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MINUTES OF MEETING 
September 17, 1984 

President Woodward Garber presiding. 68 members, 3 guests present. Paper 
"Error Inextricabilis" written and read by John M. Tew, Jr. 

Alan Vogeler read a memorial to John Paul Jones prepared by Eslie Asbury, 
Roger Newstedt and himself. It was unanimously voted to include it in the Club's archives 
and to send a copy to Paul's widow. 

Dr. Roberts Bartholow was a bright, determined, independent thinker and doer in 
his field of neuroscience. His interest in the application of electricity to mental ills led to 
the most sensational incident in his career and evoked a storm of criticism and 
condemnation that swept this country and th~ world in 1874. 

What did he do? After obtaining the appropriate consent he performed a series 
of experiments in Good Samaritan Hospital on the brain of a terminally ill, somewhat 

feeble-minded, domestic. 

His findings localized pain responses to the covering of the brain, documented 
localization of pain or sensory perception to a precise locus in the brain and, most 
remarkably, demonstrated that stimulation of small foci led to specific body movements and 
sensations. The patient died shortly thereafter. 

News of his experiments quickly reached medical and lay groups throughout the 
world. Anti-vivisectionists applauded him. The medical societies reacted with strong 
disapproval on the grounds that human experimentation was ill advised. 

The week following Dr. Bartholow published an apology. The controversy and 
general disapproval of his efforts left him disspirited and in ill mental health. In 1879 he 
left Cincinnati and confined his subject activities to writing and teaching. 

Dr. Bartholow must be credited with taking the first step toward charting the 
maze of brain function in man, but, a hundred years later, the moral questions surrounding 
human experimentation remain emotional controversal. 

An interesting paper about an interesting Cincinnatian. 

In the business meeting that followed, Mr. Sullivan, batting for the vacationing 
secretary, read the minutes for the June meetings and also gave his report on the year 1983-
1984. There were no exceptions to either which led Robert Allen to observe that the way to 
avoid criticism is to say something nice. 

George Rieveschl read a most encouraging treasurer's report, which shows us to 
be financially healthy. He supplied copies for those interested. 

Sometime after the close of the meeting, when most of the large crowd had left, 
Eslie Asbury brought in a most interesting guest -- the author Alex Haley. For those who 
remained his visit was an interesting and informative occasion. Eslie pointed out that Mr. 
Haley was the second Black author (the first being Booker T. Washington} to sign our guest 

book. 

William A. Sullivan 
Secretary Pro Tern 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
September 24, 1984 

President Woodward Garber presiding. 51 members, 3 guests present. 

Roger Clark presented a copy of "The Chronicles of the Clark Family, Volume II" 
to President Garber for the Club's library. 

Roger Newstedt read a memorial to Ralph Carrothers prepared by Eslie Asbury, 
Charles Carrothers and himself. It was moved to file the memorial in the Club's archives 
and send a copy to Ralph's daughter. 

The budget, organized by Marc Routt, was read by Doug Mansfield. 

First paper, "The Long March to Victory" written by James E. Traquair. 

Jim gives us a vivid and gripping account of the march of French soldiers from 
Rhode Island to Virginia that helped bring victory at Yorktown during the Revolutionary 
War. 

The march began June 18, 1771, with 5,000 soldiers under the command of the 
Comte de Rochambeau. One hundred and eight days and 500 miles later it ended at 
Williamsburg to accomplish an epic in military and American history. Roused at 2:00a.m., 
the troops marched until near noon covering about fifteen miles a day. 

Moving from camp to camp, they intrigued the natives with their fine 
appearance and perfect order of marching, and achieved a well-deserved reputation for their 
discipline and good behavior. 

The long march was the most brilliant strategic move of the entire war. It was 
1 • not until the force was between Princeton and Philadelphia that the British realized the 

objective was Virginia and not New York. 

An interesting bit of history well told. 

Second paper, "Crossing the Border" written by D. Marc Routt. 

The approach to the border was lined with twenty-foot high barbed wire fencing; 
watchtowers at quarter-mile intervals; the crossing barrier was not a simple wooded barrier 
but a telephone-sized pole of steel and concrete anchored deep in the ground -- it would stop 
a truck at full speed. Passports were surrendered to a grim official, and soldiers, armed to 
the hilt, watched every move. 

Thus, the crossing from Austria to Hungary, the trip to Budapest, continued 
without incident but also without much levity. It was all too drab, too unfriendly. 

Marc felt that he had crossed from freedom to a void. It made him aware of how 
he took freedom so much for granted and of how incalculably fortunate he was to live in 
America. 

Third paper, "California Here We Cornel" written by Douglas M. Mansfield. 

Doug has given up the challenge of law for the challenge of nature. 
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Encouraged by a family heritage of American farming and supported by his wife, 
who comes from a farming family, Doug decided to experiment growing vegetables for the 
market on a five-acre farm. 

He followed three principles. Treat the soil honestly-- putting back into it what 
you take out. Nature is a self-sustaining system-- keep the use of nonorganic compounds to 
a minimum (a healthy and well-nourished plant will be immune to disease and insect 
attacks). Control weeds with mulching. 

The experiment has been a success. The weather was good, disease and insects 
rare and easily controlled, yields bountiful and profits far beyond expectations. Next year 
25 acres! 

California, here we come! 

-2-

William A. Sullivan 
Secretary Pro Tern 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
October 1, 1984 

President Woodward Garber presided. 60 members, 2 guests present. 

A reincarnated Dean Swift appeared at The Literary Club this nigh~ in the guise 
of Bruce I. Petrie who read a paper entitled "Mihaly's Motion." Satire was the order of the 
evening and was so doucely handled that not one member was seen nodding off, not even--
well, no matter. 

Mr. Petrie reported the strange events of the annual meeting in June 1983, some 
fifteen years ago. As ls normal at these annual meetings, the attendance was large, the pre
prandial libations were frequent, the mid-prandial liquid refreshments furnished by the Club 
oenologist were potent and the pervasive drone of the cicadas created an expansive feeling 
of well-being among the Club members, sometimes described as drowsiness. This drowsy 
euphoria was abruptly dispelled when one Eugene Mihaly, an hitherto respected member of 
the Club, moved that women be admitted to the Club membership. The motion, of course, 
was unthinkable, but, having been made, now it had to be thought about. Mr. Vogeler 
thought about it as a quondam parliamentarian. Mr. Blackwell thought about it in the 
manner of one who has been upstaged, a novel predicament for him. Mr. Johnston seized the 
opportunity to belash his despised country bumpkin from Stratford. Eslie Asbury resurrected 
Charles Wilby. Frank Davis spoke in a loud voice. Charles Long spoke ad feminem and was 
accused of having spoken ad hominem. And the author, Mr. Petrie, tried, with total failure, 
to square the circumference of this motion. Beyond doubt, it was one of the wildest nights 
of The Literary Club's history. Oscar was not as Wilde and only Thornton could have been 
Wilder. 

Of course, such a thing could not happen and, on page 24, Dean Swift, er, Bruce 
Petrie, confessed that it was merely such stuff as dreams are made on. Of course, this 
could not happen, could it? 

This was an outstanding paper. Satire honed and polished until it glistened. The 
greatest tribute that I can pay to it is to say that I wish that I had written it. 

Reading time: 54 minutes. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 



,, ':\ 'l' 

'' ''' 

,··, ;1 i. :J·:r-· 

'l 

J ' t-...' 

• l 
:,' 

• j i 

I ~ 
I' 

I 

MINUTES OF MEETING 
October 8, 1984 

President Woodward Garber presided. 42 members, 1 guest present. 

The evening's paper, entitled "English, Scottish and Irish Memories," was 
prepared by Donald J. Lyle and read by William A. Sullivan. This was a delightful 
reminiscence by Or. Lyle of his hob-nobbing days with English royalty, English and Irish 
nobility and assorted foreign opthamologists. 

The date of the first trip described in the paper was 1950 and featured my 
favorite cathedral, Winchester, the cathedral church not only of the Holy Trinity but of St. 
Paul, St. Peter and St. Swithin. With its twelve bays, it has the largest Gothic nave in the 
world. Or. Lyle then moved on to London where he had a tete-a-tete with Queen Mary in a 
china shop -- no bull, however. Or. Lyle's further escapades in London included folding a 
distinguished lady's dress over her knees; Tate Gallerying with Princess Elizabeth; and 
meeting King George when he was having his eyeglasses checked (this must have been quite 
a spectacle). 

Seven years later Don Lyle returned to the British Isles where he attended a 
session of the House of Commons and sat in the Queen's box;· lectured the College of 
Surgeons in a gown and a borrowed one at that; lectured the infirm in Edinburgh where he 
was caught drinking from the bottle when the lights went on; and saw Little John's thirteen
foot burial place near Sherwood Forest which he regarded as a grave matter • 

The voyageur then crossed the Irish Sea to Erin, the land of Finn McCoul, Brien 
Boru and other disreputable characters. Among his other activities in Erin he kissed the 
blarney stone. I am told that no Irishman needs to do this. 

As a sometime voyageur myself, I enjoyed Dr. Lyle's paper, as I am sure the 
other travel-minded members of this Club did, and I envied him his opportunities to meet 
prominent personages and discover their friendly and down-to-earth qualities. There were a 
couple of little matters that bothered me, however. I was startled to hear that the West 
Saxons were converted by the invading Romans and I was dismayed to see a paper entitled 
"English, Scottish and Irish Memories" devote six pages to Ireland and one-half page to 
Scotland. 

Reading time: 32 mintues. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
October 15, 1984 

President Woodward Garber presided. 53 members present, 5 guests. 

The president announced the title of the paper to be '"Tellurium Tremens,' or 
'What,' he said, glowering, 'are Brahms?"' (by Robert J. Kalthoff) and sat down out of breath. 

Bob Kalthoff devoted the first part of his paper to a nonexplanation of the title. 
Apparently embarrassed, he then deleted the part about Brahms. Just as his listeners were 
nodding their heads in approval, he substituted an even more incomprehensible second half, 
to wit, "God forbid that the inevitable should happen." I spent the rest of the evening trying 
to relate this subtitle to the rest of the paper and had no success, so we shall now pass on to 
the rest of the paper. 

This was a virtuoso display of scintillating intellectual fireworks on the subject 
of man's many follies. The literary artistry - and delivery -- was of such a high standard 
that Dr. Kalthoff's listeners hung on every word until the end of the paper. The subject 
matter, however, was a puzzler. Numerous examples of grand scale folly were cited. 
Barbara Tuchman was quoted, with seeming approval, to the effect that man makes poorer 
performance of government than almost any other endeavor. I am inclined to believe that 
governmental follies are just more apparent. French military follies of the wars of 1870, 
1914 and 1939 were recited, yet in the end the enemy did not profit by them. Perceived 
folly may turn out to have been unperceived wisdom. I call as my witness Lincoln's 
Secretary of State. 

Admittedly, there is much grievous foolishness in the above and many other 
examples listed by the author. What are we to learn from this? Erasmus, in writing "The 
Praise of Folly," wanted mainly to point out the follies of the church in the belief that this 
would bring about reform. Sure enough, the Reformation followed. Bob Kalthoff is much 
more pessimistic. He concludes that not only do we repeat historical follies of which we 
should have been aware but were not, but we repeat the follies of the past when we are 
aware of them; that nothing intelligent can be said of folly and the Frenchman (Lou Prince, 
where were you when we need you?); and that a leader should not overrely on advisors and 
should sometimes act alone. So he should but whether this will reduce folly is certainly 
debatable. 

Reading time: 38 minutes. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
October 22, 1984 

President Woodward Garber presided. There were present 51 members and 2 

When "The Whistler" (by James W. Kennedy) was announced as the title of this 
paper, I thought of my childhood days and the victrola record we had called "The Whistler 
and His Dog." As Jim Kennedy read his paper, I kept waiting for the dog to appear but no 
dog. Certainly, the paper was not a dog. The author took us back to !!!! childhood days 
when he wore Buster Brown shoes. I wondered if he also wore a Buster Brown suit. He got a 
whistle with his shoes and this began a life-long affair of the heart between Jim and the 
whistle. 

With puberty megalomania set in and Jim refused to settle for anything short of 
the world's largest whistle, i.e., the pipe organ. When he became rector of Christ Church, 
Lexington, he refused to let his church settle for anything less than the best pipe organ 
available, which meant a Walter Holtkamp organ. Thus, we were introduced to Walter 
Holtkamp and his factory in Cleveland, Ohio, where there were whistles galore. In fact, 
there were boxes of whistles which is what an organ is. Jim then tells the story of Walter's 
long years of developing a superior organ modeled on the classic European organs and his 
equally long years in trying to get his organs recognized as number one. Albert Schweitzer 
bobbed up to give the Holtkamp organ his approval. 

The vigorous and effective delivery of this paper added to its merit. 

Reading time: 35 minutes. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
October 29, 1984 

This was the annual meeting of the Club, commemorating its 13.5th anniversary. 
President ~oodward Garber presided with gusto. There were 88 members and 1 guest 
present, bemg the largest attendance in the history of the Club. You have the president's 
word for it. The colorful meal consisted of orange duck, green beans, brown rice and white 
Jonathan. There was also wine from Woodie's cellar but more of that later. Much more. 

First paper, "Henry Blackwell" by Eslie Asbury. 

The Club's revered historian, Eslie Asbury, read a paper about Henry Blackwell, 
who missed by a month being a founding member of the Club. Blackwell was quite a liberal 
but still became wealthy. He courted Lucy Stone, a stern, unfeminine woman, but still he 
married her. They had one child, Alice, who never married. Henry had four sisters and four 
aunts. They never married either. We are indebted to Eslie for his periodic resurrections of 
these departed members of our Club. May he continue to do so for many years. Reading 
time: 14 minutes. 

Second paper, "Introspective- 1984" by Woodward Garber. 

Mr. Garber then ascended to the lectern and told us that he had written two 
papers for the evening, but was only going to read one. He said that he had written one with 
great joy. The other he read. He began with tributes to members Asbury and Merkel. He 
then expressed foreboding that our 14.5-year-old Club building would collapse like Holmes' 
one horse shay unless we did a better job of maintaining it. He reminded us that we are 
fortunate in having our present steward who has a large, loving family and a fiancee who is 
going to live here too. He then got down to business and devoted the remaining 60% of his 
paper to his idee-fixe -- oenontology. He discoursed on Nick Longworth and his catawba 
vines, and Longfellow's well-known praise of such vines. He bemoaned the lack of taste of 
prohibition and post-prohibition days but was pleased to see that a new, young generation is 
turning back to family values which include, of course, wine drinking. Finally, he assured us 
that, at the !.50th anniversary celebration, we would all be drinking two cases of Chateau 
Mouton-Rothschild 1982 which, by then, would have reached absolute perfection. Such 
touching faith in the future should not be discouraged. Reading time: 37 minutes. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
November 5, 1984 

President Woodward Garber presided. 57 members, 4 guests present. 

A paper entitled "Please to Remember" was read by Robert Smith. To some of 
us the phrase "please to remember" vaguely recalled the September Song and put us in a 
receptive mood for nostalgia. Well, nostalgia was not exactly what we got from Robert 
Smith but it bordered on it. 

Dr. Smith took us first to Samuel Johnson's London home during the 
years 1748-59, which home has been maintained as a museum. As he walked from room to 
room, Or. Smith almost felt as if Dr. Johnson was walking by his side. (If he had been, it 
would have been difficult for Dr. Smith to get in a word edgewise or any other wise.) At 
this point, Or. Smith changed venue -- he moved from prose to poetry. It is a brave man 
who tries to rhyme his Literary Club papers. Some of us have been tempted but have not 
had the courage. Robert Smith had and, I must admit, succeeded admirably. 

His poetry took us to the village of Stanwell in Middlesex, twenty miles west of 
London. Poetry and prose, intermingled, then carried us through the history of this part of 
England from the Ice Age to 1605 when Guy Fawkes tried to blow up James VI of Scotland, 
who was also James I of England. Every century had its small but necessary effect on 
Stanwell. For example, Duke William, in paying off his mercenaries, gave Stanwell and its 
surrounding area to one Walter de Windsor whose descendants erected Windsor Castle. The 
demesne of Stanwell subsequently came into the hands of Thomas, Lord Knyvett, who had 
the honor of discovering the gunpowder under the House of Parliament and of arresting Guy 
Fawkes. Thus we come to the doggerel still sung by English children: "Please to 
remember/the fifth of November/gunpowder treason and plot/I see no reason/why 
gunpowder treason/should ever be forgot." 

A delightful tribute to tiny Stanwell. Reading time: 40 minutes. 

After the reading of the paper, John Diehl, a sometime president of the Club, 
remarked that he would like to have the minutes comment on distinguished visitors to the 
Club, with immediate reference to a recent visit of one Alex Haley. Eslie Asbury later 
advised me that on the same night that Mr. Haley visited the Club as his guest he also had as 
his guest Fulton Oursley, the editor of the Reader's Digest. The two guests arrived late -
after the reading of the paper -- but there were still about twenty members present and Mr. 
Haley addressed them informally for about ten minutes. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
November 12, 1984 

President Woodward Garber presided. 63 members, 5 guests were present. 

The paper, read by Morse Johnson, was entitled "Not Marble, Nor the Gilded 
Monuments of Princes." 

"Once more unto the breach, dear friends," Henry V cried to his troops as they 
prepared to assault the walls of Harfleur. Once more Morse Johnson went unto the breach 
to expose that low-born, half-educated clod from Stratford who for four centuries has 
deceived the world into believing that he wrote those remarkable plays. Morse has set 
himself a more difficult task than that of Henry V. Possibly even more difficult than that of 
Don Quixote. 

Morse's task is two-fold. First, he must convince us that William Shakespeare of 
Stratford did not write the plays that for those 400 years have been attributed to him. 
Second, he must prove to us that Edward de Vere, 17th Earl of Oxford, did write them. He 
goes about solving his first problem by quoting several well-known literary figures, such as 
Emerson and Coleridge, to the effect that the author of the plays and sonnets had an 
unbelievably wide range of knowledge and "divine truth." He cites an English lawsuit in 
which the judge decided that the authorship of the plays "cannot be considered as closed." 
He quotes Trevor Roper, a distinguished historian indeed, that the facts of Shakespeare's life 
are so elusive that even his identity can still be doubted. He does not quote the many 
historians (not poets or moralists or judges but historians) who believe that Shakespeare of 
Stratford did write the plays. So, at the very best, there is no more than a standoff. That 
judge did not say that Shakespeare did not write the plays. He said that the plaintiff in the 
case had to prove that Shakespeare did write them and the plaintiff had not done so. Morse, 
however, has to carry the burden of proof with us, because he is the plaintiff, and he cannot 
carry it by simply listing the names of those who are in doubt about the authorship. There 
are many more who are not. Nor can he carry the burden by claiming that the author had 
such a wide knowledge of history, geography and human nature that the man from Stratford 
could not be that author. This is inference, not fact, and cannot be proof. Actually, it is 
inference on inference which is doubly untrustworthy. 

Morse's second task, to establish that this fellow de Vere ,!!! the author of the 
plays, is even more difficult. His method of accomplishing this task is to assert that the 
author was one of the best read, best educated men of his time who had a vocabulary twice 
the size of Milton's. He even used anastrophe. He claims that the plays and sonnets "reflect 
extensive classical learning, professional comprehension of the law, meticulous information 
about historical events, detailed knowledge of contemporary court affairs and the 
idiosyncracies of high court personages, fluent command of the lores of heraldry, 
horticulture, aristocratic sports, naval and military affairs and an intimate familiarity with 
topography, monuments and life in Italy and France." Mr. Johnson's first conclusion is that 
the rustic from Stratford could not possibly have had these remarkable qualities. Here I 
agree with Mr. Johnson that William Shakespeare could not have had these qualities. 
Nobody could. Mr. Johnson's second conclusion is that Ed~ard d~ Vere had these qualities 
and so must have written the plays and sonnets. To establish th1s, he states that de Vere 
received degrees at an early age; owned a number of books including Plato; mastered law at 
Gray's Inn; made the Grand Tour of Europe; and was otherwise highly educated and highly 
literate. Gentles all, 1 ask you how many Elizabethans had a similar background? 
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"Oh for a muse of fire" and 45 minutes of time to present the case for the rustic 
from Stratford. Perhaps young Wadsworth or old Davis will take up the cause in his next 
paper. 

Reading time: 32 minutes. 

-2-

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
November 19, 1984 

President Woodward Garber presided. There were present 49 members and 2 

A paper entitled "Flight to the Mountain" was read by Nolan Carson. The author 
joined the Ohio Air National Guard - not as an inductee but as a guest for a weekend - and 
was flown from Rickenbacker Air Base at Columbus to Peterson Air Force Base in Colorado 
Springs. On the way, his plane refueled another plane, utilizing the principle of gravity. 
Gravity --now there is a down-to-earth word. On arrival at Peterson, Nolan was introduced 
to the Four Star Commanding General of the North American Aerospace Defense Command 
("NORAD"). That afternoon Carson was taken to Fort Carson for a visit with the modern 
army. Kit would never have recognized it and neither did Nolan who reports that the 
modern army stands much taller than it did in his day. On the morrow his group of visitors 
was taken to Cheyenne Mountain in the bowels of which is located the NORAD complex of 
fifteen steel buildings mounted on springs. Nolan and his party went into the bowels to 
inspect the Early Warning Defense System located there. The commander of this 
installation has awesome responsibilities and Nolan takes comfort in the fact that this 
commander is the dedicated and level-headed General Hartsinger from Middleport, Ohio. 

This command post not only monitors the .500 missiles launched around the world 
each year, but also follows some .5,200 satellites, shuttle missions and other objects in outer 
space. On the flight back to Columbus, our author thought about America's vulnerability to 
nuclear missile attack and the President's "Star Wars Policy" intended to give us a defense 
against such an attack. Nolan is strongly in favor of such a program. So strongly, in fact, 
that he probably would like to modify one line of our national hymn so that it would be sung, 
"America, oh beautiful for spaceship skies ••• " 

Reading time: 38 minutes. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 



MINUTES OF MEETING 
November 26, l984 

President Woodward Garber presided. There were present 51 members and 5 
guests. 

Victor Reichert read the budget papers, the first of which was entitled "Meddler 
on the Roof" and was written by Robert Kalthoff. This paper --it seemed to me, at least -
presented a change of style by Dr. Kalthoff. Clipped, terse, idiomatic, headline-imitative, 
.l'.!m! magazine stylish, it raced along at a hot pace from start to finish. Set on a stage of 
corporate takeovers and high finance, where shark attacks shark and white knights gallop to 
the rescue of corporations whose chief officers leave directors' meetings equipped with 
Golden Parachutes, the actors play their roles in a manner that seems larger than life and 
recalls the heroic struggles of the Titans and the gods of antiquity. Bob predicts that the 
big fish will continue to swallow the lesser fish and it will not be long before the Fortune 
500 becomes the Fortune 50. This reminds me of the quatrain: "Big fleas have little fleas/ 
Upon their backs to bite 'em/ And little fleas have lesser fleas/ And so ad infinitum." This 
paper undoubtedly set one record-- the longest bibliography. There were nine pages of text 
and another nine of bibliography. 

The second paper was written by Booth Shepard and the title was "You May be 
Forgiving But are You Forgiven?" Booth lays a foundation of the Lord's Prayer, quotations 
from songs young males are wont to sing and Job's pessimistic wailings, which foundation he 
crowns with a confession of a terrible sin he committed as a sixth grader. One day as Booth 
was walking home from school with his little brother, a local bully set out to beat up the 
brother. Booth, against heavy odds, put the bully to flight. These many years later, Booth 
feels that he was insensitive because his oppressor was of another race and suffered from 
alienation and lack of opportunity. He goes on to say that his real sin is that he remembers 
only the triumph against odds rather than his little brother's pain or the frustrations that 
motivated the bully. Booth, forgive me, but I have a little trouble believing this. If you did 
not remember those other things, you would not have written this paper. 

The last paper was written by the reader and the title he gave it was "America 
the Beautiful and Yigdal." Yigdal? What in the world is a Yigdal? Well, Dr. Reichert, 
instead of answering this question, first proceeds to discuss our national hymn which 
celebrated its 89th birthday last July 4. The author of the hymn was Katherine Lee Bates 
who was a teacher of English literature at Wellesley College ~ she wrote the hymn. 
That was not where she wrote it, however. She had an ecstatic experience on Pike's Peak 
and, when she got back to Colorado Springs, the four stanzas wrote themselves. The music 
did not come that easily. One Silas Pratt first set the words to music but it did not sell. 
Finally, a contest was sponsored to find a better tune and out of it came the present one. 
Victor Reichert says that "America the Beautiful" will live as long as America lives. Well, I 
could tease Woody Garber about his touching confidence in being able to predict the future 
but I do not have the nerve to take this approach with Dr. Reichert. 

What does "America the Beautiful" have to do with the mysterious Yigdal? Both 
are hymns to be found in a Methodist hymnal but the latter is several centuries old as music 
and much older as poetry. Also, the Yigdal has Jewish origins, not Coloradian. Yet both are 
in use in Protestant hymnals, "bearing witness to the common heritage of our spiritual 
possessions." 
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So, the Yigdal is a hymn but that does not tell us what the word means. The 
English title to the hymn is "Praise to the Living God." Are those five English words the 
translation of that one Jewish word? If not, what does the word mean? -

I cannot end these minutes without paying tribute to the gracefulness of Victor 
Reichert's prose style. 

-2-

James L. Elder 
Secretary 



MINUTES OF MEETING 
December 3, 1984 

President Woodward Garber presided. 45 members, 2 guests present. 

James 0. Coates read a paper entitled "Foreign Language and the Law." This 
was a cerebral paper and required close attention lest one miss the nuances. Close 
attention, however, was not difficult because the reader spoke slowly and enunciated clearly 
and so the nuances were apparent except to the chronic somnolent ones. The nuances were 
quite rewarding. 

Jim's theme is that lawyers have difficulty in using words to express their 
thoughts precisely. In addition, they are in thrall to medieval England and so use such 
expressions as "totally null and void and of no force and effect." Lawyers' literary sins 
encompass misuse of logic, prolixity, meaningless expressions and blind application of rules. 
His example of a meaningless expression was "incompetent, irrelevant and immaterial." This 
is the phrasing of an objection which a lawyer makes, at a trial, to testimony which he feels 
is improper under the rules of evidence. It can be argued, I submit, that the expression is 
not really meaningless but I agree that it is every lawyer's mindless stock objection when he 
is too lazy or too ignorant to be more specific. 

Jim develops his theme by telling us that the semantic problems are rooted in 
the fact that modern English is derived from a number of earlier languages and this 
necessarily creates confusion. His tracing of the origins of many common American English 
present-day words is fascinating. He then turns from the objective to the subjective in 
order to illustrate the difficulties which he, as an American lawyer, has had while trying to 
draft documents in collaboration with foreign lawyers. He points out that translations are 
treacherous, as all of us know who have tried to put together a child's Christmas present 
made in Japan with accompanying instructions also made in Japan but expressed in --
English? 

This was a scholarly and quite clever paper. If you will forgive me, I would like 
to add an illustration to Jim's examples of language confusions, to wit, that it is a rare 
German who would knock wurst because most Germans like wurst best. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 



\I 

' 

MINUTES OF MEETING 
December 10, 1984 

President Woodward Garber presided. There were present 70 members, 2 guests. 

The paper for the evening was entitled "Not All North Carolinians Are Like 
Frank Mayfield" and was read by our clerk, Thomas Gephardt. Indeed, by no means are they 
all like our Frank Mayfield and Tom Gephardt proceeded to prove it by giving us the story of 
Gaston B. Means, a dastard of extraordinary dastardliness. This Carolinian, descended from 
upright Scots-Irish ancestors, began his anamolous career by stealing money from his 
mother's penny bank and then enjoying a servant's discharge as the presumed thief. He 
attended the University of North Carolina and proceeded to get himself expelled in his 
junior year. Subsequently, he moved to New York where he hoped the pastures would be 
greener ("green," to Gaston, meant money) and there he damaged the reputation of an art 
student. Moving on to Chicago, he married a damsel of some social prominence who had an 
elderly sponsor of some wealth. On a happy jaunt back to Carolina, the elderly sponsor got a 
bullet back of the left ear for which Means was indicted for murder. The Carolinians look 
after their own, however, no matter how dastardly their own may be, and Means was 
acquitted. Gaston then moved on to more subtle means of acquiring wealth, such as 
claiming to know the hiding place of the papers of Count von Bernstorff; attempting to 
probate a fraudulent will; and trying to defraud an express company. No sheep got fleeced 
by these efforts but Gaston found himself in the land of real opportunity when he wangled an 
appointment as an FBI agent. A bribe here, a fix there, and a fellow could soon be a man of 
means. So it was with Gaston but, as we all know, crime does not pay forever. Eventually, 
another indictment ensued and this time Means was convicted. 

The further details of the infamous career of this unmitigated blackguard will 
have to be omitted, because of shortness of time, except that these minutes cannot overlook 
the mentioning of acme of Mean's career-- his spurious effort to locate the kidnapper of the 
Lindbergh baby. This tale is delightfully told by Tom Gephardt. In fact, the entire saga of 
this outrageous scamp is presented by Tom with an air of amazed delight. 

Reading time: 45 minutes. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 



MINUTES OF MEETING 
December 17, 1984 

President Garber having disappeared, Vice President Sullivan found himself the 
presiding officer. He handled his unexpected duties with aplomb. There were 71 members 
and ~wo guests present. There were a}s? present a guitar player and a flute player. The 
flautist was a female. After the mus1c1ans had completed their performance and left the 
hallowed hall, purification rites were performed. 

The three trustys then read three papers. The first was read by Herbert Curry 
and entitled "Numbers Fantasy." What should a staid, reclusive, young, shy professor do if he 
buys a lottery ticket and wins a fortune? Well, if the gentleman is a member of The 
Literary Club one would think that his first thought would be to buy the biggest wine cellar 
that Woodie Garber can find for the Club and ante up enough additional cash to solve our 
financial problem~ for decades to come. But not Herb Curry. His fantasy is, if he has the 
winning ticket, to buy not one, but two, Rolls-Royces; bribe the proprietor of the Clifton 
grocery to run the store the way Herb wants it run; buy the Esquire Theatre and turn it into 
a library; and, most of all, to shut up the sirens that roar, bleat, toot, honk and hoot up and 
down Ludlow Avenue every few minutes. (Herb is fortunate. In East Walnut Hills the sirens 
sound off every minute on the minute, night and day.) At the tail end of his paper, sort of 
an afterthought, Herb does remember The Literary Club and promises to subsidize our dues
-listen to this -- at the rate of one percent per year. He reminds me of the Pharoah who, 
when asked how he would dispose of his great wealth, said: "Well, I've got this pyramid 
scheme." 

The second paper was titled '.'Grandmother" and was read by Louis Prince. All 
his life Lou has kept a stiff upper lip, restrained his emotions and presented an 
expressionless face to the world. This night, in front of 71 members and two guests, Lou 
decided to bare his emotions and unload ·an unabashedly sentimental recollection of his life 
with Grossmutter. This estimable lady believed in Family with a capital F. Unable to 
convince her children that ancestry was important, she concentrated her efforts on Lou and 
her other grandchildren. In Lou's case, at least, her efforts were successful. For him, love 
of ancestors is epitomized by love of Grandmother. We all should have grandmothers like 
that. 

The third paper was read by Charles Robertson and his caption for it was "Can 
We Use Your Tree House?" Some fantasies do become realities. Most of us have probably 
speculated idly as to what it would be like to be a movie actor and Charlie Robertson came 
next to making it. Next door, that is. The vacant house next door to his became the 
location for the filming of a children's movie and his tree house played a prominent part in 
it. Most of the rest of his premises were also put to. use from time to time during the ten 
days.that it took to make the film. Charlie takes us from scene to scene, as told by his wife 
to him when he would arrive home at night and as he saw it on the weekend, and it must 
have been fascinating. If you cannot be in the movies, the next best thing is to have your 

tree house play a starring role. 

As the last paper was finished, our missing president appeare~ in a ~isheveled 
state, bearing aloft a gargantuan turkey. It s~emed that he had been out m ~he ~1tchen all 
the time, incognito or in vino, cooking Esh~ Asbury's ann~al grand contnbutton to .our 
Christmas cheer. Carols were sung as Woodle carved the btrd dextrously. Turkey shces 
were gobbled up -- white meat, dark meat, it made no difference --and the meeting ended 

on a gemutlich note. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
January 7, 1985 

President Woodward Garber presided. 58 members, 5 guests present. 

The President. had the sad responsibility of reporting to the membership the 
death of James E. Traqua1r who had been one of us since 1974. The trite words "he will be 
greatly missed" are certainly true with respect to Jim Traquair. 

The paper for the evening was read by Charles M. Judd and was entitled 
"Liberalism Revisited." The title was apt for Chuck has indeed visited liberalism for his and 
our edification on earlier occasions. He begins with an attempt to define liberalism and 
wisely prefaces his remarks with the statement that most of us use the word with different 
meanings. He gives many definitions of the word and finds his preference in the O.E.D. 
definition as one "free from bigotry, free from narrow prejudice, openminded, candid and 
open to new ideas." There are 100 members of The Literary Club and I feel confident that 
97 of them feel that their philosophy falls under that heading. Yet less than 97 would call 
themselves "liberals" and this, Chuck admits, is the problem with word tags. He traces the 
history of the amorphous character of the word and tell us of the many ways that it has 
changed in meaning from age to age. He then says that perhaps the best, enduring way to 
identify liberalism is with three ideas: freedom, common good and development of each 
individual. This is a happy choice of identification tags because so many conservatives will 
adopt it also and, mirabile dictu, we have a consensus of all of us good guys. 

Chuck moves from liberalism to justice which he gives the Old Testament 
definition of freedom, equality and community. That third noun seems, on reflection, to be 
so often so opposed to the other two nouns that there is a puzzlement. How can the desire 
to be with one's own, i.e., community, fit in with womens' suffrage, block-busting, quota 
systems, etc.? Chuck would answer that community does not mean the desire to be with 
one's own but means brotherhood. And so we get into arguments as to whether one has the 
right to pick his own brothers, or at least to have his father and mother pick his brothers, 
and it is time to bring these minutes to a conclusion with thanks to Charles for making us 
think about these things -- which was the main purpose of his paper. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
January 14, 1985 

President Woodward Garber presided. There were present 47 members and 8 
guests, including a pride of Gatchs. 

Lewis Gatch read a paper entitled "No Good Deed Goes Unpunished?" The 
author begins with an observation or two about Murphy's Law; then recites two factual 
situations; and ends by leaving his audience to determine if Murphy's Law applies to either 
situation. 

Situation number one is the story of Henry Heimlich and his maneuver. Choking 
is a serious matter --a matter of life or death -- and Dr. Heimlich became convinced that 
the prevalent methods of treating a choking victim too often assisted death rather than life. 
He developed a new method which was endorsed by the AMA. One would expect that 
endorsement to be the forerunner of universal endorsement, but one very important 
organization -- the American Red Cross -- has stubbornly refused to concede that blows on 
the back of the choker are not a superior method. It has endorsed the Heimlich technique, 
but only as a secondary maneuver and by then it may be too late. Indeed, there is good 
reason to believe that the Red Cross technique is in itself dangerous. It seems as if Dr. 
Murphy is now the only authority to support the Red Cross position. 

Situation number two involves Dr. Alexander Guttman, who fled Germany in 
1940. At that time he was teaching in the Hochschule in Berlin, which institution owned 
some valuable books and m.anuscripts. The chairman of the board of the school asked him to 
conceal these books in his belongings when he left the country. He did so, at great personal 
risk, and brought them to Cincinnati where he became a member of the faculty of the 
Hebrew Union College. For forty years these books rested quietly in his library and then in 
1984 they were put up for auction. A lawsuit followed, the basis for which was the claim 
that Guttman did not own the books. In defense, Guttman says the chairman of the school 
board told him that they were his if he could get them out of the country. He says there 
were two witnesses to this promise, but the chairman and the two witnesses are now dead. 
There is also the question of whether the chairman had the power to give the books away. 
Other arguments of law are presented on both sides, but Lew Gatch is the only person so far 
who has attempted to present Murphy's Law as authority. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
January 21, 1985 

President Woodward Garber presided. There were 42 members, 5 guests present. 
Those who stayed away, because of the bitter cold, should not have. Many were cold but 
few were frozen. 

It was the President's unhappy responsibility to report the death of Stephen 
Starr. Steve had been a member of The Literary Club since 1962 and had served as 
President in 197 5-76. 

William Sullivan read a paper entitled "The View From Where I Am." The view 
from where he is is pretty high up on the skyscraper of life -- somewhere betwen the 70th 
and the 80th floors. Bill professes to like the view from there even though his landlord 
keeps moving him up a floor each year. 

Bill's subject is aging and his message is that advanced age, if properly handled, 
can be quite enjoyable and productive. In proof, he cites innumerable authorities. These 
authorities recommend keeping in control of your life rather than turning your 
responsibilities over to others; being sure that you are not poor; being sure that you are in 
good health; and "don't be ignorant." Obviously, the seeds for these qualities must be 
planted long before the time for the fruit to ripen. Bill, just as obviously, has planted and 
carefully nurtured these seeds. 

Our author assures us that we probably cannot prolong our lives beyond 90 --or 
perhaps 100 --but we can make the decades after 60 healthful, vigorous and useful. Here he 
bursts into song, crooning "Who wants to be as old as Methusaleh?" 

"What about the well-known loss of memory with advancing age?" "Bosh," says 
Bill, "it need not happen." The only cause of memory lapse is disuse. Keep working at it and 
you might even improve your memory qualities. He had a little formula for this which he 
wanted to give us but, for the moment, he could not remember it. 

Finally, Bill says that a sense of humor is essential if one is to survive the 
vagaries of old age. I would add that it also helps to survive the vicissitudes of earlier 

years. 

A delightful paper which kept the audience chuckling and yet had some deep and 

reassuring insights. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 



MINUTES OF MEETING 
January 28, 1985 

President Woodward Garber presided. 44 members and 2 guests were present. 

. A bound edition of a rece~t commemorative issue of the University of Cincinnati 
Law Review was presented to The Literary Club by Bruce Petrie. This issue is concerned 

. with state and local government; is dedicated to Murray Seasongood; and contains an eulogy 
to Mr. Seasongood by the aforesaid Mr. Petrie. 

The budget papers were to have been read by Richard Rust. He, however, was 
running a fever of 102.5 degrees at meeting time, so Phillip Adams substituted -- and quite 
ably -- as the reader. 

The first paper was entitled "Trees" and was written by Eslie Asbury. Eslie likes 
trees. No, that is too mild a characterization. Eslie dotes on trees. He regrets the ravages 
of the axe and the bulldozer but is encouraged by many indications that reforestation is on 
the surge. He reminds us that the American Indian believed that the Great Spirit dwelt in 
all living things, especially trees. So did the Celtic peoples, in case Mr. Asbury is interested 
-- but perhaps he would Iiefer not branch out that far in his research. Eslie concludes his 
paper with the pronouncement that there are no bad trees and a plea for more variety in 
tree planting, particularly trees whose leaves turn red in the fall. 

The next paper was entitled "Annus Mirabilis" and 1564 was indeed that 
miraculous year that Philip Adams claims it to be. Two men, who have made lasting 
contributions, died that year. Two men, who have made equally outstanding contributions to 
man's development, were born that year. Phil proposes Michelangelo (who died in 1564) as a 
genius because of the multiplicity of his talents. Who can dispute with him? He next 
proposes, for even higher plaudits, John Calvin who also died in 1564. Many will dispute 
these honors but few of the disputers will have made the rigorous effort to read the 
Institutes and to understand John Calvin. Our author gives him credit for the theory and 
practice of capitalism and for the framework within which the Constitution of the United 
States was constructed. Amen. As to Galileo, who was born in 1564, he might have said, 
paraphrasing Eslie Asbury's comments several years ago, that, if hired by the faculty at 
Pisa, he could teach that the world was either round or flat, but he preferred to teach it as 
being somewhat round. Philip's fourth and last hero was born to John and Mary Shakespeare 
in 1564 and his accomplishments need no exegesis. "Annus mirabilis, mirabile dictu." 

The last paper was written by our indisposed budgeteer and entitled "Return to 
Innocence." The title is a bit misleading. Mr. Rust has lived too long to ever return to 
innocence. None of us can. But it is a quite touching vignette of a man's retirement; his 
unaccustomed feeling of uselessness; and his salvation through his grandson. The 
protagonist, who may be Dick Rust, takes care of his grandson every day from 11:30 to 4:00 
and, in the process, undergoes some reassuring changes in his attitudes. He finds that he 
still can contribute. He finds that it is refreshing to look at life through the eyes of a six 
year old. And he has obtained a wee bit of immortality because he knows that his grandchild 
will remember him longer and with more affection than would otherwise have been the case. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
February 4, 1985 

President Woodward Garber presided. 38 members, 1 guest present. 

The paper for the evening, entitled "11 Milione," was read by Lawson Whitesides. 
The Silk Road, well traveled since 100 B.C. or thereabouts, was traveled once again by 
Lawson Whitesides in the company of Marco Polo. Marco left Venice in 1271, when he was 
fourteen years old, and set out in the company of his father and uncle to journey over this 
famous route to Cathay. Along the way, tribulations galore beset them. Wars, storms and 
illness consumed four years before they reached the capital of the great Kublai Khan, which 
Lawson names as Shang Tu. Some of you may recognize Shang Tu as a variant of Xanadu 
where "did Kublai Khan a stately pleasure dome decree/Where Alph, the sacred river, ran 
through caverns measureless to man/Down to a sunless sea." 

Lawson tells us that the merchant Polos expected on arnvmg in Cathay to 
conduct their trading business and then return home, but they were matched against the 
Great Khan who placed such impediments to their departure that it was 25 years before they 
returned. Surely the longest polo match in history. 

Our author also tells us that Marco never wrote or published the story of his 
travels. They might never have been preserved for history had it not been that Marco was 
jailed as a political prisoner and, to while away the long hours, told his adventures to a 
cell mate who was a professional writer. When published, the stories were widely believed to 
be fabrications. The title "11 Milione" earned young Polo the nickname of "Marco Millions." 
Yet many of his tallest tales have since been substantiated. Even his measurements of 
distance and direction have turned out to be amazingly accurate. However, no one has yet 
seen the monstrous birds which, Marco claimed, dropped elephants from a height and then 
devoured their broken carcasses. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
February 11, 1985 

President Woodward Garber presided. 42 members, 1 guest present. 

Randolph Wadsworth read a paper with the intriguing title of "T.B.A. III." It 
seems that these are the initials for the name "Thomas Brian Allbritton (two l's, two t's), the 
Third." It also seems that Mr. Allbritton was a quondam student in Mr. Randolph's freshman 
English course at Miami University. Thirdly, it seems that Brian Allbritton wrote a 
semester ending paper for this English course which his professor quotes verbatim for The 
Literary Club. This sort of thing is not done, of course, for plagiarism is the unoriginal sin, 
and Ducky tries to cover up by learned references to Dean Swift's similar situation with The 
Draper's Letters and by the sanctimonious protestation that he could have taken credit 10r 
Allbritton's paper but he is above that. At this point he nearly bit off the tongue in his 
cheek. 

So much for the morality of the reader. Now for the morals of Brian Allbritton. 
He has very few. He is the son of the Commercial Counsellor at the United States Embassy 
in Bangkok. He had a friend at school in Marseille and his young friend's father was a major 
figure in the dope trade. Phillipe, Brian's friend, is planning to visit Brian and the Drug 
Enforcement Agency in Bangkok enlists Brian's aid in keeping young Phillipe under 
surveillance, as Phillipe is suspected of planning to set up drug connections in Bangkok. The 
story then bangs along in staccato bursts: wild rides through the streets of Bangkok; 
mysterious rendezvous; sex in frequent doses, going from bed to worst; fecal references; and 
violence with submachine guns and belly punches. This kid must have had Mickey Spillane as 
his first professor. Brian, growing tired of the fast lane, enrolls at Miami where the slow 
lane is the only lane. One semester of this torpor is all that he can take. His paper, which 
Ducky has cribbed shamelessly, is his valedictory and then it is back to Marseille and the 
arms of one Yvette. 

Ducky is to be commended for venturing into the short story genre. We need 
more short story adventurers. 

Reading time: 50 minutes. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary •,1 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
February 18, 1985 

President Woodward Garber presided. 55 members, 1 guest present. 

The paper was entitled "You Can't Get There From Here" and was read by 
J. Vincent Aug, Jr. "Here" was Switzerland where Vince was finishing up his junior year in 
college and "There" was the Himalayas. He conned his parents into authorizing the trip and 
set off with a classmate, a two-year-old Volkswagen and a large cargo of youthful 
enthusiasm. As they traveled along, the enthusiasm had to be carefully nurtured when they 
faced down a couple of toughs outside Trieste; mingled with the glum bureaucrats plodding 
between the grey office buildings of Beograd; fended off prostitutes in Istanbul; and tried to 
avoid maniacal Turkish automobile drivers. One of the things that seldom turned out as it 
should was the car ahead. 

However, light alternated with shadow. There were beautiful forests in 
Yugoslavia; beautiful horses in Thrace; a dazzling view from Istanbul across the Bosphorus; a 
delightful fishing village on the Black Sea; and the sight of Turkish drivers at sundown 
stopping their cars and rolling out their prayer rugs. Quite a contrast with America where 
only the pedestrians pray in the streets. 

The Armenians were the most hostile people that Vince met and there were a 
number of tense occasions in Armenia before he reached Iran where things were much 
pleasanter. (This, of course, was pre-Ayatollah.) Still, the worst desert driving lay ahead 
and there were more would-be bandits to face down in Afghanistan. Finally, it was through 
the Khyber Pass and into India with the Himalayan goal, at last, not too far away. Alas, the 
Indian authorities would not let them go beyond Lahore. So, it was back to Kabul; sell the 
VW; and take flight for home. 

An interesting sample from young Mr. Aug's bag of treks. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
February 25, 1985 

President Woodward Garber presided. There were 45 members, 1 guest present. 

Three very disparate papers were read by Miner Raymond. The first paper was 
written by Peter Briggs and was quite unusual in that it had no title. It had a subject, 
however, and that was the several teachers who had shaped the author's life. These ranged 
from his courageous mother, who was handicapped by crippling illnesses most of her life, to 
his first boss at the Harvard Admissions Office. In between were his father, distinguished 
both for his conservatism and his integrity; an English teacher at Nobles who introduced 
Peter to the wonders of the English language in the hands of artists; an Episcopal priest who 
tried to teach Peter tolerance; and a professor of educational administration who tried to 
teach his students to distinguish between articulate incompetents and people who know what 
they are doing. 

Paper number two was titled "Time -- and Time Again." John Peck is getting 
older (who is not?) but, fortunately, the usage rather than the passage of time is occupying 
his thoughts. Some time ago he shared with us his thoughts on the portions and manner of 
time doled out to evildoers by our justice system. This evening he took us to task for our 
misuse of time. With annoyance he hears an acquaintance say, "I don't have time to read." 
He points out that, since time is finite, each of us knows exactly how much time there is in 
the next day, week, month or year. Subject to the necessity of earning a living, we can 
spend the balance of that time in any way we please. However, there is never enough time 
to do everything we would like to do, or think we might like to do, so we must establish 
priorities, which some do and many more fail to do, and then complain that there is never 

enough time. 

It is hard to believe that anyone would write an apologia for Blackbeard, the 
notorious pirate, but Miner Raymond has done so or, at least, I think he has done so, because 
the third paper of the evening, entitled "The Master of Public Relations," is unsigned. Since 
Miner was assigned the budget for the evening, he must have written at least one of the 
papers, must he not? Perhaps he had writer's block -- a sort of numb de plume. Well, 
actually our unknown author does not apologize for Edward Teach but he does give him 
credit for being a superb naval strategist as well as an ~ma~ina~ive innovator . in 
psychological warfare. The story of Blackbeard's last battle, endmg m h1s death from f1ve 
point-blank pistol shots and twenty deep stab wounds, is vividly told. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
February 25, 1985 

President Woodward Garber presided. There were 45 members, 1 guest present. 

Three very disparate papers were read by Miner Raymond. The first paper was 
written by Peter Briggs and was quite unusual in that it had no title. It had a subject, 
however, and that was the several teachers who had shaped the author's life. These ranged 
from his courageous mother, who was handicapped by crippling illnesses most of her life, to 
his first boss at the Harvard Admissions Office. In between were his father, distinguished 
both for his conservatism and his integrity; an English teacher at Nobles who introduced 
Peter to the wonders of the English language in the hands of artists; an Episcopal priest who 
tried to teach Peter tolerance; and a professor of educational administration who tried to 
teach his students to distinguish between articulate incompetents and people who know what 
they are doing. 

Paper number two was titled "Time -- and Time Again." John Peck is getting 
older (who is not?) but, fortunately, the usage rather than the passage of time is occupying 
his thoughts. Some time ago he shared with us his thoughts on the portions and manner of 
time doled out to evildoers by our justice system. This evening he took us to task for our 
misuse of time. With annoyance he hears an acquaintance say, "I don't have time to read." 
He points out that, since time is finite, each of us knows exactly how much time there is in 
the next day, week, month or year. Subject to the necessity of earning a living, we can 
spend the balance of that time in any way we please. However, there is never enough time 
to do everything we would like to do, or think we might like to do, so we must establish 
priorities, which some do and many more fail to do, and then complain that there is never 

enough time. 

It is hard to believe that anyone would write an apologia for Blackbeard, the 
notorious pirate, but Miner Raymond has done so or, at least, I think he has done so, because 
the third paper of the evening, entitled "The Master of Public Relations," is unsigned. Since 
Miner was assigned the budget for the evening, he must have written at least one of the 
papers, must he not? Perhaps he had writer's block -- a sort of numb de plume. Well, 
actually our unknown author does not apologize for Edward Teach but he does give him 
credit for being a superb naval strategist as well as an imaginative innovator in 
psychological warfare. The story of Blackbeard's last battle, ending in his death from five 
point-blank pistol shots and twenty deep stab wounds, is vividly told. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
March 4, 1985 

President Woodward Garber presided. There were present 48 members and 5 

A paper entitled "It Was the Best of Times; It Was the Worst of Times" was read 
by Joseph Stern. 

It was 100 years ago and Cincinnati had just about hit its nadir. This city, which 
sixteen years earlier had been the sixth largest in the United States and had high hopes of 
becoming the largest, was not only being outgrown by cities such as St. Louis, Chicago and 
Cleveland, but had become a sink of corruption. Street gangs, cheap brothels, gambling dens 
and unchecked criminal activities of every type had become so abundant that the city had 
obtained a national notoriety. The fault lay with the corruption of both the judicial system 
and the political system. Juries were bribed and elections were rigged. This excrescence 
came to a head on March 15, 1884, when a bribed jury found William Berner guilty of 
manslaughter, instead of murder, in a case of brutal homicide. An indignation meeting of 
outraged citizens followed. When the indignation got out of hand, the result was the burning 
of the courthouse, 56 deaths and nearly 300 woundings. 

Joe Stern portrays these events vividly in his paper. He then reviews the various 
reform movements in succeeding years which he has to classify as singularly unsuccessful. 
Some sinners went to jail but the gang stayed in power and, under George Cox, ran 
Cincinnati like a conquered province for 30 years. It was not unti11923 "with the shot heard 
round the wards" that the machine was finally blown up. 

Joe proves that 1884 was the worst of times for Cincinnati all right but the 
Dickens of it is that it is only half of his paper's title. How was it the best of times? 
Perhaps he is saving that for his next paper. 

After the reading of the paper, the President presented a resolution of the Board 
of Management recommending a Building Preservation Fund to which contributions can be 
made and the fund used for the preservation and maintenance of the building and grounds. 
The fund is to be bifurcated into restricted and unrestricted parts and the distribution 
between the two is too complicated for these minutes. Certain members objected to the 
terms "restricted" and "unrestricted" as misleading; amendments were voted to change the 
terminology to Fund A and Fund B; and, as so amended, the resolution was passed. The 
Secretary has a copy of the resolution for any member who wishes it. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 



MINUTES OF MEETING 
March 11, 1985 

President Woodward Garber presided. 40 members and 2 guests were present. 

Edward Merkel read a memorial for Stephen z. Starr who became a member of 
the Club in 1962; was president in 1975-76; and became an associate member in 1978 when 
he moved to Vermont. 

A paper, entitled "High Politics and Dynamite," was read by Stewart B. Dunsker, 
M.D. The scene is Germany in 1943 and the lead is played by Armed S.S. Captain Otto 
Skorzeny. Mussolini has been arrested by the King of Italy. Hitler delegates Skorzeny to 
rescue Mussolini, but, first, Skorzeny must find where 11 Duce has been hidden. The hiding 
place is finally located on the Island of Panza, but before a rescue can be attempted the 
Fascist leader is moved to the Island of Madelena. Again the captive is moved just as an 
attack is readied. Now he is at Gran Sasso, a high peak in the Alps. Skorzeny masterminded 
a glider attack on the resort hotel where he believed the captive to be. He is there and he is 
taken in a melodramatic assault and Skorzeny is a hero. 

The next tasks lined up for Skorzeny were the kidnappings of Marshall Petain and 
Marshall Tito. By now, however, the war was going against the Germans and these 
kidnapping plans had to be scrapped. Instead, Hitler came up with a scheme of taking over 
the Hungarian government from Admiral Horthy, the Hungarian regent, who was believed to 
be on the verge of defecting from the Axis. Once more, a difficult mission was 
accomplished by Skorzeny. 

Our hero's final derring-do came as the war was winding down. Skorzeny created 
a special commando company of English-speaking troops and· infiltrated them behind the 
American lines where they caused all kinds of mischief. Things were all up in a heave!. 
When the war ended, he was tried for war crimes but acquitted. 

A remarkable man. He might be described, in Mark Twain's words, as having the 
calm confidence of a Christian with four aces. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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Memorial tor Stephen z. Starr 

Stephen z, Starr Wll an active aember ot the LlterarJ Club 

trom 196~ to 1978, waa Prea1dent 1n 1975•6, snd became an Aaaoolate 

•••ber. 1n 1978 when he and his wite moved to Vermont, where he 

dled an J.an~rr 19, 1985. He had auttered • 1811ive ·~rokl 

two w~eka bltore tl1• death, and h1a laat daya were pe~~etul, 

. w1 thout ·· pa1n1 and attended bJ h1a w1te, lVJ Jane, a well•lmotm 

artlat ::pel •cnalptor, and bJ h1a tou. children, 'rorsl, ~YJ ll.l&ablth, 

a·, J:recler1:olc, ancf Dlana Jane, .. .! .. •. 

fttYI waa born in Hungarr. earlJ ln 1910, the oldeat ot 

th"' ohll<h'•"• Atter hie mother dled, the tamllJ 11Yed with h11 

s~n41t,tt1•r Qn a taftl ln Hungary, until· the and ot the Flrlt World. 

\far, ~tl•·••ent which apparently prec1p1tated the tam11J'• ·~·• to 
/ 

. . ~ . ' Amer1Cih ·lt•ve'• tat her aettled in De trot t, prepared a hold tor 

h11 ,.oh114J'in, and 1.n 1924 sent tor thea to join h1a, So 1t w•• 
' . . ' . . 

that St•••• a bOJ ot fourteen, brought h1maelt and hll young•~ 

brothtl' and a1ater through the tangle ot Europe to London and· 

t1nall7 lew York .. It waa a major leaaon 1n the acceptance ot 

:retpont1b111tr and ,ccompl1ah1ng 1ta objective. 

. . , ·;the ·. taa1lJ moved to Cleveland a tew rear• later, Sten eame4· 

h11 un411'8radQtt ~n4 law desre•at Weatem Baae"e Unlver•1~J, 
' ' 

aene4 •• a "''"' otttcer 1ri the u.s, arae4 toroe1 1~ World 

WaJ l:t,· and on rel•••• joined SohenleJ D1at1llerl, wh1oh brous~\ 
. - ' ' ' ' 

.'hla "'· C1nc1nnat1. He later became an ott1oer of Clopaf., Corporation. 

t"a whl~h he ret1re4. ~n 1972 to become 41reotor. ot the C1no.1~nat~ 

·H1atortoa). Joc1e~J· llf ·rea1cne&t 1n 1978 to ·ao•e penanentlr •• hlf 
j. ' •". 

aeoon4 hoae 1n underhill, Vermont, there to 11ve the oountrJ lite 
' ' . . . . ' 

hf 1oYe4 ·~4 to work on h1a C1v11 Wal" h1atorJ. 
' ' ' ~~ . . 

' ' 

. ~~ ' 

,I . ' 

i 
'1 



Steve'• wr1ttns tor The Literary Club waa aa retreah1nl ••. 

thl .an h1m•e.lf. Hi a candor. ·.waa aomet1mea blunt, .ra:relJ rude • 

alw,.r• honeat, and tor the moat part sood-natured, 41reot, and 

undeztatand.1na. 811 aenae of humor, which never tlassed, del1shted 

1n the 1ron1ea, oontrad1ot1ona, and 1noon1i1tenc1ea that •kl 

hu.ana hu .. n, H1a uae of wordl, apoken and written, waa preoiae 

and dtreota he u1ed exaotlr the r1ght word to ••r •z•otlr what 
' : 

he wanted to aar wlth 111ctl7 the nuanoe he wanted tq ezpreaa, 
0 • • • 

Beneath theae aurtaoea ••:• a warm, 1~tell1sent, caples .an, 

atrons o~: w111 ret lnnatelr tender, deeplJ ooam1tte4 to 11v1n1 a 

.ooaplete .t~entleth•o•ntur,r 11fe, ~nd deeplJ ooaaltted to hll 

· ult1 .. tl vooit1on,. the atudJ of h1atorJ. To h1a 11ft and vooatlon 

ht. ""qht an 1nat1not1ve, almoat auto•t1o oreat1v1tr. 
.. / •. ! 

·~ere •re -.nr klnda of oreat1v1ty, Steve'l wa1 not the k1n4 

that .. 11:11 • atatue out of a block ot aarble, nor the k1n4 tha~ 
· •11:•• a nqvel out of the 4ebr11 of dailJ llfe, H11 waa the k1n4 

. 1apl1e4 1n the pbraae •oreat1ve or1t1c11aM1 he peroe1ve4 valuea, 

rel~t1onah1pl, and 1mpl1cat1ona not apparent to othera. HI ••• 

part1oularlJ taao1nated bJ the relat1onlh1pa and tenatonl aaons 

· .. Jil!Jtlon._ .,.pao1t:r
1 

and aoe~oapl1ahllent - be~th 1n 1n41v1duall and 
~ .' ' ··, .· 

1n orpn11atlon1. _Thil theme ·"•• an underlJ1na, but not often 

espnaae4, eleaent 1n auoh of what he wrote. In the P"taoe to 

hll 'boQII: .221onel Ggnt•U '• Vtr•, hi dld expre•• 1t ln dllorlblnc<ii:~·,::,'·, ;, '. " ' ··:::~::. \!;:. 

Grenfell aa· · ···· 
· •A talented lr1t11h oaval:rJ ott1oer whole braverr beoall 

. a. bpor4 )Nt wholl· GOJI&Inltal reatlea1n111 nullltled 

h11 erteot1ven••• ••• • (pqe v) 

al.• lcll.lar~.u· i a,re McjOIIJPU· • aplr1ted ~talosu• of 
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poetic bathos, rests on the big, empty space between McGonagall 1

1 

aap1rat1on and h1a performance. As Steve would have said, and 

perha~s did, "The elevation 1s there, but the poetry ain•t•. 

When the president of our university read a paper deplorins 

the disappearance of decisive leadership 1n academe, it waa Steve 

who organized a full, three-paper budget explaining in three 

different· idioms that academic leaderahip i taelf had not disap

peared, but that academic leaders had failed to accompl1ah whit 

their respons1b1lit1es demanded, 

Finally, there 1a the work that stands aa h11 imposing 

monument not only to hls life end his work but to historiography 

itself, ~e Union CavalrY 1n the C1v1l War. Out ot the oountleaa 

volumes on the Civil War, out of the numberless regimental 

histories, diaries, letters, recorda, debates, recollect1ona • out 

ot these he wove a coherent, colorful, unified hiatory, Super

ficially it was, as written history often ia, a chronological 

account of the u. s. Cavalry from ita revival to Appomattox. 

ActuallY t though the third volume has not yet been published) 

it was again an analysis of aspiration, capacity, and acoomplilh• 

menta this time the story of movement from potentiality to 

technical excellence to achievement. 

Here 1s revealed the core of the man, our fellow member, 

who died on January 19. His work, his life and the man himself. 

had. somehow coalesced into a single moral imperative• the presence 

of aspiration and capacity compels accomplishment. It had become 

a moral, almost a cosmic, cnmpuls1on denial of which would 

have mAant, to Steve, the d1sintegrat1on of all final valuea. 
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It 11 a moral imperative which we as individuals are free to 

accept or reject, but of the man who had the strength and courage 

to bend h1B life to it we can accurately affirm that he waa a 

worthy model of contemporary manhood. 

Charles D. Ar1ng 
John A, Diehl 

Komel Huvoa 

Edward W, Merkel, Ch. 



MINUTES OF MEETING 
March 18, 1985 

President Woodward Garber presided. Present were 52 members and 2 guests. 

Robert Hilton read a memorial to James E. Traquair who became a member of 
the Club in 1974 and died on January 6, 1985, after a protracted illness. 

A paper entitled "One Man's Madeleine" was read by Stanley Troup, M.D. 

This paper begins as if it is to be a dissertation on the works of Marcel Proust, 
but, fortunately, the author's purpose in delving into Proust turns out to be only to give 
himself a hook on which to hang the title to his paper. Just as Proust's "Remembrance of 
Things Past" was triggered by a bite into a tea-soaked Madeleine cookie, so Stanley Troup's 
past -- and this paper -- is called to life by a bagel which his brother brought him from the 
Lincoln Bakery and Delicatessen in Minneapolis. 

One of the author's earliest memories is of going downstairs to the back door on 
a Sunday morning to get the string of bagels looped over the door knob. His story then 
moves on to basketball in a gym where the rafters were so low that all shots had to have an 
absolutely flat trajectory. Any members who played basketball at the Field House on the old 
Deer Creek Commons will have kindred memories. The Troup childhood saga then moved on 
to the Homewood Theater where Stanley's taste for drama was irrevocably molded by Buck 
Rogers, Pete Smith and El Brendel. 

Among the Troup siblings Stanley seems to have been the only staid one, at least 
by comparison. Brother Mike lost his filling station in a crap game and was eulogized at his 
funeral as a high roller. Brother Shy sold his used car lot for S1,500.00 only to see his buyer 
turn it over a month later for $35,000.00. Not a member of the family but a next door 
neighbor was Stanley Starkman who enjoyed occasional traipses around the neighborhood 
without the benefit of clothes. 

I can imagine Max Liman saying, to describe this hilarious melange of anecdotes 
about childhood days in North Minneapolis, "that's the whole kettle of fish in a nutshell!" 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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MEMORIAL FOR JAMES E, TRAQUAIR 

James E. Traquair was elected a member of the Literary Club in 1974 • 

He died after a long illness on January 6, 1985, having contributed 

many fine papers, the subjects of which were invariably related to 

history and historical episodes or events. In each instance his paper 

was painstakingly researched and written with sensitivity and a feeling 

for the significance for today of the events described, As a native 

of Scotland, Jim Traquair read these papers with a delightful accent that 

had an overtone of "the kilt, bagpipes and regiments," the title of a 

paper he read on June 17, 1979 describing the military lore of his native 

land. In 1977 he delivered a paper which gave the history of the House 

of Traquair, his ancestral home near Glasgow. His most recent paper, 

read in a Budget by Marc Rout in December, 1984, titled "The Long March 

to Victory" described the march of French troops from Providence, Rhode 

Island to Williamsburg, Virginia, which led to the surrender of Cornwallis 

in 1781. 
Jim's first wife, Betty Orr Traquair, died in an automobile accident in 

1963. He is survived by his wife, Henrietta Esselborn Traquair, whom 

he married on March 20, 1964. 

Jim Traquair came to this country in 1914 from Paisley, Scotland when 

he was nine years old, and became a resident of Ayre, Massachusetts 

where his father worked as an engineer for the Mead Paper Company. He 

was a devoted alumnus of Dartmouth College which gave him a B.S. Degree 

in'l926 and also of the Harvard Business School from which he was 

graduated in 1928. Thereafter, he worked for the LaBoiteaux Paper Co. 

in Cincinnati. In 1942 he became a naturalized citizen. Jim had a 

distinguished career in World War II in the Navy, beginning in 1942 

and serving overseas in North Africa and in Naples, He was awarded a 

commendation for outstanding performance for his work in the Office of 

the Inspector of Naval Material in Cincinnati, where he served briefly 

in 1942 and again from 1945 to 1946. Upon his discharge from the Navy 

as a Commander on May 27, 1946, he became an executive with the Hospital 



Care Corporation. He served as Director of Internal Operations and as 

Director of the corporation's Fiscal Division until his retirement, 

following which he taught accounting at the University of Cincinnati 

until his final retirement in 1979. 

Good writing - and Jim Traquair would never settle for anything less -

often shows the writer's values in life and mirrors his personality. 

In Jim's case, his papers showed a sensitive and gifted person possessed 

of a fine and disciplined mind and many talents. He was a kindly person, 

sensitive and open to the world, concerned about the historical and 

cultural heritage of the country which he had adopted. These qualities 

and his devotion to our club will be greatly missed. 

The Literary Club 

March 18, 1985 

John A. Reid 

Alan Vogeler 

Robert W. Hilton, Jr., Chairman 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
March 25, 1985 

President Woodward Garber presided. There were present 52 members and 7 

This was budget night. The first paper was written by one George Roberts and 
the subject was "Sin." The paper began by asserting that our genial president is confused but 
did not say whether the president in question is Reagan or Garber. One of them is certainly 
not confused. 

After a good deal of very humorous but quite irrelevant introductory material, 
the author got down to his subject which he reduced to manageable proportions by limiting 
the broad subject of sin to the narrower one of POSSLQing. This is a very old sin. In fact, it 
has been a sin since marriage has been designated as a sacrament. Before that it was only 
called a risk. George Roberts discovers that two young friends of his are POSSLQing and 
believe it to be wonderful. George then proceeds to lecture the young couple, in his 
heavy-handed Episcopalian way, about the magnitude of the sin; the tensions created by it; 
and the very probable consequences. In particular George worries about the self-deception 
involved. The result was predictable. George got it back, right betwixt the eyes. The gist 
of the reply was that George was the one who was self-deluded. 

The second paper titled "What Can a Father Do?" was written by John A. 
McLeod. I had hoped that this would not be a psychiatric exercise because I am Jung and 
easily Freudened. It turned out not to be so. At least, I think it did. It turned out to be all 
about Pygmalion and his self-deception in coming to believe that the lovely statue he had 
created could come alive. Pygmalion moves on from Ovid through Shaw to Lerner and 
Loewe. Many changes occur enroute, but the central theme of self-deception remains 
unchanged. And yet the lumpish clay, with time, does become worked into something 
attractive and useful. Can fathers take credit for this development in their children? Can 
Pygmalion make a block of marble come to life? 

The final paper was written by Bruce I. Petrie and was a lousy one. Taking his 
theme from Burns' famous lines "To a Louse," Bruce first adopts the poet's view that if we 
could see ourselves as others see us it would free us from many a blunder and foolish notion. 
He paints a lovely picture of the world as it would be if there were no self-deception and 
called it good. From there it was an easy trip, forward through time, once again to Burns 
and justification for his second thought that many a foolish notion may save us all. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 

P .S. George Roberts' alter nomen is Robert W. Hilton. 



MINUTES OF MEETING 
Aprill, 1985 

President Garber presided. There were present 47 members and 2 guests. 

. . . The paper was read by Douglas Mansfield and was entitled "April Foolishness." It 
IS w1th dtsmay that the secretary reports that, for the second time in less than two months, 
a member has chosen to present a paper which is mostly a direct quotation from a primary 
source. Our standards are wavering; our bastions are crumbling. 

Mr. Mansfield reports a serendipitous discovery of a diary written by a young 
man who left Philadelphia for Cincinnati in 1800. In that year Cincinnati was still a frontier 
settlement which had a circumference of two blocks north from the river by four blocks in 
width. James Albright, the writer of the journal or diary so serendipitously discovered, has 
little but scorn for the paltry amenities which this poor settlement has to offer. He finds 
employment on a local newspaper, Freeman's Journal, whose masthead motto is "Free but 
Not Licentious." He then falls for a beautious lass who is identified in his journal only as 
Miss B. It seems that he has to worship her from afar as his station in life appears to be 
substantially beneath hers. Jealousy enters the plot when a dashing young lieutenant is 
transferred to Fort Washington and immediately attracts the eye of Miss B and vice versa. 
Having heard that the lieutenant has a womanizing background, Jamie Albright begins to 
skulk about wherever the couple might be and the culmination of his spying came on the 
night when he discovered the two knee high in flagrant delicto. Miss B and the lieutenant 
plan an elopement; Jamie tries to sidetrack it; and, in the confusion, the two get away but 
leave behind $750.00 in gold coin which was to finance their new life together. Jamie, a cad 
to the end, rationalizes that the money rightfully belongs to him. Or, as the art thief said, 
take the monet and run. 

This remarkable journal, written in a fine copper-plate hand, really should be 
given to the Historical Society and it is to be hoped that Mr. Mansfield will try to 
accomplish this. On the other hand, I guess it should not be forgotten that this paper was 

read on April 1. 

Reading time: 35 minutes. 

After the reading of the paper, the President read a letter of resignation from 
John Kiely. It was the sense of the membership that Mr. Kiely should b~ asked if he r~all_Y 
wants to resign and that he be advised by Marc Routt that an assoctate membership ts 

available to him. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
April 8, 1985 

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

The evening's paper was read by Gordon A. Christenson and was titled "The Lay 
of the Land Before Them." The good dean has a swan fetish, particularly female swans who 
doff their feathers and reveal themselves as lovely, naked young maidens. This sometime 
habit of some swans was reviewed at length in Gordon's first paper, "The Boys of 
Springtown," and it is the theme of the current paper. What does the swan lady do when, 
after marriage and children, she discovers her hidden feathers and the opportunity for her 
former freedom? Gordon argues that, if she is a pioneer woman, she will not fly away for 
she wants no part of the greener grass on the other side of the mountain. Certainly there is 
much authority in the letters and diaries of pioneer women to support him in this. Gordon 
then gives a relation of his own travel to Salt Lake City last summer, tracing the route of 
his ancestors. No swans were seen but he did learn the meaning of the word "Teton" as used 
in Teton Mountains, ~' les mamilles, and uses that for an introduction to a secondary 
theme that explorers had an erotic tendency toward the land. Hmmmm. 

He then introduces his third and last theme which is that the heart of the 
frontier spirit is in the hunt for windfalls. His two prime examples are the Darien 
Adventure and the Mississippi Enterprise. Gordon cannot understand how the thrifty Scots 
could be trapped into an adventure that was doomed from the start. He can only ascribe it 
to the powerful lure of the windfall overcoming sound judgment. One might also cite the 
incident as another example of the crafty, treacherous English two timing the simple, naive 

Scots. 

Gordon's final example of man's readiness to risk all for the chimerical windfall 
is John Law's Mississippi Bubble. Law was another Scot but neither simple nor ~aive. He 
was one of the all-time "high rollers" and for a while had absolute control of the fmances of 
the French nation. Trading on the Frenchman's "grand bonheur" at being able to invest little 
and gain much, Law's schemes grew wilder and wilder until the inevitable happened and the 

bubble burst. 

A thoughtful paper, not to be considered a swan song, for undoubtedly the swan 
maidens will fly over Fourth Street again some two years hence. 

Reading time: 40 minutes. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 



MINUTES OF MEETING 
April 15, 1985 

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

"The Columbia Project -- More of Learning Than of Teaching" was the title of a 
paper read by Clifford Grulee. This paper was a relation of the experiences which the 
author had, over a period of seven years, in Colombia as a member of a medical team sent 
to that country by the Tulane University School of Medicine. Funding seems to have been 
furnished by the Rockefeller Foundation and by the United States government. Frustrations 
abounded. Medical facilities were primitive. Native medical personnel, both doctors and 
nurses, were poorly educated. Sophisticated equipment was sent from the United States to 
Colombia but was of little value because of the scarcity of trained personnel to operate it. 
Basic sanitary measures were ignored. Medicine and drugs were in short supply. 

Nonetheless, the author found some pluses among all those discouraging minuses. 
He is proud of the fact that, during that seven-year span, over 50 Colombians were sent to 
Tulane for graduate education in the sciences basic to medicine and for residency training 
for those of them who were clinicians. 

Reading time: 51 minutes. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
April 22, 1985 

President Garber presided. There were present 61 members and 6 guests. 

An hilarious paper was read by John S. Rue. It was all about "Power." In 
particular, power as it can be exerted in the Army of the United States. He first discussed 
Basic Training. Some of us wish that he had not reminded us of Basic Training. From Basic 
Training,. Jack was sent to the Signal Corps because he had no scientific or mathematical 
talent. Some may not understand this but I do. I, too, ended my military career in the 
Signal Corps and I have no scientific or mathematical talent. 

John Rue would probably describe his first nineteen months in the Army of the 
United States as unpleasant, but the last five months made up for it. His rudimentary skill 
at typing qualified him for the military grade of clerk/typist and his assignment (ultimately) 
was to the Orderly Room of the 128th Signal Company. Here he acquired P 0 W E R, or so 
he would have us believe. Somehow these clerk/typists in the Orderly Room were able to 
arrange reassignments for noncommissioned officers. If Sergeant Dimbulb is obnoxious, ship 
him out to the 6th Morning Report Unit. The 6th Morning Report Unit? If Master Sergeant 
Dillpickle is a martinet, ship him off to Korea. In addition to moving out over twenty 
NCO's, Corporal Rue and his two fellow clerk/typists moved out nearly 100 enlisted friends 
who felt the grass to be greener in some other Army installation. That is, he says they did. 
He also says they sent Sergeant Rumdum to Iceland and Sergeant Fatass to Greenland 
because his gang of three considered these two sergeants to be personae non gratae. 

Corporal Rue, for conduct unbecoming a clerk/typist, report to me after 
formation. 

Reading time: 42 minutes. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
April 29, 1985 

President Garber presided. There were present 53 members and 5 guests. 

This was budget night and Taylor Asbury was the budgeteer. The first paper he 
read was titled "And Never the Thane Shall Meet." It seems that Martin Macht, his wife and 
two other feJ;llales, who presumably were his daughters although he never says so, were 
traveling through Nairnshire one afternoon; on impulse turned down a narrow lane through a 
forest; and, lo and behold, they found themselves facing the steekit yetts of Cawdor Castle. 
A sign "Not Open To The Public" sent Bud back to Nairn. After dinner, influenced by a 
substantial ingestion of claret, he picked up the telephone, called Cawdor Castle and 
somehow got Lady Cawdor to agree to see his family the next morning. There, as the result 
of some learned and douce remarks on the part of Carol and Bud, the initial frigid attitude 
of their hosts thawed and the Americans got the Grand Tour of the castle, the whole 
kaboodle and kit. Bud goes on at length about the laird and his lady but I won't because, 
after all, these people are Campbells. 

The second paper had to do with "Anthony Trollope" and was written by Eslie 
Asbury, who is happy in the realization that he and John More discoverd Trollope long before 
Trollope's rather recent discovery by the TV watching public. TroHope was a workaholic; a 
writer's writer; and recognized more by his peers than by the reading public of his day. Eslie 
rates Trollope so highly because of the breadth of his life and his realism. He quotes New 
York Times critic Broward as saying that Trollope is much superior to Dickens who 
manipulates his readers by contriving artificial situations and incomplete characters. Eslie 
also picks on Dickens. I am not qualified to referee this dispute, but perhaps one of our 
members will come to the defense of Dickens. He might say of Trollope "immaculate but no 

conception." 

The third paper was written by the reader and was headed "The Queen Visits 
Kentucky." This is the story of QEII's visit last October told by an insider. The marvel is 
that the visit ever occurred because the Queen had never before been present at an 
American race track. She not only visited Keeneland but also several of the nearby stud 
farms. On Thursday she had her day at the races where one of the races was established in 
her honor. Lunch for 80 before the races was a memorable experience for the Americans 
present. A simulated horse auction was later present~d f~r Her ~ajesty'~ edificatio~ •. The 
Queen was repeatedly heard to praise the warmth, hosp1tahty and mformahty of her v1s1t. 

Reading time: 49 minutes. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
May 6, 1985 

President Garber presided. There were present 64 members and 3 guests. 

Frank Davis, on behalf of the Society of Colonial Wars, presented to the Club 
four pamphlets, each containing three papers on colonial matters some of which had been 
written by Club members. ' 

Frank Mayfield read a paper which had as its heading "Moot: A Four-Letter 
Word." This is the story of a medical malpractice lawsuit in which Dr. Mayfield, unhappily, 
was cast in the role of defendant. The story began on a spring day in 1970 when Frank was 
requested by Dr. Giannestras to examine one Jane Callaghan who was scheduled for a spinal 
operation early the next morning. After examination, Frank could find little to justify such 
a major operation and so advised the patient and Dr. Giannestras. The latter, however, said 
that he had X-rays which justified the operation and wanted Dr. Mayfield to take over one 
phase of the operation. The X-rays were not produced nor was there held a conference, 
prior to the operation, between the patient and the two surgeons, which Frank had 
requested. Complications developed after the operation and the lawsuit followed. 

In the course of discovery procedures prior to the trial, allegations were made 
that Frank was physically and mentally incompetent to have performed the operation. No 
proof was produced. Preparation for trial took ten days of intense effort on Frank's part to 
be followed by thirty-six days of trial, culminating in a verdict in Frank's favor. 

Bitterness permeated this paper. This is understandable. No one wants to be a 
defendant in a malpractice action, regardless of the outcome. Frank's bitterness goes 
deeper, however. It is leveled against the judicial system that permits unsubstantiated 
charges of incompetency to be made with impunity; that permits a deposition to be repeated 
and the same material wearily gone over again; that requires thirty-six nerve-wracking days 
to try a case of this character; and, above all, permits an expert witness, in this case a 
psychiatrist, to lie on the witness stand and yet go unpunished. 

Reading time: 31 minutes. 

The President announced that the Board of Management had voted a new 
schedule of member payments, as follows: initiation fee - $300.00; regular membe~ dues -
$200.00; associate member dues - $40.00; and a $10.00 assessment for both the anmversary 
dinner and the final meeting in June. From the dues $25.00 per year from regular member 
payments will be allocated to Fund B of the Building Preservation Fund and $15.00 per year 
from associate member payments. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
May 13, 1985 

President Garber presided. There were present 60 members and 3 guests. 

A beautifully conceived, written and delivered paper was read by Oliver M. Gale. 
It seems that Muff began to speculate about the reincarnation of souls and also began to 
have a recurring dream about a general store, the saloon next door and the lake nearby. And, 
of course, a beautiful young woman. Then Muff went to visit his brother in his new home in 
a small New Hampshire town and there Muff found the general store and the other scenes of 
his dreams. Research at the county courthouse indicated that one Timothy Bronson had 
been the proprietor of the store at the period in history which must have been the period in 
Muff's dreams. Research also turned up the fact that Timothy Bronson, at age 60, had 
bludgeoned to death a young woman in a fit of jealous rage. 

Early in his New Hampshire visit Muff met a vivacious young woman, aged 30 or 
thereabout, and a mutual attraction developed into a mutual fondness and then into 
intimacy. Muff, at 70, found himself in love with a woman 40 years his junior. Amabat 
pater cupidosa. Not a good situation, as anyone here could have told Muff. The young lady 
enjoyed Muff's company, even granted him her favors, as long as he was the most interesting 
man on the scene. When she met the virile young golf pro, however, she was eager for a new 
conquest and, when Muff found her in flagrante delicto with the youthful Adonis, Muff's 
outrage obliterated his reason and the result was most horrid -- he beat her to death. 

Muff appeared before us in handcuffs. The authorities permitted him to return 
to Cincinnati, under guard, to put his affairs in shape and he addressed us in the hope that 
somehow we could understand that his reincarnated soul compelled his actions. It was a 
tragic scene for all of us who are so fond of such a respected member of the Club. It also 
set uneasy thoughts stirring in the minds of each of us. Could this sort of thing happen to 
me? 

Reading time: 40 minutes. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 



MINUTES OF MEETING 
May 20, 1985 

President Garber presided. There were present 55 members and 2 guests. 
• 

11'1 c. s r) 'r "•;, e '(\ t 
The President announced that one of the guests to form an opinion about our 

needs for a sound amplifying system. The President also ~nnounced that this was Jack 
Watson's final meeting before moving to Florida. He will become an associate member. 

A paper entitled "I Am at Present Red-Hot with Spiders" was read by Booth 
Shepard. This paper seemed, in its opening pages, to be meant as a recital of Booth's 
experiences on a tour of the Galapagos Islands in 1973. However, after four pages of 
introductory material, Booth makes the decision to tell us nothing about his tour except that 
he identified nine of the thirteen finches found by Darwin. He prefers to give us some 
interesting highlights of the life of Charles Darwin. Grandson of Josiah Wedgewood, Darwin 
early displayed his consuming interest in natural history. His record in school was 
undistinguished, for he had no taste for classical learning and he wasted much time with the 
sporting set. He signed on board the Beagle, without pay, as a naturalist and later stated 
that the voyage of the Beagle was the most important event of his life. In addition to 
Darwin, Booth tells of other visitors to the Galapagos. There were the 17th century 
buccaneers who used the islands as bases; the visit of Lord Byron, in command of a British 
ship, in 1825; the later visit of Herman Melville; and the exile on one of the islands of 
Alexander Selkirk which inspired Defoe to write his tale of Robinson Crusoe. 

Booth concludes with the lament that some of the fauna on the islands have 
disappeared or are disappearing and appeals to us all to support those organizations which 
are trying to protect the crabs -- those fiddlers on the reef -- and other endangered 
species. 

Reading time: 47 minutes. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
June 3, 1985 

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

The President had the sad duty of reporting the death of member and former 
President Elliott Palmer. John Reed was named chairman of the memorial committee. 

G~orge Stimson then read a paper entitled "Old Probs." This was the story of 
Cleveland Abbe whose connection with Cincinnati was short in time but long in influence. 
Abbe was born in New York City; early became interested in astronomy; and, on completing 
his education, found his first employment at the Imperial Astronomical Observatory in 
Russia. He then joined the staff of the United States Naval Observatory in Washington. In 
1868, young Abbe was appointed director of the Cincinnati Observatory. This observatory 
had been in existence since 1843, in which year President John Quincy Adams had come to 
Cincinnati to lay the cornerstone of the observatory building on Mount Ida (now Mount 
Adams). Abbe immediately shifted the observatory's emphasis from astronomical 
observation to meteorological prediction. The local Chamber of Commerce backed him in 
his proposal to establish something new, a scientific weather forecasting service. From this 
he acquired the name of "Old Probability" or "Old Probs." 

Abbe began to pay a prominent part in a growing movement to establish a 
national weather service. After only two and a half years in Cincinnati, Abbe moved back 
to Washington as the chief forecaster for the newly created National Weather Bureau. 
Despite the shortness of his stay in Cincinnati, Abbe accomplished much while here. He set 
up the first weather forecasting service in the nation; he found a bride; and he join~d The 
Literary Club. And, of course, his name has remained well known to many generations of 
Cincinnatians because of the Abbe Observatory. 

The annual elections produced the following results: President, William Sullivan; 
Vice President, Louis Prince; Secretary, James Elder; Treasurer, George Rieveschl; Clerk, 
Thomas Gephardt; and Trustee, Richard Vilter. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
June 10, 1985 

President Garber presided. There were present 60 members and 3 guests. 

Louis Nippert had the paper for the evening and his title was "Tragedy and 
Heroism on the Ice." This was the story of an Italian dirigible, its captain, its crew and their 
flight to the North Pole in May of 1928. They reached the Pole without untoward incident, 
but, on the return flight, all incidents turned untoward. The dirigible iced up and crashed. 
Seven of the sixteen-man crew were carried away in the balloon part of the ship and never 
heard from again. The others, in the gondola, landed on an ice floe. 

Three men, with dog teams, made a rescue attempt. Their hardships in trying to 
reach the survivors justify the use of the word "heroism" in the title of the paper. They 
started with nine dogs, had to kill and eat some of them on the way and finally found 
themselves adrift on ice floes and in peril of death either by freezing or by starvation. At 
this critical point a hydroplane arrived and rescued them. Other planes rescued nine of the 
ten men who had been in the gondola of the dirigible. There was, however, an attendant 
tragedy. Roald Amundsen, premier polar explorer, also made an attempt to rescue the crew 
of the dirigible but he and five companions were lost in the effort. 

It just so happened that Lou Nippert and his parents set out on a steamship trip 
to Iceland and Norway in June of 1928 and their cruise ship was in King's Bay in July where 
they had the opportunity to hear one of the three-man rescue force talk to them about this 
gruelling experience. Lou was much impressed with this young man's heroic saga and with 
the worldwide, spontaneous outpouring of concern and offers to help in the search and 
rescue of the crew of the Italian dirigible • 

Reading time: 35 minutes. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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MINUTES OF MEETING 
June 17, 1985 

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

The reader was Roger Newstedt and the enigmatic title of his paper was "Look 
Back in Bemusement or Brother, Can You Paradigm?" 

:-~ 'ril u?~~ ,l 
/ This paper was a melange of posers. First, the author himself, and us, or all but 

one of us, by posing the question, "Who was the real Edward de V;re?" Next, he related the 
story of the first artificial kidney transplant and posed the question of whether it was really 
desirable in view of the Pandora's box of ethical, legal, moral and social problems which 
have necessarily followed. As he mused on this poser, our author received a vistor who 
Roger recognized as Aesculapius. There followed a dialogue, modeled on the famous 
dialogues between Mr. Whig and Tom Gephardt, wherein the Greek God presented his views 
on the use of mechanical devices to preserve human life, or to attempt to preserve it, and 
the temerious Roger replied, or rather, interrupted, from time to time with a series of 
jokes. Some of these jokes were off-color; others were just offal. Aesculapius bore up 
godfully under this barrage of excreta and presented many dramatic illustrations of the 
misuse of medical discoveries such as X-ray and blood transfusion. But the cloddish 
Newstedt kept interrupting with his crude efforts at katabolic humor. · The great god 
patiently suffered these intrusions and continued his examples of the misuse of medical 
techniques by citing the many unnecessary appendix operations. The god then widened the 
scope of his comments, marking (God save the mark!) the Twentieth century as one which 
had supplanted art with artifice; poetry with word jumbles; sculpture with hastily soldered 
odd bits of metal; drama with plotless, tasteless scribblings; music with cacophony; 
literature with diatribes; etc. etc. 

I could go on but I am sure the Club members have the theme of this paper by 
now. Roger, speaking through the God (deus ex machina in reverse), designat.ed our era as 
the Century of Abysmal Mediocrity. I have often called it the Age of Vulganty. I suspect 
we mean the same thing. 

This was a clever paper and, despite my comments on the quality of the jokes, it 
was very funny. It was also just the type of paper we need for this last meeting of the year. 

Reading time: 40 minutes. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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REVIEW OF THE 1984-8.5 CLUB YEAR 

. The bad news should come first. Since the last annual report, death has claimed 
f1ve valued members: Ralph Carothers, John Paul Jones, Stephen Starr, James Traquair and 
Elliott Palmer. 

We had 38 meetings with a total attendance of 1,997 members. This works out 
to an average of .52 • .5 members per meeting, which is slightly better than recent years. We 
did have ten meetings in the fall and spring when 60 or more members attended. Fifty-three 
papers were read and they fell into the following categories: history - 8; autobiographical 
or personal experience - 7; biographical - .5; philosophical - .5; fiction - 4; whimsey - 3; 
travel - 4; fantasy - 2; nature - 2; literature or literary criticism - 2; science - 2; satire - 2; 
irony - 1; social criticism - 1; economics - 1; language - 1; military affairs - 1; and the 
virtues of wine drinking - 1. There were no papers on personal war experiences. 

Under the energetic leadership of Woody Garber, a number of events of 
substance took place during the year. Draperies were replaced and other draperies were 
repaired as well as window shades and chairs. A trust for the maintenance and preservation 
of the building and grounds was created. A finance committee was formed. Dues were 
increased and assessments instituted. Floodlights are to be placed in the alley and, after a 
long period of gestation, it seems the Club is about to give birth to a sound amplification 
system. 

Giovanni completed his first full year as Club steward and handled the potables 
and comestibles in fulsome style, especially the comestibles. 

The annual election went off reasonably briskly and produced the following 
results: President, William Sullivan; Vice President, Louis Prince; Secretary, James Elder; 
Treasurer, George Rieveschl; Clerk, Thomas Gephardt; Trustee, Richard Vilter. 

A good year but, then, all years are good years at The Literary Club. 

James L. Elder 
Secretary 
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THE LITERARY CLUB 

In Memoriam 
of 

Elliott Prather Palmer - 1914/1985 

It is with great regret that we record the death of Elliott Prather 

Palmer of Rookwood Drive, a member of The Literary Club since 1962. He died 

suddenly on May 27, 1985. 

Elliott was a Trustee 1978-80 and President of the Club 1981-82. 

Elliott was the son of a former member. Dr. Dudley White Palmer and 

Mrs. Florence Prather Palmer. Dr. Palmer joined the Club in 1918. 

Elliott's grandfather was Dr. Chauncey White Palmer, a physician 

and a Professor at U,C, 

Elliott had his early schooling at the Lotspeich School and attended 

Walnut Hills High School and transferred to the Choate School at Wallingford, 

Connecticut where he graduated in 1932. He then went on to Dartmouth College 

at Hanover, New Hampshire, where he graduated with an A.B. degree in 1936, 

He was a member of the ! Beta Theta Pi fraternity and The Dragon Society, 

Upon returning to Cincinnati, Elliott was employed by the KeelOr 

and Stites Advertising Agency for several years and then joined theW, S. 

Merrill Company and was assigned to their Canadian offices. He spent nearly 

twenty years with that firm, traveling all over Canada. 

He returned to Cincinnati to become associated with the John 

Blemker Company, a manufacturer of gaskets and packaging materials, 

Upon John Blemker's death in 1960, Elliott bought the Company from 

Mrs, V. Page (McBurney) Blemker, now Mrs. Hilman Smith, and he became its 

President and Chief Executive Officer and continued with that company until 

his retirement in 1973· 
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The Palmer family originally lived at Reading Road and Forrest 

Avenue in Avondale, and moved to Green Hills Drive - off Edwards Road in 

Hyde Park - about 1929. This home is the beautiful white colonial, more 

recently owned by another club member, Oliver M. Gale. This lovely home 

has been a show place for a great many years • 

Elliott is survived by his lovely wife, Betty Heizer Palmer, and 

a sister, Mrs. Margaret Palmer Keeler, and three fine and successful sons. 

Elliott's wife was a graduate of the Doherty School, later known 

as C,P.S,, and is now a part of the Seven Hills Schools, Betty is also a 

graduate1of Wellesley College and has been very active in local volunteer 

circles. She was recently a Board member of the Travel Club and is a member 

of the Junior League. 

Their son, Dr. Elliott Prather Palmer, Jr. is a grauuate of 

Dartmouth and the Washington University Medical School of St. Louis, Nissouri 

and is presently head of the Department of Neurology at the Lahey Clinic in 

Boston. He earlier spent three years as a medical officer with our armed 

forces in Germany • 

Another son, Thomas White Palmer - also a graduate of Washington 

University with an M.A. in Psychology, is now Executive Director of Mental 

Health Services East (a community mental health center in East Hyde Park) • 

Tom spent two years earlier with the United States Peace Corps, in the 

Philippines, 

David Barton Palmer, the third son, has a Masters degree in Meehan-
~~ 

ical Engineering from Vanderbilt University and now isAmember of the Computer 

Center at Vanderbilt in Nashville, Tennessee, , 
The Palmers have traveled extensively in the Orient and in Europe. 
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Over the years, Elliott contributed a paper for the Literary Club 

about every two years, covering a number of subjects - always in an interesting 

and stimulating fashion. One of his papers, that in 1981, was about the 

Centennial Exposition here in 1888. Members of the Current Bicentennial 

Commission might find that paper quite helpful. 

Elliott's 1976 paper was about the Fenian Brotherhood and its 

attempt in 1865-66 to raise money to help establish an Irish Republic. This 

group even considered invading Canada as a start toward defeating England, 

in order to assure an Irish Republic. The threat even caused a run on banks 

in Montreal. But in March of 1866, 36,000 Canadians were ready, if necessary, 

to defend eastern Canada, so the proposed invasion was called off. 

Between Choate and Dartmouth, Elliott spent a summer at the Grenfell 

Mission in Labrador, While he did carpentry and painting there, the experience 

at that mission made a lasting impression on him. Many New England students 

have volunteered for work and service at that mission over the years, and I 

suppose they still do so. 

During Elliott's years in Cincinnati, he became an active member of 

the University Club- was on its Board and was its President in 1967. 

He also has been an active member of The Travel Club and of the 

Society of Colonial Wars of which he was a past Governor and had been honored 

by appointment .. as a Deputy Governor General of the United States for that 

Society,representing Ohio, 

He was also a member of the Sugar Hill Gun Club and of the Cincinnati 

Country Club, where he has been an avid golfer. Elliott was also a volunteer 

worker for the Historical Society for some years • 

l 
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Elliott was a long time member of Christ Church and, more recently, 

' ' ; ' .. \-.. ;-. 
of the Church of the Redeemer in Hyde Park. 

, ···' ., Many summers were spent at their island cottage at Point au Baril, 

• f',' 
Ontario, where many Cincinnatians have cottages. Those were fun times for 

l,. 

'' 
I!'.· t.:· 1 'r 

the whole fCj.mily, with fishing, boating, sai.ling and water skiing and group 

li,. ' ) , '. ~-- _\. 
picnics at the outer islands on Georgian Bay. In recent years, Elliott and 

,, ' 

·' ·_:·. .' j 
' I. 

~! • ' . . 
Betty have vacationed at Boca Grande, on Gasparilla Island off the west coast 

of Florida. 
1: '[ 

Elliott will long be fondly remembered by a host of friends. 
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