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Yes, there I stood on a bright April morning,
trackside in Big Shanty, a seventy-two year ol~ boy of
ten ready to swing aboard the General, and, wlth my
hand upon the throttle, roar down the rails and thunder
down the tracks - reliving this wild and wonderful
great locomotive chase ... just the General and me!
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Family Stories
Romance in Roxbury

Tall, redheaded, and big beaked, George Denison
came to New England at the age of thirteen with his
parents and two older brothers. His father, william,
hired as George's tutor none other than the Rev. John
Eliot, known to all the "Apostle to the Indians." The
family settled in Roxbury, now a part of Boston.
Here
young George grew into a robust, active, and determined
young man.
Now, also living on Roxbury was a young lady
named Bridget, a daughter of the Widow Thompson.
I
always imagined her as a sort of cross between Donna
Reed and Joan Leslie, because she must have been a
sprightly, pretty young woman to have attracted George.
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Because of the false image painted in the 19th
century of the Puritans, we tend to think of them as
p i nch faced, sour looking folk in funny hats and
wearing only black and white clothes. Actually, they
enjoyed a good joke and reserved black and white
clothes for the rich and famous.
Bridget and George
would have worn sad or dead leaf colors such as russet
or lincoln green. Oh yes, they did wear those funny
hats, but only to church. On special occasions they
would even have worn a touch of lace.
The Puritans were great believers in love and
marriage and went out of their way to encourage them.
We have all heard of bundling, however we do not talk
about the bundling stocking and the bundling apron
which left the young lady bare from the waist up, but
securely tied up below.
George Denison went a romantic step further.
He
wrote Bridget love poems. Not great poetry, mind you,
but after all it's the thought that counts. Two of
these poems have survived from 1640.
I have one and I
quote [rom it:
Grieve not my love, to see this gift so small:
Even from me come who loves thee:
love is all
Oh looke not at smallness of the present:
Regard my love and looke at my intent
Greatness is that not looked:
but by me
Even that which least, is great, if it please
thee.
Notice that the first letter of each line spells the
name George. Well, as I said it is not great poetry,
but it worked.
For in November or December of 1640
they were married.
Now as far as Bridget was concerned the big day
was not when she was actually married which was before
a magistrate in her mother's house. But rather the day
her engagement was formally announced in the Ro~bury
Church.
For this she washed her face, made a llberal
use of perfumed powder, and put on her best dress and
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her steeple hat. The high point of the service was the
sermon preached by the Rev. John Eliot on a text she,
herself, had picked out with the care a modern girl
uses to pick the color of her bridesmaids' dresses.
The young couple must have been very happy
together and very much in love. Bridget bore two
daughters, Sarah and Hannah. Then tragically she died
in June of 1643 of fever and consumption according to
the Rev. Eliot. Overwhelmed with grief George
accompanied her body to the Roxbury cemetery.
Here, according to family history, George saw the
coffin into the ground. Where upon he turned away and
left for Boston without saying a word. He caught the
first ship for England, joined Cromwell's cavalry and
rose to the rank of captain. He fought in the battles
of Marston Moor and Nasby where he was severely
wounded. He married his beautiful young nurse, Ann
Borodel, daughter of a well-to-do leather merchant.
They returned to Roxbury and soon moved to stonington
Township, Connecticut where George Denison became one
of the most prominent men of the COlony.
This story is well documented, but a mystery
remains to which I do not know the answer. How did th e
poem survive for 353 years? Was it the Widow Thompson
who saved it in memory of her daughter Bridget? Or wa s
it Sarah or Hannah, Bridget's own daughters? I
inherited it from my grandmother who in turn received
it from her grandmother who was descended from both
Sarah and Hannah. But still how djd she get it?
Family history does not relate.
Grandmother Phoebe and the Bear
I always imagined that Grandmother Phoebe looked
somewhat like a cross between Marjorie Main and Mammy
Yoakum. Barefoot, in a shapeless dress, sunbonnet and
a pipe.
It's the pipe I am not sure of. After all,
though she was a daughter of the Appalachian frontier,
it was the northern Pennsylvania-cum-Connecticut one
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and not the Kentucky-Tennessee one.
i ffy.

So the pipe is

She was born Phoebe Tripp in 1767 near present day
Port Jervis , New York. However, she
. grew up in the
wyoming Valley near present day Wllkes-Barre,
.
pennsylvania. She and her immediate family survlved
the massacre of 1778 by joining others in an arduous
and very dangerous trek across the Pocono Mountains to
the safety of Stroudsburg, Pennsylvania.
Phoebe's family was, however, deeply touched by
the massacre.
Her grandfather and an uncle were killed
and scalped by the Indians. Her first cousin, Francis
Slocum, was captured by the Indians and sold west never
to return.
When it was safe to do so the Tripp's returned to
the Wyoming Valley where Phoebe grew into young
womanhood.
In 1784, at the age of 17 she married her
c hildhood sweetheart, Amos Harding. He and his family
had also suffered deeply from the massacre, losing
several members to the Indians and a young son on the
trek to stroudsburg.
Phoebe and Amos continued to live in the Wyoming
Valley until 1800 when they moved to Luzerne County,
Pennsylvania, near the tiny village of Clifford.
It
was then and still is one of the most sparsely settled
counties in the State. The Harding family's closest
neighbor only lived two miles away over a mountain.
And so it happened on day, according to family
history, while Amos was away in Clifford on church
business, he was a Baptist minister as well as a
farmer, that a mother bear and three cubs ambled
thr~ugh Phoeb~'s.front yard.
One of the cubs suddenly
declded that lt Just had to climb a tree. After some
discussion in bear language, the mother bear and the
oth 7r two cubs moved on leaving the remaining cub still
up ln the tree.
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Grandmother Phoebe observing all of this and
realizing that mother bear was not coming back grabbed
up her rocking chair and knitting and sat down under
the tree.
So there she sat rocking and knitting
keeping the bear treed until Amos came home.
Asked to shoot the bear, Amos admitted that he
didn't have a gun.
"Well, go get one," demanded
Phoebe.
So off Amos went two miles over the mountain
to their neighbor to borrow his gun and return.
Phoebe
still sat under the tree with the bear still in it.
Grandmother Phoebe retreated to the porch.
Amos
took aim, fired - and missed.
But, even so, the bear
was knocked out of the tree to the ground. There it
lay stunned. Phoebe grabbed up her broom and began
hitting the bear about the head. Wham, bang, wham carne
the blows. The poor bear didn't know what to do.
It
had never encountered such a thing before.
So finally
he did the only sensible thing he could think of_ He
died.
That night the Hardins had fresh bear steak for
supper and in time a new bear skin rug for the floor
and lots of bear grease to dress the hair of Amos and
the boys.
Now, I have long been bothered by one thing about
the story. Why did the mother bear just go off and
leave her cub up the tree to its sad end? It just did
not seem right.
But, recently I learned why.
It seems
that a new born cub is thought by the mother to be just
about the cutest, most adorable thing in the world and
she will defend it against all corners.
In its second
year a cub is like one of those precocious ten year
olds who floors everyone flat by knowing the exact time
and date of everything that ever happened in the world.
Smart, but still a mother's boy. But, a three year old
cub is an obnoxious, know-it-all adolescent and the
mother bear is about ready to throw it out of the den.
Phoebe's bear was obviously a three year old and was
just left to get himself out of his self-made
predicament.
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Phoebe, Amos and their children continued to live
in Luzerne County until 1822 or 23 when they moved to
Richland County, Ohio. Here the Harding family founded
the very small community of Blooming Grove. Here,
also, Amos died in 1839 and is buried. Phoebe removed
to La Porte County, Indianu, to live with a son until
her death in 1844 at the age of 77 years, 2 months and
16 days.
Grandmother Phoebe not only could kill a bear with
her broom and run a frontier household, but she also
bore 17 children. Of these, 12 not only reached
adulthood, but all except one lived into their
seventies, eighties and three even into their nineties.
She had 109 grandchildren and 367 great-grandchildren.
Yes, it is true one of her great-great-grandchildren
was President Warren G. Harding. Today, her
descendants are scattered across the face of the United
states - as is the bear story.
Yeatman Anderson III
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No Modification
Can you remember, or imagine, the sounds of
Cincinnati in the 1920's? There was no place in the
city where you couldn't hear the steam whistles of
trains and factories, the whining and clanging of
streetcars, the peculiar burps of a one cylinder cement
mixer, the clip-clop of milkmen's and icemen's horses,
and so forth.
Forget the smells.
If you were alive then, you were certainly most
delighted with the steam trains, and if you weren't,
you would have been. Picture the Ohio State Limited,
its huge black Mikado engine restlessly exhaling steam
and cinders while pausing a few moments at Winton Place
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station to accommodate travelers from Clifton,
Avondale, and other suburbs. The engineer sees you
standing there and waves. He pulls the whistle cord,
releasing two earsplitting blasts, and the bell starts
ringing.
You wave back as he eases the throttle. A
huge "CHOOMPF!" of smoke shoots upward from the stack.
The great locomotive edges forward ever so gently. A
few more hesitant "choompfs" follow, and just as the
monstrous machine seems to gain some confidence, there
is a quick series of "ch-ch-ch-chs" in hysterical
succession, as the too eager engine slips and spins its
wheels. The train shudders in protest and then coasts
quietly for a moment. You see a stream of sand pour
onto the rail from somewhere in the maze of pipes and
cylinders up above.
The huge driving wheels, much taller than your
father standing there beside you holding your hand,
relax an instant. Gripping the rails anew, they begin
to turn, coaxed patiently by the powerful pistons which
slowly resume their forward-backward motion. With a
proud burst of extra steam the monster moves again.
The choo-choo mechanism, while probably not appeased,
regains it self possession.
At the Mitchell Avenue crossing, the guard emerges
from his tiny red house. He stands in the middle of
the street holding a round black and white sign mounted
on a long pole; he stops a tan Hupmobile, a black
Jewett, and a yellow street-car, number 41, bound for
Chester Park.
The coal tender passes by you.
It has New York
Central Lines in big whitish letters on the side. Then
a dark green baggage car comes into view.
It is
labeled C.C.C. & St. L. Ry. in gold. After that come
day coaches, all dark green, windows open so that the
people inside can enjoy the wonderful smell of the coal
sm~ke.
Some of the wheels squeal a little against the
ralls, and you hear the hum of electric generators
un~er the cars as the train rolls slowly by.
A
unlf~rmed brakeman waves to you from the open half of a
vestlbule door. Then the dining car: you can see
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white table cloths, crystal, and l i ttle silver vases of
flowers, and, through an opening toward the rear of the
car, with a bar across it so that the chef doesn't'
fallout on a curve, you think you can smell beef being
roasted for dinner.
After the dining car come the sleepers with
Pullman printed in golden letters above the windows and
names like "Clarendon" and "Arlington Park" on the
sides, also in gold, but you cannot see through the
closed windows. How hot it must be inside! A little
faster now, you hear mostly the click-clack-clack as
the six wheeled trucks of the pullmans pass over the
little gaps between each rail.
You see them press the
wooden ties into the cinder roadbed as they roll by,
and you see the mysterious little tanks and tubes and
things underneath each car, including the big stubby
open pipe which you know comes down from the toilet
with the sign over it which says, according to your
mother, "Please do not flush while train is standing in
station".
Lots of Pullmans glide by, most bound for New
York, but a few to be cut off at Albany for a tortuous
trip through the Berkshires to South station, Boston,
where people can change trains for the South Shore, or
even change stations for the North Shore and Maine.
Too soon the final car comes into view, and on the back
platform is a flagman, cap pushed back on the head, a
little too jauntily perhaps for such an important
train, but he sees you and gives you a wide grin and a
friendly salute.
with reluctance you watch the rear car recede
serenely toward Ivorydale. On either side of the rear
gate a kerosene lamp has been hu~g, one gr 7 en, one red.
You see the flagman check the cr1ss-cross 7ron gate so
that someone in the dark doesn't step of~ lnto
nothingness. Then the flagman waves aga1n as h7 turns
toward the interior door, on which you suspect 1~
painted ( in gold of course) the name of the car In
small letters.
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The musical notes of the now distant whistle
blowing two long, one short and one long, for a
crossing, melodize your melancholy.
You especially
regret that no Observation car with Ohio state Limited
emblazoned on the rear has been awarded to this
beautiful train by the Big Four Railroad Company or its
remote parent, the New York Central.
You remember quite well being at the Torrence Road
station to see your grandmother off for Atlantic city,
not long before. Two huge fuming monsters had rounded
the curve, still panting heavily from the effort of
wrenching the Cincinnati Limited away from its
comfortable berth in the red brick Pennsylvania Depot
at Pearl and Butler streets.
The passengers waiting on the platform, dressed in
sombre travel clothing, stepped back as in a chorus
line, shielding their faces, as the big engines chugged
by and braked noisily in a cloud of smoke and steam,
still panting heavily and so impatiently that the
porter beguiled your grandmother onto his little yellow
stool and up the steep steps into the car before she
had been able to give you a really proper goodbye hug,
and before the conductor had even shouted "Boardl"
Then, two short toots and the journey began, with the
big drivers slipping not once, but twice, as the
engines in their anxiety to leave town seemed to be
fighting one another just to get started.
But you found redeeming features in this
ungracious departure.
How intrigued you were with the red and yellow
keystone shaped signs saying "PRR" on the front of each
engine above the cowcatcher. You considered these
insignia appropriately elegant for such magnificent
masterpieces of modern motive power.
Then as the train rolled by, you realized that
the cars ~ere not at all the indifferent shade of green
to which you had been accustomed at Winton Place. They
were red!
Not green, but red!
In your tremendous
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excitement you overlooked the fact that they were not a
very bright red, in fact they were a non-descript dirty
red, nevertheless they were certainly not green. What
an innovation! Red cars labeled "Pullman" or
"Pennsylvania" (in the usual gold, however).
The laboring locomotives chugged eastward,
darkening the sky over Grandin Road with enormous
plumes of splendid black smoke and cinders. As the
rest of the train passed by, you could hear little
hissing and gasping sounds, which seemed to come from
the little hoses joining the cars together underneath.
They probably always leak a little, you supposed.
As the last car rolled majestically into view, you
stared in awe at your first observation car. At its
rear end an open platform had been devised, a sort of
balcony, enclosed on three sides by a waist high
railing of reddish iron topped with shiny brass.
Underneath and all around the roof over this platform
hung a little awning.
You defined that the awning was
red and yellow striped, although a coating of soot
r endered the colors almost imperceptible. On the
balcony platform, behind the railing were several
folding chairs of some queer dark material, but no one
had come out of the car to sit down and observe.
Hooked onto the rear railing of the observation
car was a superbe electrified sign, again in the
keystone motif.
You could have read, if you had been
able to read, The Cincinnati Limited, bright red
letters on a whitish background.
You considered this
stunning observation car to be a proper finale for such
a grand red train with a double-header on the front
end.
You had counted 15 cars.
Suddenly awake, it is a different and very modern
noise you hear.
You are folded into a miniature seat
on your way home from a business appointment in
Chicago.
You are aloft for an hour with Delta, close
to the stars, but not quite in Heaven. What you hear
is the steady hum of the jets through a muffled
conversation between passengers nearby.
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Then you doze again, and you think of how far you
have travelled in a lifetime.
Inevitably your first
trip comes to mind. Your family used to say you
couldn't possibly remember, you weren't even three
year s old. But you know you do remember, because it
was your f i rst time aboard a train. You had gotten on
at winton Place, and you were sitting in a red mahogany
drawing room with green cloth upholstered seats and
white linen headrests.
It was hot and stuffy; a little
fan on the wall whirred ineffectively. Your mother sat
oppos i te you, and you were riding backwards.
Before reaching Middletown you suddenly threw up
into a hand towel which your mother magically produced
j ust in time.
It was a long trip for everybody.
And now, on Delta, still not quite awake, you hear
a wh i stle far away at the head of the train.
You see
the smoke floating across the corn fields, and you feel
the reassuring tug of the big stearn locomotive.
You never got train sick again, nor seasick nor
a irsick, for that matter.
But once in a while you do
g et horne sick, for a smoky old stearn powered passenger
train, or don't you?
Louis M. Prince

* Apologies to the famous French writer Michel Butor.

3

A Glimpse at the Past
Recently I have been investigating some of the
f acts related to our Literary Club and its predecessors
i n Cincinnati.
In The Cincinnati Directory for the
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.
d bYE .D emln,
. g there is listed under
Year 1834 publlshe
Li terary Institutions, the
CINCINNATI LITERARY SOCIETY:

James F. Conover, president,
Isaac Baker, Vice prQsidQnt,
James C. Hall, the Prosecutor,
G.B. Walker, Treasurer,
S.Y. At Lee (sic) Librarian,
S.P. Hall, secretary,
Isaac stevens, Jr. Assistant Secretary,
Directors: Conover, Hall, and Walker.
It established that regular meetings were held every
Friday evening, at their hall on Pearl street. None of
these names were listed as officers in the College of
Teachers Institute, the Academic Institute, the Board
of Education, the Teachers' Association, or thQ various
private schools and female seminaries which existed at
that time. Perhaps they were not so much professional
writers as they were stimulated by the burgeoning
emergence in America of a taste for letters, in the
years from 1815 to 1865, what Van Wyck Brooks was to
call The Flowering of New England. Noah Webster at
Yale had published his monumental first American
dictionary in 1828, and before that in 1817, Dr. Edward
Channing was the Editor-in-Chief of the new North
American Review, with his cousin, Richard Henry Dana as
his assistant. They were discovering native talent
such as William Cullen Bryant, the son of a country
doctor in the Berkshires, who had just written a new
poem Thanatopsis. This ferment was working widely not
just in New England, but was at work here in
cincinnati. We know nothing of what the Cincinnati
Literary Society wrote or discussed but it piques our
curiosity.
The next Cincinnati Directory to be published, for
1836-37, is silent for any literary society, but The
Cincinnati Directory for 1840, by David Henry Shaffer,
also contains an entry for the CINCINNATI LITERARY
SOCIETY, possibly the same organization, which held
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regular meetings in "the college edifice" (not
.
otherwise identified), on Walnut street, every Frlday
evening. The named members are listed as follows:
OFFICERS

I.D. Wheeler, President,
W. Parry, Vice-President,
J.W. Yost, Treasurer,
H.L. Reeder, Secretary,
R. Whetstone, Assistant Secretary,
A.S. Reeder, Librarian and Mineralogist,
DIRECTORS

H.S. Groesbeck,
J. Trevor,
W.S. Groesbeck,
G.B. Walker,
L.M. Gwynne.
The only name to repeat in this group is that of G.B.
Walker, but there are a number of names that we
recognize from the city's history. We have no clue as
to the nature of their meetings or the subjects of
their readings and discussions, but they must have been
influenced by the literary ferment in the New World.
By this time, 1840, Dartmouth's George Ticknor and
Harvard's Edward Everett had returned from their
European Wanderjahre and had established their
reputations, Dr. Nathaniel Bowditch had lent authority
to their meetings, the Squire of Marshfield, Daniel
Webster, had become the orator of the Union, and three
years before in 1837 had come the pUblications of the
momentous Reign of Ferdinand and Isabella by William H.
Prescott.
It was the first work by an American author
to become an instant success and a classic not only in
this country but in England, France, Spain and
elsewhere.
This was also the time for the origins of the "new
generation" movement; in Dr. Peabody's house at 19 West
street in Boston where Elizabeth, Mary, and Sophia
Peabody, Nathaniel Hawthorne, Bronson Alcott, Margaret
Fuller, Ralph Waldo Emerson, and other of the
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intelligentsia were wont ~o gather. Alco~t's Temple
School was destined to fall, but George Rlpley had
resigned after fourteen years his unitarian pulpit, and
was already living at the farm in west Roxbury that w~s
to become the Utopian community known as Brook Farmi lt
flashed briefly like a comet across America's literary
and socialistic period. The Peabody shop was probably
the liveliest spot in Boston, although the
Transcendentalists for the most part remained a little
aloof, the literary Tories of Ticknor's circle calling
it the Hospital for Incapables, according to Brooks.
It is therefore quite remarkable that once again
one finds the name of Dr. Daniel Drake engaging in an
activity before others, a man before his time not only
in Medicine, History, Natural Science, Education, and
Teaching, but in the appreciation for literary efforts.
His biographer, Horine, tells us:
"In 1833, Drake inaugurated private literary
parties at regular intervals to which were invited such
l ocal celebrities as General Edward King, Judge James
Hall, Professor Calvin E. stowe, Edward Mansfield,
Misses Harriet and Catherine Beecher, Mrs. Caroline Lee
Hentz, and many others including always the
distinguished visitors to Cincinnati. These gatherings
were apparently instituted for the benefit of his
c hildren, Charles D., Elizabeth, and Harriet Echo
Drake."
Mansfield described the meetings:
"We used to assemble early - about half past seven
- and, when fully collected, the doctor, who was the
a cknowledged chairman, rang his little bell for general
a ttention. This caused no constraint; but simply
brought us to the topic of the evening.
sometimes this
was appointed beforehand. sometimes it arose out of
what was said or proposed on the occasion.
Some
e venings essays were read on selected topics. On other
e venings nothing was read, and the time was passed in
the discussion of some interesting question.
Occasionally a piece of poetry or a story came in to
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relieve the conversation ... The subjects were always of
a suggestive and problematical kind; so that the ideas
were fresh, the debates frank and spontaneous. There,
in that little circle of ladies and gentlemen, I have
heard many of the questions which have since occupied
the public mind, talked over with an ability and
fullness of information which is seldom possessed by
larger and more authoritative bodies ... [Dr. Drakes']
suggestive mind furnished topics for others, and he was
ever ready to revive a flagging conversation. He was a
man of real genius whose mind was fresh, active,
ambitious, and intellectually enterprising.
"These parties were continued regularly until 1839
when Drake's daughters married and he accepted a
professorship in the Louisville Medical Institute."
Harriet Martinueau, in her Retrospect of Western
Travel, described her trip to cincinnati beginning on
15 June 1835:
"After two days she received an invitation from
Dr. Drake and his daughter proposing to call for an
afternoon drive around the city, and then a few days
later, was invited to a party at Dr. Drake's home.
She
recalled an enormous buckeye bowl of lemonade and a
buckeye ladle on the hall table. The first person to
whom she was introduced was a catholic bishop! and the
second "one of the cleverest women I met in the
country,, 2.
This account reflects the atmosphere which would
have pervaded the evening meetings.
It seems likely
that many of the individuals who were invited by Dr.
Drake were drawn from his academic colleagues who in

John H. Purcell (1800-1884).
2

1856) .

Almost

certainly Caroline Lee

(Whiting)

Hentz

(18

-
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1833 had formed the College of Teachers Institute in
Cincinnati 3 •
I have included this quotation from Mansfield so
extensively, and the Martineau incident, because they
raise some questions concerning previous reports about
the var i ous literary groups in cincinnati at this
period. Mansfield never, as far as I can find,
referred to these invitational meetings at Dr. Drake's
home as meetings of the Semi-Colon Club, although many
of those who are identified as attending that club are
the same as those who came to Dr. Drake's home. Our
own James Albert Green, in his elaborate paper,
cincinnati and the Club's Immortals in 1849, knew that
t here we re other literary societies in the early days:
"There was the Semi-Colon Club, which met
a lternately at the adjoining residences of Charles
Stetson and William Greene4 • Harriet Beecher Stowe and
J udge James Hall were their stars ..• This club was made
u p of men and women of great ability. John P. Foote in
h is memoirs of his brother, Samuel E. Foote, devotes
s everal pages to it.
Its meetings were enlivened by
s uppers. Mr. Foote says that expensive luxuries in
f ood and drink were rigidly prohibited, but that
' intell e ctual food of a quality super i or to anything
a fforded by the h i ghest style of cookery, and more
wholesome than personal gossip not only for the mind by
t he body also, was being served up'.
In this regard
our Literary club of today is not greatly different

See Appendix.
a Charles steston is listed in the 1824 Directory, as a
3rd, N. cor. Vine. No other Stetsons appear in the 1836-37
Directors. William Greene is not listed in the 1834 or the
:33 6- 3 7 Directories, but he does appear as the President of the
~:a min ers and
Inspectors of the Common Schools, and as the
52cret ary of the Cincinnat i Water Works, under the Presidency of
:=~ n P . Foote . I n 1840 a William Greene is listed as res. 8.s. 4th,
=~ ~ Wes. R. and John.
Both Steson and Greene were later admitted
~= nembership i n the Literary Club in 1855.
4
~ o ce r ,
=~ 18 4 0
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from the old Semi-Colon Club, except that as I read the
story of the past, 'expensive luxuries in drink'
probably meant only that French brandy, champagne and
port were excluded - other things such as Madeira,
Canary and fairly strong punch being the staples. Alas
for the good old times!"
"The famous Dr. Drake started a club.
It met at
h is house and when the company had assembled the Doctor
rang a bell for order. Then he or someone else made an
address on some literary topic. Of course, the reason
that Dr. Drake's society did not live was that it was a
one-man affa i r. He was the whole club and when he died
it died with him."
This is where I begin to have trouble with the
a ccount.
It seems obvious that the description of the
meetings in Dr. Drake's home, and the meetings of the
Semi-Colon Club and now the meetings of "Dr. Drake's
society" have become telescoped into one entity. Worse
still, in his history published in the centennial of
the Literary Club. 1849-1949, Green says:
"In the year
1849 Cincinnati had a Literary Club of which the
celebrated Dr. Daniel Drake was President." Dr. Drake
l eft Cincinnati in 1839 to go to Louisville and
remained there until his resignation from the
Louisville Medical Institute in March of 1849. He did
return to Cincinnati in 1849 to accept a professorship
at the Medical College of Ohio but resigned that
position as well at the end of the 1849-1850 sessions
returning to Louisville for two years, before coming ,
back to Cincinnati in 18 5 2, dying in November of that
year.
It seems unlikely that the Doctor could have
been elected President o f a Literary Club in 1849, even
if he "started" it, in the less than nine months that
he spent in Cincinnati that year, and we know that he
was not a member of the Literary Club at its formation.
To go on with Green's Centennial History:
"To it belonged the foremost literary people of
Cincinnati, which then was publishing books and which
cherished ideas of being the metropolis of what Dr.
Lyman Beecher used to speak of as the Empire of the
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West. His talented daughters, Catherine and Harriet,
were members.
So was Prof. Calvin stowe, Harriet
Beecher's husband, a learned man and greatly gifted
with his pen.
In that family all the genius had not by
any means been confined to the wife's side. Judge
James [Hall], who published a dozen works and who now
i s not read as he should be, was a member.
So was
Benjamin Drake, the Doctor's brother, who wrote the
best biography of an Indian in our literature. That
i s, the Life of Black Hawk.
"Then there were the rich merchants, the Footes.
Lyman Beecher's first wife was a Foote, so that these
gentlemen were uncles to the Beecher girls.
Foote
wrote about Cincinnati in which he gave a minute
account of that Literary club.
It met at the houses of
i ts wealthy members and refreshments were served often lemonade and cake. Dr. Drake would rise, ring a
bell for the club to corne to attention and then there
would be a reading. All the intelligentsia of
Cincinnati were in that club."
This now sounds suspiciously like what we have heard
before. The club just described almost certainly is
the Semi-Colon Club, added to Dr. Drake's evenings.
Perhaps Mr. Greene had more information at his command
than we do now.
Perhaps Dr. Drake was elected at some
time to a literary society in that brief 1849 interval
but I doubt it.
Since his brother was a member of the
Semi-Colon Club, it is not unlikely that Dr. Drake
might have been a member also but if so, no one seems
to have mentioned it.
It must be noted that Harriet
Beecher came to cincinnati in 1832, married Dr. stowe
in 1836, and left cincinnati in 1850.
(1)
Where does that leave us then at this moment?
First, we can aver that there were, indeed, literary
evenings in Cincinnati from 1833 to 1839 at the home of
Dr. Daniel Drake, at which time he did ring a bell to
bring the meeting to order, and at which there were
served only non-alcoholic beverages as befits the home
of a man dedicated to the Temperance Movement. The
di scussions, readings, and content were thought by a
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competent observer to be of a very high order and were
attended by the foremost literary people in the city.
(2) There was a Literary Society, sufficiently
organized to be published in the 1834 Directory, under
the presidency of a James F. Conover, an attorney, with
offices on 3rd between Main and Sycamore, who boarded
at the Pearl street House, at the N.e. corner of Pearl
and Walnut. Regular meetings took place at "their"
hall on Pearl street every Friday evening, about which
we know very little5 •
(3) There was a Literary Society, sufficiently
organized to be published in the 1840 Directory, under
the presidency of Mr. Isaac D. Wheeler 6, meeting "in
the college residence on Walnut street", which may have
been the Cincinnati Female College between Third and
Fourth, where John C. Sachos, one of our Immortals, was

5
In addition to Mr. Conover, the Vice President, I
Baker, was listed as a coal dealer, on Canal above 12th. James
Hal l , the Prosecutor, editor of the Western Magazine, bds at P
Street House also, George B. Walker, the Treasurer, was a phys ~' ____
at the c. Ludlow and Front, Samuel York At Lee, the Libraria n ,
an attorney at law at Foote's Row, and bds at Mrs. RebeccBessom's boarding house, Main bet 34d and 4th, S.P. Hall ,
Secre tary was not listed, and Isaac Stevens, Jr., the Ass is
Secretary, could not be identified from three Isaacs, a cler
eng i neer, and a carpenter.
6
Mr. I. D. Wheeler was listed as bds at Mrs. Eli za
Selman's boarding house, c Broadway and 3rd. William Parry dry goods merchant at W. & E. Parry, 5th bet Main and Wa . L •.~~
James W. Yost was a partner in yost & Moore, an auction
comm i ssion store, Main N of 5th. No listing for H.L. Reeder a, S
R "eder
Richard A. Whetstone, was a lumber me rchant 1
.
e
·
h bd
t John Whetstone's (7 father) a t c;
Whet s~ one and Son, w 0 kSl~ t d was John, pork merchant, cana ,
and Vlne. Only Groesbec
lS e d Broadway
The only Trevor 1 .s-=;
Main and syc, h. 4th bet Sy~ an oods mer~hant, Pearl, h. 4th
was Samuel, (S.T. & co.),
ry g
5 Llewellyn
an attorn e ~
Walnut and vine.
The only Gwynne wa
,
law, Main, one door above 6th.
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a teacher and later a principal with Miss M. Coxe, the
Founder.
(4)
There was a Semi-Colon Club which met
alternatively at the adjoining residences of a Mr.
Charles Stetson and a Mr. William Greene, at which
meetings many of the same distinguished names of
literary people in the city were attendees. Mr. Foote
never named a president but our Greene indicated
Harriet Beecher stowe and Judge James c. Hall, (author
and editor of the Western Monthly Magazine in
Cincinnati, 1833-1836), were the "stars".
(5)
There was a group of young men, not one of
them more than twenty-five years of age, who after
preliminary discussions had formally met at the law
office of one Nelson Cross in the building on the
northeast corner of Third and Hammond streets on
October 29, 1849, and organized the Literary Club,
which is still alive and well while all its
predecessors have vanished into the haze of memory.
Let us repeat here the words of another of our
Immortals, Ainsworth R. Spofford, then the Librarian of
Congress, when he concluded his address to the Club on
its Fiftieth Anniversary:

"The Cincinnati Literary club - may it flourish in
immortal youth celebrating its centennials and semicentennials to the last syllable of recorded time."
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APPENDIX

A.
From Mansfield above: About the year 1833 was
founded what was called the "College of Teachers"
Institute, which continued for ten years, and was an
institution of great utility and wide influence.
Its
object was both professional and popular; to unite and
improve teachers, and, at the same time, to commend the
cause of education to the public mind. Among those
associated with the institution in one capacity or
another were:
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Albert Pickett, the President,
Dr. Daniel Drake,
.
Rev. Joshua L. Wilson, pioneer Presbyterlan
minister,
Alexander Kinmont, classical scholar"
.
James H. Perkins, lawyer, teacher, Unltarlan
minister,
Prof. Calvin E. stowe, biblical literature, Lane
T.

s. ,

Dr. Lyman Beecher, Pres. Lane Theological
Seminary,
Dr. Alexander Campbell,
John H. Purcell, Archbishop, cincinnati,
President McGuffey, Miami Univ.,
Dr. Aydelotte, minister,
Mrs. Lydia sigourney, teacher,
Mrs. Caroline Lee Hentz, teacher,
Hon. Thomas Smith Grimke, Episcopal minister, s.
carolina.
B.
From #4 Green above:
on page seven, he writes
"Mrs. stowe published a volume entitled 'The May
Flower,' (sic) of papers read before this [Semi-Colon]
Club and dedicated it to the Club".
I deleted this
sentence from my quotation because I examined this book
in the Rare Book collection at the Cincinnati Public
Library and found no dedication in it.
It is a
compilation by sister Catherine of essays by Harriet,
and spoken of as a "novel". No mention of the SemiColon Club was found in it.
See #9.
Stowe.
C.
From 8. Foote above:
in his Appendix IV, pp. 242243, is found his description of the Semi-Colon Club;
"There was no restriction in the files of the
Semi-Colon Club a to the subjects offered for
discussion.
Poetry and prose were equally eligible for
the expressions of opinions on politics and literature,
manners and morals, which, together with any other
subject that any member might choose to bring forward
for disc~s~ion, were legitimate themes, and gave
opportunltles for the display of the tastes and
opinions of the members.
Some of those articles which
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were publi~hed have be~n referred to, and some others
are here glven as speClmens of the different subjects
a~d styles of other members.
Two of the poetical
pleces are by the lamented J.H. Perkins, some of the
oth rs by lady members of the club. Many excellent
art~cles have been 'lost or mislaid', some others have
been preserved in archives of the members.

7

"A renewal of the operations of the club was
proposed several years after its dissolution, and a
very pleasant and characteristic meeting was held at
the residence of Mr. Lawler, at which some excellent
contributions were read, but the institution had lost
with many of its valuable members the power of
revivification ... "
J. Roger Newstedt

STORIES TO YELL
December 6, 1993

Dr. Robert G. Loudon

GEOGRAPHY
We sit here on Monday evenings at a latitude 39°
06' North of the Equator and longitude 84° 30' West of
the prime meridian at Greenwich. These two lines, of
latitude and longitude, intersect within a few feet of
the cord from which our chandelier is suspended. My
plan is too take you all on a guided tour tonight. We
start by moving due north.
It is a chilly night, but
our vehicle is temperature controlled, and travels at
the speed of thought, north on Longitude 84° 30'.
After leaving the suburbs of Cincinnati we miss
major cities. We pass close to Hamilton, Dayton,

