through the set of guiding principles upon which he would 
run his business. He hoped to learn form scientists some 
things to help to refine and perfect those principles. 
He was particularly i nterested in learning about what he 
cal led "This damned human animal". 

According to Ritter, the D.O.C. would o f ten state 
wi th surprising vehemence that he would stand by his 
principles if it wrecked everyone of his business 
ente rprises. with equal vehemence he would insist that 
the enterprises would not be wrecked, but would prosper. 

Dr. Ritter had led him to take an interest in 
ocea nography. He established the Scripps Institute of 
Ocea nography next to the beach at La Jolla California, 
and some 20 miles west of his California home. Most 
loca ls referred to it as the "Fish station". He enjoyed 
visiting there and grilling the scientists for 
information. He became convinced that scient i fic truth 
is loaded wi th human interest, and a potent force for 
huma n welfare. 

Other discussion with Ritter persuaded him that a 
popular understanding of science was essential to human 
happiness and freedom . 



512 

He enl isted Ritter in the planner of a new news 
enterprise, sc ience service. Its purpose was to provide 
~or newspapers brief reports of scientific news, written 
ln language t hat ost people cou l d understand. A smal l 
office was esta~lished in Washington with a board made up 
of 2/3 from SClence and 1/3 from journalism. Science 
News Letter is still published weekly. 

The miss ' on of science Service has not been a 
complete s uccess. 

George Rieveschl sends me clippings from time to 
time about efforts to have sc ientific news reported 
accurately and reada bly in the news media. 

Another concern shared with Rjtter was the rapidly 
growing world population. The D.O.C. endowed a chair The 
Scripps Foundation for Populat i on Research at Miami 
University, oxford ohio. Professor Warren Th ompson wa s 
recruited fro Cornel university to head the center . 

Ri tter and Thompson at one time or another each 
traveled with the D.O.C. on the OHIO. Their mission was 
ostensibly for research, but more importantly it was for 
the D.O. C. s quest f or understanding of "This damned human 
animal", who shared so much with all living th ings. 

Rit ter and the D.O.C. 
other. Ri tter the careful 

seemed to fascinate each 
sc ientis t who gen erously 

D.O.C. with hi s intense shared his knowledge, and the 
c urios ity and probing mind. 

Let us consider a local D.O .C . 

The Reverend Maurice McCrackin . Now ther e ' s a man 
who marches to his own drummer. What others think of his 
words and actions, he accepts without rancor. I. am 
pretty sure that he is saddened t hat peop~e resent hlm, 
or even hate him. He i s a gentl e and dedlcated man w~o 
is guided by his own lights . He damned sure Of. hlS 
position, and regrets that others haven't seen t he llght 
as he has. 
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He is old, he is a crank, and he is damned by some 
of his contemporaries. He qualifies for the Order of 
D.O.C. first class if anyone does. 

Some of the great spiritual leaders, and some of the 
worst scoundrels have been cranks. I am not referring to 
the deliberate frauds, but to the true cranks. Karl Marx 
was a D.O.C. Lenin was an opportunist. 

A crank is one who is true to himself, however 
r e asonable, or unreasonable, however gentle or vicious. 
I rate Hitler as a Super Crank. Whatever else he was 
consistent. He was absolutely brutal in his 
d etermination to turn his vision into reality and true to 
his vision of the Third Reich until the miserable end. 
And he was dead wrong. 

Jesus Christ was regarded as a crank. He upset the 
c ash registers at the temple. Carrie Nation smashed up 
bars. Joan of Arc disturbed the peace of England. 
Cranks can get i nto serious trouble by challenging the 
e stablished order of politically correct behavior. 

My personal D.O.C., my grandfather had a habit of 
s erious personal inquisition into his own character. He 
wanted to be honest. He believed that t he Ten 
Comma ndments we r e the best guide fo r moral behavi o r . 

He was never sure he could be entirely hones t when 
q ues tioning his own motives. It was a fu t ile effort , 
because he couldn't be sure that the inquisition itself 
wa s n't corrupted by his pride, or vanity. 

He was just as curious and probing, about h i mself as 
a "d?-mne? human animal, . as he was about others, about 
manklnd In general. 

Although he had great i nterest in science, he didn't 
have the slightest i nter est in working in the f ield. He 
had to k now mor e a bout "This damned human animal" in 
order to r un a business, publish newspapers , s e rve'his 
r eaders, and promote the successful operation of a 
nation. 
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Can Amer ica be made safe for Democracy? 

Can Democ racy be made safe in America? 

Given the c haracter of "This damned human animal", 
he wasn't at a ll sure. 

BUDGET 

April 25, 1 994 

1 - Brother, Can You spare a Dime? 

2 - please Put A Penny in the 
Old Man 's Hat. 

. John W. vester 

. Robert smith 

3 - " ... he i s trampling out the vintage where 
the g rapes of wrath are stored ... ". . Gunte r Grupp 

1. 
Br o ther, Can You Spare a Dime? 

I grew up i n the 1920's and 30's . Those were the 
Depression Years and it was during those times that I, 
ever mor e f requently, heard the grownups say uneasily 
that "the Wo lf will soon be at the door ". When I asked 
my parents what that meant, I was told that it wa s a way 
o f saying that we might a ll s oon be very poor. I be gan, 
at that time, t o be a ble to see, in my mind's eye, the 
wraith of a great, g r ey wolf outsid e the house. He has 
never gone away. Sometimes , i n the y ears since the n, his 
outlines have been ha rd t o see dur ing good times. 
Other times, b a d time s , he became much more clearly 
v i sible. He ha s been there, though , all of my l if e and 




