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FOREWORD 

A funny thing happened on the way to this Budget. 
I decided to get married. My only other experience 
with that sort of adventure occurred f orty- fiv e years 
ago and I had to be reminded that taking y bride on a 
honeymoon trip, while not obligatory, woul d go a long 
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way toward assuring a series of happy anniversaries and 
a degree of intervening bliss which might otherwise be 
lacking. I am confident that you will agree that I 
made a wise decision not to postpone the honeymoon trip 
in order to present the Budget in person. Given this 
Club's reputation regarding the female of the species, 
my bride is especially relieved that it was acceptable 
to substitute another reader. Nonetheless, for reasons 
which will soon become apparent, even though I have an 
able surrogate, I am sorry not to be reading these 
papers myself. It will have to suffice that at this 
very moment, Jodelle and I are toasting all of you at a 
delightful restaurant in Firenze. 

1 

Dear Marnie: 

Bruce I. Petrie 

A Petrie Beheaded 

Cincinnati, Ohio 
September 25, 1995 

I realize that I have been a dismal failure as the 
family genealogist. As I have already explained, my 
initial search with the help of the Scots Ancestry 
Research Society in Edinburgh, uncovered only the 
disappointing fact that our gene pool, at least on 
Daddy's side, seems to offer qualities of diligence and 
fortitude rather than genius. The trail on Mother's 
side is less definitive, but no less disappointing. 
Your response to that bit of news was that it was 
neither news nor disappointment; that you had decided 
years ago that Doug and I had better work our fannies 
off or we would starve to death. We had demonstrated 
no special talent for anything, unless you regard 
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compliant but pou t ing obedience as a talent. Time has 
confirmed your cogent analys "s, but, nonetheless, 
Daddy's rules for living, austerely delivered as I 
remember, have kept e ach of s under a dry roof, too 
well-fed and convent iona y, of not stylishly, dressed. 
That the Research soci e ty, "n digging among the roots 
of our family tree, uncovered aoong our ancestors no 
one more accomplished tha n farmers , carpenters 

° , 
domest~c servants, coa l iners , a nd one cOlliery 
manager, may, of course, only mean that whatever genius 
there is lies buried pr ior to 17 9 0, which is as far 
back as the Society cou l d trac e us Petries. It may yet 
emerge in our generation's gra ndchildren, although I 
admit that, as sweet and wonderful a s they are, signs 
of rare intellectual capacit i es ha v e no t yet become 
visible. 

Nonetheless, the Research Soc i ety 's Report, 
relying on as many church records as i t d oes, seems to 
indicate reasonably high moral standards or at least 
the appearance of them. Didn't you get a kick out of 
Aunt Beth's reaction when I showed her the entry to the 
effect that Alexander Petrie married Elizabeth Inglis 
on June 8, 1855 and their first child was born on June 
23, 1855. She was emphatic in respond i ng, "Why, 
laddie, they must be mistaken. Nothing like that could 
happen in our family!" 

Even though the trail of our direct ancestors does 
not reveal anyone of great distinction, I do have a 
piece of news about a famous man named Petrie. Names, 
after all, do have importance in and of themselves. A 
rose by any other name may smell the same but the word 
"rose" will forever conjure up mental images of a 
particular kind of lovely flower. Many proud parents 
have named their daughters "Rose" knowing full well 
that calling them "Dandelion" instead would change 
their lives, if not their odor. The Scots philosopher, 
Carlyle, went so far as to observe that "a name 
surrounds us like a cloak and sends a mystic influence 
inward, especiallY in the plastic first times when the 
soul is yet infantile." 
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The origins of the name "Petrie" are obscure and I 
can't help much except to say that it apparently 
derives from the word "Peter" and is found in Aberdeen 
records as far back as 1612. The clan Gregor records 
"MacPetrie" as a sept, but I'm a bit skeptical. 
Haberdashers trying to sell low1anders a piece of 
glorious Highland tartan always manage to find 
authentic Highland forebears. 

Let me introduce you to the famous Petrie, Sir 
William Flinders Petrie, to be precise. I've known for 
some time that he is the only Petrie celebrated with a 
biographical sketch in the Encyclopedia Britannica. 
But since he is identified as English rather than 
Scots, I never pursued the possibility of any 
connection. Then one day I had a social encounter 
which changed my mind. It happened at a "Yom Kippur 
Breakfast," a very pleasant traditional party of the 
Ransohoff family to which Bev and I were always pleased 
to be invited. On this occasion, I was introduced to 
someone I knew by reputation, Cincinnati's 
distinguished research hematologist, Dr. Helen Iglauer 
Glueck, the now deceased widow of Nelson Glueck, a 
well-known archaeologist, who was also former President 
of Cincinnati's Hebrew Union College and a member of 
Cincinnati's venerable Literary Club, of which I am a 
member. Helen Glueck, who had a most engaging smile, 
responded to the introduction by saying in a jocular 
way, "Petrie, Petrie. You must be related to William 
Flinders Petrie, the Egyptologist." I blush to admit 
that to continue in her kidding mode, but momentarily 
forgetting her husband's career as an archaeologist, I 
allowed that I was indeed related to Flinders Petrie, 
in fact, I was his nephew. 

Imagine my embarrassment when Helen Glueck said, 
"How interesting. My husband and I knew Petrie rather 
well and you look a little young to be his nephew -
especially since I know of no brothers or sisters." My 
whimsical bluff having been called, I admitted my white 
lie and sought Dr. Glueck's forgiveness by asking if we 
could get together to discuss Flinders Petrie. I also 
mentioned that I'd like to tape record whatever she 
knew about him. She graciously agreed, but the years 
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passed and it was not until fairly recently 
discussion and recording actually occ rred . 
turned out, Helen had incredible recall and 
with many stories about Sir Petrie and Lady 
which I doubt are recorded a ywhere else. 
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His career was so a mazing that it wou ld be 
virtually impossible to squeeze e ven a brief summary of 
it into this letter but I hope soon to send you an 
excellent biography, Flinders Petrie - A Life in 
Archaeology, by Margaret S. Drower. It wa s published 
in London in 1985 but is out of print. My copy came on 
loan from U.C.'s Blegen Library and I have searches 
going here and in Britain for a personal copy but, so 
far, without luck. 

I would, however, like to mention a few of 
Petrie's qualities which may have a familiar ring. Of 
him in general, I think it could be said that Egypt was 
his passion, discipline was his master, and fortitude 
provided the comforts of home. And he possessed all of 
those qualities to such a high degree that, at times, I 
feel embarrassed to share his name. If ever anyone was 
an indefatigable workaholic, it was Flinders Petrie. 
Between 1881 and 1938, he conducted excavations at 
fifty-three different sites, mostly in Egypt, some in 
Palestine. If you include his excavation reports, he 
wrote more than 140 books as well as innumerable 
pamphlets, articles and reviews, believing it was his 
duty to publish and to publish promptly. All of this 
was in addition to teaching classes in England, 
engaging in extensive fundraising to finance his digs 
and dealing with the academic and governmental 
bureaucracies which stood in his way. 

If ever anyone was confident of his own rightness 
and unafraid to assert it, it was Flinders Petrie. 
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Among his books is one entitled Janus in Modern Life 
published in 1907, having nothing to do with ' 
archaeology. Instead it is a series of essays on 
various principles underlying the course of 
contGmporary political movements, replete with what can 
only be called pontificating. Sound familiar? Yet, 
despite these off-putting qualities, Petrie had 
sufficient grace and wit to preserve the affection of 
most of his acquaintances and colleagues. 

I took all of the above as solid evidence that his 
genes were heavily influenced by the glens, lochs and 
thistles of Scotland and, sure enough, I learned that 
Petrie's paternal grandfather was Scots. Science has 
yet to measure the half-life of a gene and, therefore, 
I choose to believe that the genes of Petrie's 
grandfather (whose name, coincidentally, was Alexander 
Petrie, the same as our great grandfather's) joined his 
father's genes along the genetic highway and paused in 
Flinders Petrie. Incidentally, Petrie's fami ly had 
some connection with the Plymouth Brethren, although he 
himself was not a fundamentalist. I think that's the 
same sect that was on one side of a schism in our own 
family, with the Church of Scotland on the other. 

Despite the lack of any evidence of consanguinity, 
I feel a strange kinship for William Flinders Petrie, 
perhaps because he seems to have some of the same 
personal qualities as Daddy, qualities which I have 
naturally associated with Scotland and the Scottish 
people: an independence, if not fierce, at least 
adamant; a somewhat exaggerated confidence in the 
rightness of their own ideas; a willingness to struggle 
against harsh conditions and to make the best of what 
they have; an often painful unwillingness to avoid 
confrontations simply for the sake of harmony; and, of 
course, the proverbial frugality. The bonds formed by 
those who share such qualities are, after all, a 
stronger connection than family ties. One is 
frequently closer to friends and acquaintances than to 
relatives, and, as I read the biography, I felt an 
unusual understanding of Petrie's personality. 
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As you will learn if you read Drower' s book, it is 
no wonder that Petrie d e it into the Britannica . 
There is little doubt that e recognized bis own genius 
and although he was not re icent abo t hi s own 
correctness, he was s utfie "en est not to claim 
genius in so many words. In an (written about 
eighty-seven years betore provocat "v e -The Bell 
CUrve"), Petrie mentions ,t ere is e general 
recognition that mental qualit -es erited, as 
demonstrated by Galton's s tatis . ysis. He 
asserts also that a single · ivi a 's ability is not 
inherited in the same manner as abi ity long-continued 
in a family, noting that not one Ro peror who rose 
solely from his own individua l po ers l eft a worthy and 
capable son. 

Petrie's interest in the genetic transfer of 
genius led him to an extraordinary decision which took 
no small measure of hubris. He carefully planned for 
his head to be separated from his body, taking the wise 
precaution of making arrangements to have this division 
occur after his death. Petrie died in 1942, his 89th 
year, following a long illness involving malaria, and 
is buried, sans head, in the Protestant Cemetery on the 
summit of Mt. Zion. Shortly after being hospitalized 
at the British Missionary Hospita l, he took the 
Hospital Director into his confidence_ He wanted his 
head donated to the Royal College of Surgeons in London 
asa specimen of a typical British skull, with the 
added stipulation that his brain be preserved for 
scientific investigation. Nelson Glueck and Petrie had 
become close friends and Petrie enlisted Nelson's 
cooperation in having his head sent on from Pa~estine 
to England. Helen Glueck remembered that Petr1e was 
not only confident that he was a genius but that the 
Royal College of surgeons in their research usually had 
to made do with the brains ot idiots. In short, Petrie 
believed that he was bestowing on them a gift of great 
value_ with Lady Petrie's approval, Petrie's head was 
removed on the night he died. I'll spare you the 
gruesome details but steps were taken to preserve t~e 
head in formaldehyde. Unfortunately, the war made It 
impossible to send it on to England. In the interim, 
the Hospital Director was transferred out of the 
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country and Petrie's head langui~hed in Jerusalem until 
the cessation of hostilities finally permitted its 
delivery to London. Further delays occurred and 
although Lady Petrie was assured that ultimately her 
husband's brain had received "concentrated study," no 
written report was ever found. 

As the world knows, Einstein's brain is still 
preserved in a glass jar. I don't know whether that 
was Einstein's idea or not, but whosever it was, it may 
have been drawn from Petrie's example. No doubt, a 
genetic engineer will someday extract DNA from 
Einstein's brain in an attempt to replicate it. What 
seems a shame is that Petrie's brain isn't still around 
for the same purpose. Maybe a future Petrie could 
somehow be cloned from this distinguished ancestor but, 
of course, such a clone would have to look elsewhere 
than archaeology to become famous. Flinders Petrie had 
the advantage of living in an age when archaeology 
required real detective work. In his time, most 
ancient civilizations had been all but obliterated. 
Mud walls, soft stone, timber lintels and ceramic 
pottery, even many iron objects, virtually disappeared 
because of the ravages of wind, water, fire, and 
earthquakes. But, our own sophisticated steel, glass, 
concrete and plastic civilization, if you want to call 
it that, cannot of course, suffer the same fate. The 
worst parts of it are here forever, more's the pity. 
Vast piles of ugliness will remain visible to identify 
our own brand of Philistinism. There will be no need 
for another Petrie to uncover it, so the archaeological 
avenue to fame will be closed to our progeny. As 
usual, Marn, you are right. We Petries better forget 
about developing family geniuses and stick to working 
our fannies off. 

Love, 

Bruce 

Bruce Petrie 
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c ' cinnati, Ohio 
october 25, 1995 

I am delighted that yo fo d yetter of 
september 25 interesting. As you sa ' d, e v en if 
Flinders Petrie's name had been Jones, . he would be a 
fascinating character. Too bad there ~ no extant 
report that his brain did reveal that , ln f~ct, he 
pos~essed the genius that h e wa s s ure was hl S. If 
genius can be identified by examination of t h e bra~ n, I 
suppose it would be encou~ag ing to the ne fraternlty 
of evolutionary psycholog lstS. 

I am happy to respond to your request that I add a 
wee bit more about Petrie's career, especially since 
the search I launched many months ago for a copy of 
Drower's biography has produced no results . 

First, to put his accomplishments in perspective, 
you must put yourself into late nineteenth century 
England in what I suppose could be called an honorably 
modest, middle class culture. You must also imagine 
what it was like to travel from England to Egypt 
virtually every winter (to avoid Egypt's cruel summer 
heat); what it was like to live in cold caves or rude 
huts, while fighting off bouts of illness; to fashion 
your own furniture out of packing crates, and to spend 
endless hours digging into sand and rock along the Nile 
Valley, often to be frustrated in your search by the 
grave robbers who had long since preceded you. Imagine 
dealing with native excavation teams who were often 
more interested in surreptitiously selling to dealers 
the artifacts they uncovered, rather than delivering 
them to you as their employer. 
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You also must imagine the tedious job of raising 
your own funds to finance the next y~ar's excavation 
and endlessly dealing with public and private 
bureaucracies and officious intermediaries, both in 
England and Egypt for permission to dig in the most 
likely sites and for the right to retain some important 
finds from whatever antiquities your digs revealed. 
Think of all this not only from the point of view of 
strong, vigorous, resourceful man but also from the 
prospective of the young student whom Petrie married, 
who devoted her life to the rigors of field work. 
Flinders and Hilda Petrie were "hands-on" 
archaeologists, unlike the many oth~rs who preferred to 
do their "digging" in libraries and museums. 

Petrie became famous for his innov ative t e chniques 
of careful excavation, recording each find at its 
relative place "in situ" and for the meticulous 
measurement he made of sites, tombs, artifacts and 
almost everything else of interest. His metrology 
magnum opus must be his exact measurements of the 
Pyramids and Temples at Gi za, which he commenced in 
1880. I found his book on this subj~ct i n Cincinnati's 
Mercantile Library, and can't possibly do it justice in 
this letter. But let me quote just two passages. Hi s 
enthusiasm for the task is found in the opening words: 

"The small piece of desert p la t e au oppos i t e 
the village of Gizeh, though less than a mile 
across, may well claim to be the most 
remarkable piece of ground in the world. 
There may be seen the very beg i nnings of 
architecture, the most enormous piles of 
building ever raised, the most accurate 
constructions known, the finest masonry, and 
the employment of the most ingenious 
tools; ... " 

Another quote will give a small sample of the care 
he took, not to mention that of the pyramid builders: 

"outside the Pyramids, all the measures were 
ascertained by triangulation from the 
measured baseline of the survey; the first 
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class points being fixed ~ith a probable 
error of +/ -. 06 inch. The base of the survey 
was thrice measured, and is known with a 
probable error of / -. 03 inch, or 1 in 
200,000. A line of eveling ~as run from the 
N.E. corner of the Great Pyra °d, to the 
S.E., to the S .W., p to e ~op and down to 
the N.E. again. e differe on return was 
only 1/4 inch, or 0 3 feet 
distance, and 9 e ·g 

Petrie's excavat ing and re a~ed f Oe d work began 
in 1881 in Giza and ended i 938 · t Os Transjordan 
survey. His Egyptian e xplorat · o s ra ged from sites in 
the northern Nile Delta as far so as As wan , just 
below the first cataract. The place names evoke all 
the romance of 5000 years of Egyptian hO story prior to 
the birth of Christ, including, to e tion a few : 
Haward, Meydum, Thebes, Dendara, Abydos, e phis, 
Tarkhan, Valley of the Kings, and Karnak. 

Although he was knighted in 1923, was widely 
published and founded a Museum at University College in 
London which bears his name, Petrie is relatively 
unknown except in archaeo logical circles. Contrast his 
obscurity with the attent ion given to Ho ard Carter, 
who was, in a sense, a pupil of Petrie's. Carter 
became instantly famous when he had the good fortune to 
come upon the Tomb of Tutankhamen. Petrie's 
contributions to archaeology were less spectacular but 
were fundamental and systemic and led others to many 
important discoveries. His finds are included in 
museums in your own town of Philadelphia, as well as in 
Copenhagen, Sydney and Tokyo. But, regrettably , 
although he discovered the Lahun jewelry , the Fayum 
portraits and Horuta's funeral panoply at Awara, he 
never led the public to the piles of gold and jewels 
which are the surefire entre to celebrity . 

Generations of archaeologists who succeeded Petrie 
learned from him indispensable techniques of making a 
~om~le~e.record o~ every find, no matter how apparently 
lnslgnlflcant. Hls name became associated with a 
system of dating sites by identifying pottery and 
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pottery shards, which, of course, were the commonplace 
effluvia of ancient campfires and villages. Unlike 
most of his contemporaries, he multiplied his own 
efforts by winning the loyalty of most of his native 
workmen by treating them with kindness and sympathy. 
He ingeniously used potsherds to cross-date sites in 
Egypt, Palestine and in areas along the Aegean, thus 
showing chronological connections between distinct 
societies. His discoveries opened new windows on the 
history of portrait painting and other forms of 
Egyptian art. His Sequence Dating methods are still 
used by prehistorians in Egypt and by his work at 
Abydos he fixed the time order of the earliest Egyptian 
kings. 

Petrie was not only a pioneer archaeologist. He 
thought of himself first and foremost as a historian. 
His interest in human development led to a formulation 
that, in cycles of about 1,115 years, after a period of 
successive high accomplishments in art, literature, in 
mechanics, in science, and then in material wealth, 
each civilization is overwhelmed by another. Given our 
own level of materialistic hedonism, that sounds rather 
ominous to me. 

Despite, or perhaps because of his catholic 
interests, Petrie had a fine wit. Helen Glueck told me 
~f an episod7 at,Giza where he was constantly being 
lnterrupted ln hlS work by curious tourists who 
couldn't resist asking questions. Petrie, who cut a 
handsome, white-haired, blue-eyed figure, hit upon an 
ingenious solution. He dressed for work in a 
ballerina's pink tutu. Approaching tourists, seeing 
this apparition and deciding that he must be quite mad, 
finally gave him a wide berth. Helen's stories about 
her acquaintance with Lady Petrie in Jerusalem are 
poignant, rather than amusing. The Petries had never 
been remunerated commensurate with the importance of 
their work. Despite their fame, their retirement years 
in Jerusalem were spent very modestly. Helen remembers 
that Lady Petrie was down to three dresses, which she 
wore sequentially for afternoon teas, generally topped 
off by a pith helmet rather than a bonnet. She had 
shared many of the field hardships to which her husband 
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following his death, e ~e of him as one 
of the proverbial giants : ers other 
scholars stand and a s a grea- at those 
who would not learn fro ad no sense 
of the sanctity of earth own of 
Nelson Glueck's own acco p ~s av'ng been 
entranced by Drawer' s biogra e p but thank 
my lucky stars for t hat chance .ith Helen 
Glueck at the Ransohoffs ' part y because 
of my surname, expanded y co scio s ess a 
fascinating way. There is no doubt tha own life 
has been enriched and my sou inspired by the 
indefatigable spirit of William F ' nders Petr ' e. I 
nope he lloes the same for you . 

Love, 

Bruce 

Bruce Petrie 
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3 
Names Do Make a Difference 

By Pictorial Laser Fax 

Dear Cousin Marnie: 

Earthmoon station #2787 
Kilmarnock Crater 

November 8, 2053 

I know that you are as excited as I am by Bruce's 
incredible discovery which, beyond its scientific 
value, may represent the greatest coincidence of all 
time! You can be proud of your cousin; and since it is 
easier for you to sing his praises than it is for me, I 
hope you'll do so. I really don't want to bore my 
friends with my son's accomplishments, but I can hardly 
restrain myself. Bruce himself has been quite modest 
about it all and speaks matter of factly about the 
hazards of the field work, not to mention the rocket 
trip through an atmosphere which was thick with lethal 
gases. 

He was not able, of course, to keep the letter 
itself. The Bureau of Earth Exploration wants it as a 
featured exhibit in its Museum, but the family will be 
given facsimiles and we will, of course, see that you 
get one. The text reported on the Moonscreen is 
essentially accurate. Although they spelled your great 
grandmother's name incorrectly, M-A-R-N-I, dropping the 
E. 

What was so strange about the letter was that 
although it was dated in 1995 and was obviously 
computer typewritten, it was found juxtaposed with what 
could only have been battle flags from the American 
civil War period, about 1863. There were also nearby 
some fragments of gold leaf lettering on gray plaster 
which, according to Bruce's excavating team, seemed to 
be part of a group of letters, but the only words they 
could make out were "Here," "one" and "paper." In the 
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same strata they found shards which they identified as 
being from an assortment of beer bottles of many 
different brands. There were quite a few human bones. 
oddly enough, all the bones were of males, not.a female 
pelvis to be found. Moreover, the anthropolog~sts 
concluded that all of the bones were of men well beyond 
middle age. What's so strange, Marnie, is that as far 
as I know, you Great Uncle was not a civil War buff, 
and since he was known to be inordinately proud of his 
scots heritage, I would have expected Scotch whiskey 
bottles, not beer. But, who knows? Everything was 
buried under debris which was identified as old brick, 
probably from a Georgian-style building, and the 
furnishings seemed to be decidedly Victorian. The 
letter, of course, can be pinpointed to its September 
25, 1995 date. It was marked as being written in 
Cincinnati, Ohio Which, of course, was midwestern 
United s~ates. To add to the confusion, the letter 
bore a tltle, which was not usual for letters of that 
period. Some coins found near it had late twentieth 
century dates, but many other fragments in the 
immediate vicinity were estimated to be at least one 
hundred years older than the letter. It's a puzzle 
but if you put all these clues together, you might' 
conclude that the letter somehow found its way to a 
meeting of old male fuddy-duddies, living figuratively 
if not literally, in the past. ' 

Bruce's comments about the stratification problems 
were particularly interesting because it was William 
Flinders Petrie, the very archaeologist who was the 
subject of the letter, who first introduced systematic 
study of a site's stratigraphy as part of scientific 
excavation. Even more astonishing was Bruce's comment 
to me that it was his delight in coming upon the name 
"Petrie" in his studies which intensified his interest 
in archaeology. Sir William Flinders Petrie became a 
hero of his and, from what he tells me, rightly so 
because Petrie was one fine archaeologist. The 
stratigraphy investigation, of course, is much easier 
when sites have been covered more or less gently by 
sedimentation over eons of time. When sites disappear 
because of cataclysmic events, one has to imagine that 
articles juxtaposed in the dig didn't necessarily go 
together prior to the cataclysm. For example, not far 
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away, Bruce found the remains of something that looked 
like the famous Eiffel Tower of Paris, and of the 
equally famous Brooklyn Bridge, both of which were not 
far from what could only have been the wreckage of a 
German brewery, with signs saying "Over the Rhine." 
Even given the force of the cataclysm, it is hard to 
believe that it set a part of Central Europe down on 
top of the midwestern U.S., or vice versa. 

Well, despite the mysteries or maybe because of 
them, Bruce II is famous. Somehow I knew that a Petrie 
was going to make it into the history data base, 
although I admit that Bruce's career choice of 
archaeology took him out of the running, as f ar as I 
was concerned. I thought that his brother, Robert, 
might make headlines doing the weight l e ss high j ump, 
until that tragic day when he broke the recor d but 
disappeared toward Jupiter. He did get a lot of news 
coverage, at that. 

Despite that loss, Marnie, I have n e ver been sorry 
about colonizing here and I would feel that way even if 
we hadn't gotten out just in the nick of time, so to 
speak. I knew that the whole project was seen on Earth 
as a boondoggle far worse than the so-called star Wars 
project, especially for those old enough to have h e a r d 
about the camp in Antarctica established by the 
explorer, Admiral Byrd. That first penetration ther e 
did expand in a distinctly unfriendly environment, but 
it never developed to much more than a weather research 
station. Sure, there were the inevitable tourists, but 
not many wanted to return. 

Then there was that "self-contained living" 
project in the Southwest U.S. which helped get things 
going but I think that the emigration here was 
essentially motivated by a highly unscientific 
influence - a movement in the waning days of the 20th 
century called the "Religious Right" which insisted 
that since Heaven was in the sky and since God resided 
in Heaven, the sky was the place to go. I must admit 
that what was then happening on Earth made it clear 
that God didn't live there but I never thought those 
fanatics would end up controlling the Congress. 
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Whatever the r e ason , I g l ad we both came. I 'm 
only sorry that we can't get together ore ofte n, but 
pictorial laser fax like i s es yo seen closer. I 
suppose Bruce the First 0 a e 0 g t the i dea of 
h is progeny living on the was absurd. He seemed 
t o be more interested st an i the future. 
Even so, I am sure he eased °th his great 
grandson's success. 

Of course, Bruce t h e Firs vas a part of that 
generation which assume d that · s c · v i i zation would go 
on forever. He said in the etter that unlike all 
prior civilizations, his was ~oo far adv anced e ver to 
disappear; that its infra s tructure as esse ntially 
indestructible. You really can't fa t h O f or that 
opinion. I mean, how can you los e 60 - story buildings, 
especially when there are hundreds of t h e . And how do 
you get rid of all that p l astic and concre t e a nd 
blacktop. Even the billboard s we r e ade of huge steel 
armatures, so that their h i deous ness would last 
forever. 

Sadly, much of the infrastructu re o f marvelous 
civilizations like the Egyptians, the gol den age of 
Greece, the Etruscans, the Mayans, was made of earth 
and stone and was pretty well obliterated by the time 
great granddad's era woke up to the fact that the i r 
beauty was eternal. I understand that peopl e like 
Flinders Petrie had to endure hardship and humiliation 
in desperate attempts to preserve remnants of those 
societies. People like him knew that they had a lot to 
teach later civilizations, but most of his 
contemporaries and their progeny, the ones who 
controlled commercial building, seemed to think that 
anything that old wasn't worth their attention. 
Ironically, Flinders Petrie had a theory, which 
everyone else thought was crazy, that civilizations 
didn't progress indefinitely; that they developed with 
great promise in the arts, in literature, in mechanics 
and in science, but that these were the seeds of their 
own destruction because they resulted in enormous 
material wealth which sapped humans of their finest 
instincts. An Italian writer referred to that 
materialistic stage of humanity as "homo econominus." 
When a society reaches that point, it is l ed on 
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inevitably to dissoluteness, decline and ultimate 
collapse. Petrie thought that each cycle of 
civilization lasted about eleven centuries and he must 
have thought that someone out there with endless 
patience would keep sending new creatures who develop 
their own arts, literature, etc., starting the whole 
cycle over and over again. I guess he didn't take into 
account that each generation of humans accelerates the 
pace of everything, including their own capacity to 
destroy themselves. Petrie's theory of cyclical human 
development seems ironic in light of his entrancement 
with the pyramids, which are the quintessential symbol 
of timelessness. The Egyptians must have believed that 
their civilization was eternal; that their colossal 
temples and monuments would survive the existence of an 
endless procession of kings. They were building to 
last far more than eleven centuries and our own eyes 
tell us that in their buildings at least they succeeded 
beyond virtually all other civilizations. 

But, you know what happened and with the benefit 
of hindsight some sort of demise seemed inevitable. 
After all, a civilization can't go on wasting vital 
resources forever, and you can't keep soiling its own 
nest. Ultimately it drives people from the place 
they've just polluted to someone else's Eden. Add to 
that, far too many people - the Earth's population was 
doubling with increasing rapidity - and you have a 
recipe for disaster. Their pollution led to a global 
warming trend which raised sea levels, and reduced the 
amount of arable land. That led to more and more 
violence which was fueled by an acquisitiveness which 
had made merchandise their religious icons. Even so, 
the earth might have survived for a few hundred more 
years. But the titanic crashing of tectonic plates 
simultaneously with the meteorite bombardment was the 
coup de gras. Did you have the same feeling I did, 
that there was something eerie about all those huqe 
meteorites hitting almost in unison, as if a super 
force was directing them? I guess no one has yet 
figured out whether it was the blasting itself or the 
resulting emissions from the radioactive out-houses 
that had proliferated in every country which made the 
devastation so complete. 
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I really don't know ho by Bruce 
Petrie II of an old letter a Will iam 
Flinders Petrie, fits togeth er ' t just 
can't be sheer coincidence. A ace, a:ter a I, i s 
intended as a short-hand i d e nt ' f ' cat 'o of a u c h 
larger creation. In a manner of s peak ' g, ' t becomes 
the dictionary definition of t h e obj ect a ed, whether 
human or inhuman, complete wi t h p r ' nc'pa a d seco ndary 
meanings. It's really too bad t hat Sir Petr ie 's plan 
to have his head examined came to na ught. He ust been 
a genius, but genius or not it was his na e which led 
directly to Bruce's career in archaeo l ogy . Certainly, 
that you and I have the same given names as our 
ancestors means that at t he time of our birth, our 
parents had some message to convey and ust have hoped 
that good qualities can be transmitted by association. 
As my great grandfather was wise to observe, don't make 
the mistake of calling your roses, dandelions. Names, 
after all, do make a difference. 

Love, 

Bruce 

Bruce Petrie 




