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1 The Literary Club and the Reds 

Pete Rose is not a member of The Literary Club, but The 
Literary Club is closely linked to baseball in Cincinnati. 

Baseball, almost as we know it today, became popular in 
Cincinnati shortly after the Civil War. There were no professional 
teams then, only amateur baseball clubs. One of these, the 
Resolutes, was composed mostly of young lawyers, many of whom 
were Harvard and Yale graduates of the late 1850's and 1860's. 
J. William Johnson, a young attorney, Literary Club member and 
grandfather of our own Morse Johnson, thought the Resolutes should 
have a more formal name and suggested the Cincinnati Baseball Club. 
His thinking met with general agreement, and the first meeting of 
the Cincinnati Baseball Club was held July 23, 1866, at the law 
offices of Tilden, Sherman and "'oulton on West Third Street. 
Present were Aaron Champion, Alfred T. Goshorn, Henry Glassford, 
William Tilden, George B. Ellard, J. William Johnson, Holmes Hoge, 
Quinton Corwine and a few others. Alfred T. Goshorn, elected to 
membership in The Literary Club in 1859, was elected first president 
of the Baseball Club. Harry Glassford, elected to The Literary Club 
in 1870, became Secretary. Literary Club members referred to in 
this paper will be identified with the letter "L" and their year of 
election following their names. Therefore, J. William Johnson is L 
1868; Goshorn in L 1859; and Glassford is L 1870. 



271 

Between 1866 and 1871, three hundred eighty young men 
became members of the Cincinnati Baseball Club. In addition to 
Goshorn, Glassford and Johnson, the following Literary Club members 
also belonged to the Cincinnati Baseball Club: W. G. Allen, L 67; 
W. L. Avery, L 68; Larz Anderson, L 55; Nicholas Longworth 
Anderson, L 67; C. E. Anderson, L 55; W. H. Baldwin, L 61; Robert W. 
Carroll, L 51; Enoch T. Carson, L 67; Ozrus Dodds, L 67; W. Austin 
Goodman, L 69; E. C. Goshorn, L 57; Murat Halstead L 53' Andrew 
Hlckenlooper, L 65; Nlcholas Longworth, L 67; H. P. Lon~, L 67; 
James W. McLaughlin, L 55; Stanley Matthews, L 49; C. Bentley 
Matthews, L 7.1; .C, B. Montgomery, L 66; L. Fowles, L 58; J. Wayne 
Neff, L 66; WIlham Owen, L 51; Bellamy Storer, Jr., L 69; John S. 
Woods, L 76; L. P. Wilson, L 60; F. W. Wolcott, L 67; and J. A. Webb 
L 65. ' 

Of course, there were several other baseball clubs around 
town and Literary Club members belonged to some of them as well. 
William H. Taft, L 78, and Lewis W. Irvin, L 76, belonged to the Mt. 
Auburn Club, while J. Wayne Neff, L 66, belonged to both the 
Cincinnati Baseball Club and the Mt. Auburn nine. Clifton had a nine 
including A. A. Burnett, L 64, and George McAlpin and Charles 
Resor, good Cincinnati names. 

A large number of prominent Cincinnatians who did not 
belong to The Literary Club were, however, members of the 
Cincinnati Baseball Club. Among these were Samuel Kemper, Rufus 
King, Jr., John Holland, James N. Gamble, William H. Chatfield, 
W. S. Groesbeck, A. Howard Hinkle, E. M. Erkenbrecker, R. H. 
Galbraith, Frank H. Lawson, John R. McLain and Thomas J. Melish. 

The Cincinnati Baseball Club at first had its grounds at 
the foot of Ninth Street in the Millcreek Bottoms, but moved in 1867 
to the grounds of the Union Cricket Club at the !oot of Richmo~d 
Street. They were used for baseball and cricket In summer and 10 

winter were flooded for ice skating, which became very popular. 

The Union Cricket Club had been in existence since 1856. 
Its president was George B. Ellard, who owned a sporting goods s~ore. 
Among others, it listed on its roster of ,members Harry, Wright, 
property man. Wright was a young Engllshman of workmg-.class 
background who formerly played cricket for the St. George Cocket 
Club of Brooklyn. An outstanding athlete, Harry also ' played baseball 
-- any position. In 1865, E~lard imported hi,m from ~ew Y~rk, 
ostensibly as a gen tieman's Jeweler's apprentIce; but, in real! ty, 
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Ellard paid him twelve hundred dollars under the table to play cricket 
and baseball. 

.. All players then were considered amateurs, but as 
competltl.on among clubs grew keener, there were dozens of men like 
Harry WrIght who were asked to join clubs and were being paid under 
the table. If a team wanted to win, the code of "gentlemen only" was 
out. 

In June 1867, the Union Cricket Club and the Cincinnati 
Bas~ball Club .merged, with the latter's narne surviving. It was 
declded to bUild a clubhouse on Freeman Avenue, fence in the 
grounds and charge twenty-five cents admission either in coin or in 
paper "shinplasters" for all matches. George Ellard designed 
uniforms fo~ the 'pl~yer.s: white flannel shirts, caps and knee-length 
trousers, wIth dIstmctIVe long red stockings. It was from these 
handsome red stockings that the team promptly derived its nickname. 

The principal local rivals of the Red Stockings of the 
Cincinnati Baseball Club in 1867 were the Buckeyes and the Live 
Oaks. The Buckeyes, in fact, were the first organized baseball team 
in Cincinnati, having been formally charged in 1863, with grounds in 
the old Millcreek Bottoms. The mayor of Cincinnati, Charles F. 
Wilstach, was an honored member of the Buckeyes. 

As the rivalry developed, the Red Stockings brought in 
more ringers, in addition to Harry Wright, to form the first nine, 
causing much discord in the club. Many of the strictly amateurs, men 
like Henry Probasco, Miller Outcalt and Joseph Griffith, felt that 
importing players from other cities would kill baseball, so they 
formed a second team which called itself the Cincinnati Amateurs. 
The 1868 Red Stockings were st111 about half amateur and half 
professional, Rufus King, Bellamy Storer and J. William Johnson 
being the most prominent of the amateurs. 

The first team was so good that three of its members, 
J. V. Hatfield, the left fielder, Fred Waterman, the third baseman, 
and J. William Johnson, L 1868, the right fielder, were awarded the 
coveted Clipper medals, each being judged in the country in his 
position. Of these, only the popular Johnson was a real amateur .. The 
New York Clipper was an early-day Sports lllustrated. Its edltor, 
Frank Queen, offered a gold ball to the nation's championship ~~am 
and individual medals to the outstanding players at each pOSitlOn. 
The Clipper was the sole arbiter of who was best, and Queen became 
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to early-day baseball what Walter Camp became ~o football when he 
created the "All-American" awards. The Chpper awards were 
presented in November after the close of the 1868 season and lent 
great prestige to the emerging Red Stockings. Morse Johnson kept 
his grandfather's award for many years, though he told me once that 
it is now missing. 

The rival Buckeyes, who also had a few pros but none of 
whose players received so much as an honorable mention, were 
infuriated. This led to dissension in the club, and in April 1869, just 
before the start of the new season, the old "Bucks" were dissolved. 
Not only the Bucks were unhappy though; J. William Johnson himself 
thought the game was becoming a travesty. "All amateur or all 
professional," he asserted, "you can't mix the two." In defense of his 
position, he resigned from the Red Stockings. He concurred with the 
Clipper's Henry Chadwick, who staunchly propounded the thesis that 
baseball should emerge as a commercial spectacle, offering the 
players a true profession. 

A group of baseball clubs in the East gave lip service to 
this proposition, but after Johnson's resignation the key members of 
the Cincinnati Baseball Club, Goshorn, Champion and Ellard, decided 
to do something about it. In a determined fashion, they went about 
putting together an all-professional team, hiring the best players 
they could get from wherever they could get them. They already had 
a sound nucleus and a superb player-captain in Harry Wright. During 
the winter of 1868, Harry persuaded his brother George to come out 
to Cincinnati from Washington and the ball was rolling. 

As George Ellard, who has been called the father of 
professional baseball, described it: "When the Cincinnatis stepped 
upon the diamond in 1869, they were the first regular professional 
nine ever gotten up in the country." For the first time in history, the 
actual salaries paid for the March 15 to November 15 season were 
published in the newspaper. The 1869 Red Stockings' roster and 
salaries as published in the Clipper were as follows:(l) 

Harry Wright, Captain 
George Wright 
Asa Brainard 
Fred A. Waterman 
Charles J. Sweasy 
Charles H. Gould 
Douglas Allison 
Andrew J. Leonard 
Calvin McVey 
Richard Hurley 

Center Field 
Shortstop 
Pitcher 
Third Base 
Second Base 
First Base 
Catcher 
Left Field 
Right Field 
Substitute 

New York 
Washington 
New York 
New York 
Newark 
Cincinnati 
Jersey City 
Newark 
Indianapolis 
Indianapolis 

$1,200 
$1,400 
$1,100 
$1,000 
$800 
$800 
$800 
$800 
$800 
$800 
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In his book, Baseball in Cincinnati, Harry Ellard, George's 
son, described the players in a style that is not unfamiliar today. 
Douglas Allison was an unequalled cool and steady player whose 
"chief merit as a catcher lay in a manner in which he handled foul 
tips, the most dangerous kind of batted balls then, ••• no matter how 
hot they came." Asa Brainard, the pitcher, "delivered a swift, 
twisting sort of a ball ••• (and) very rarely pitched a ball where the 
batsman expected it •••• " Charles Gould, the only native Cincinnati 
man on the nine, was familiarly known as "the bushel basket" because 
no ball that came toward him ever got by. George Wright, as 
shortstop, "covered more ground in his position than any other man in 
the country ... He was active as a cat, and the way he pounced on a 
hot daisy-cutter (grounder) and picked it up, or made a running fly 
catch, was wonderful."(2) 

Harry Wright was described as 

(T)he best captain in the world. He was 
al ways quiet and self-sustained in his 
demeanor, but he gave his orders with 
decision, and these were always obeyed 
implicitly. In correcting any mistake of his 
men, he never did it in an offensive or 
arbitrary manner. His favorite expression, 
"You need a little more ginger," acted as 
effectively as stronger language. • •• He 
never got discouraged .•• and by his conduct 
always inspired his men with confidence in 
their ability to win.(3) 

At a m~eting of the ~incinnati Baseball Club on April 5, 
Alfred, <?oshorn resIgned as pr~sldent so that Aaron Champion, now 
the drlvlng force, could take hIS place. Champion, a bright and able 
young lawyer from Columbus, Ohio, who moved to Cincinnati in 1864, 
became interested in baseball as a stimulus to local business. Earlier, 
he had successfully organized the Union Cricket Club, and in 1868 
raised eleven thousand dollars to refit the Union Grounds as the Red 
Stockings' home field. He sold thirteen thousand dollars worth of 
stock in the Cincinnati Baseball Club to members in order to secure 
players. He would have liked to sign up all the Clipper gold medal 
winners of 1868, which would have been the equivalent of buying the 
National League All-Star team today. He did not, of course, and the 
Clipper admonished him for his attempt, but, undaunted, Champion 
assembled the remarkable team just described. 
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Even before the season started, team spirit was high. The 
players reported themselves to be in good shape, and Champion, 
sensing that he had a winning club, decided to make an eastern tour 
challenging all comers for the championship of the country. 

Never in the history of the game has there been another 
season like it. In 1869, their initial year as a professional team, the 
Red Stockings took on all comers, semi-professional and arnateur, 
from coast to coast, emerging undefeated in everyone of their 
sixty-nine games. This incredible record focused national attention 
on the emerging spectator sport of professional baseball and 
bestowed fame on the Red Stockings as well as on their home town of 
Cincinna tie 

When did the winning streak finally end? When did the 
Red Stockings dissolve and move to Boston? When did the Cincinnati 
Reds emerge? That can be a subject for another budget paper. 

J. S. Stern, Jr. 

Footnotes 

(1) New York Clipper, June 19, 1869. 

(2) Harry Ellard, Baseball in Cincinnati, Cincinnati, 
1907, p. 145-146. 

(3) Ibid., p. 145. 
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2 A Simple Story 

There have been many solutions proposed to return the 
genie of nuclear war to its rightful container. Banning weapons 
testing, a nuclear freeze, a U.S. nuclear umbrella, a U. S. first strike 
capability, nuclear bargaining for a balanced weaponry, unilateral 
disarmament, a unilateral U.S. moratorium together with 
strengthening conventional weapons, improved low-yield weapons 
with improved delivery, no space weapons, no MX missiles, moral 
sanctions along with military preparedness, joint Soviet-American 
consultation center -- the hotline, preparation for a protracted 
nuclear war. Truly a grand buffet of proposals. In addi tion, there are 
a few suggestions of grim humor -- a spray can of NFT - Nuclear 
Fallout Repellant; an Association to Save Madonna from Nuclear 
War; and the March 1982 issue of Esquire that gives an evacuation 
plan -- take credit cards, toilet paper and your will. For safekeeping 
the Declaration of Independence, the Constitution and the Bill of 
Rights are to repose in a fifty-ton vault. There is a group of five 
thousand people planning to march thirty-two hundred thirty-five 
miles from the west coast in two hundred fifty-five days, arriving in 
Washington on November 15, 1986, picking up adherents on the way. 
They will urge our leaders to effect bilateral disarmament. 

Some limitations have been recognized in the ability of 
the U.S. to achieve one or more of these solutions. One is that the 
United States cannot solve all of the world problems even though 
some citizens would disagree with that statement. One of the 
simplest statements in regard to a solution was made by Vermont 
Royster. He said, 

All the same, it is possible to conclude that 
this "ultimate weapon" has been, ironically, 
the peace keeper these 40 years. If the threat 
of it did not exist it's hard to see what would 
have prevented the Red Army from 
overrunning Western Europe as Hi tier's army 
did before. It's harder to believe that if that 
happened the U.S. could ,stay ~ehind a Fortress 
America any more than 1t dld 111 1917 or 1941. 

Although one can regard this statement as simplistic, it, is 
one that has been accepted by many observers of thlS potential 
Armageddon (Commentary, November 19&5). 
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To implement anyone or more of the above solutions is 
the goal of most earth dwellers - - save a very ,few. There are many 
organizations -- at recent count fort y-two, 10 the U.S. alone -
concerned with disarmament and the preventlOn of nuclear warfare. 
Included here are several that solicit me fairly regularly, including 
the Physicians for Social Responsibility and its larger arm, the 
International Physicians for the Prevention of Nuclear War. These 
organizations, claiming well over fifty-two thousand members, are 
sincerely working to deescalate the possibility of nuclear war, 
particularly by describing the inevitable grim consequences of such a 
tragedy and our inability to deal with them. Several possible 
consequences seem especially important. First it now seems likely 
that civil defense with mass evacuation will be unsuccessful. Medical 
capabilities to care for the injured and sick will be completely 
inadequate. There is a strong likelihood of a continuing state of 
nuclear winter -- a long standing if not permanent alteration of the 
environment essentially comparable to that of an outer planet. Our 
"normal" life will not return. Occasionally the PSR become extreme 
by threatening to deny care to soldiers who would be engaged in an 
atomic war, but such ideas seem in time to have been deleted from 
their scenario. 

These educational efforts were recognized when, on 
October 11, 1985, the International Physicians for the Preve ntion of 
Nuclear War was given the Nobel Peace Prize. At cere monies in 
December 1985, accepting for this great humanitarian award were its 
two physician co-presidents and founders -- the Amer ican, Bernard 
Lown, and the Russian, Yevgeny Chazov. Lown, a Harvard professor 
of medicine and a distinguished cardiologist, is active medically and 
publishes currently in refereed medical journals. He developed one of 
the defibrillators that save countless lives by restoring the heart to 
regular rhythms. Chazov, age fifty-seven, is also a cardiologist, a 
Deputy Minister of Health, with many prestigious appointments in 
Russia. 

During the day of the ceremony at the press conference, a 
Soviet journalist was stricken with cardiac arrest and these two 
internationally renowned cardiologists were able to resuscitate him. 
Great drama. 

Even as in the Garden of Eden, it developed that there 
was a small worm in this apple of success. Perhaps as a part of his 
required duties back in 1973, it developed that Chazov had been one 
of a group of signers to a letter published in Isvestia that was 
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strongly critical of Andrei Sakharov, the developer of the Soviet 
H-bomb and a latter dissident regarding Soviet nuclear policies. 
Incidentally, Sakharov was the recipient of the 1975 Nobel Peace 
Prize. The letter of condemnation in part stated that Sakharov's 
behavior " •.. is a discredit to the honor and dignity of a Soviet 
scientist ••• " -- " •.• resolutely condemn his activity aimed aoainst 
the Soviet Union's peaceful policy. .." "This activity is 
fundamentally allen to all Soviet scientists." 

The Norwegian Nobel committee was apparently unaware 
of the existence of Chazov as a signer of the anti-Sakharov letter. 
The chairman, Egil Aarvike, stated, "The Prize was for the 
organization because it bridged the ideology gap and because it 
brought people together." There was no in-depth examination of the 
personal history of Drs. Lown and Chazov. 

Tim Greve, a former Nobel Institute director, said in 
more of these solutions. One is that the United States cannot solve 
all of the world problems even though some citizens would disagree 
with that statement. One of the simplest statements in regard to a 
solution was made by Vermont Royster. He said, 

All the same, it is possible to conclude that 
this "ultimate weapon" has been, ironically, 
the peace keeper these 40 years. If the threat 
of it did not exiey must be given absolute 
pr ior i ty even in the most di f£lcul t 
circumstances." This statement was supplied 
by a Boston physician active in the national 
and international organizations against nuclear 
war (New York Times, December 11, 1985, p. 
A 10). 

A t the press conference immediately 
after acceptance speeches by Drs. Lown and 
Chazov, the reporters' first questions to 
C hazov were about the Sakhdrov letter. 
Chazov responded, "I did not expect questions 
addressed to me to start with this topic." Dr. 
Lown defended Chazov as an "honest guy" and 
said that many Russians regarded Dr. 
Sakharov, in internal exile for the past five 
years, "as a traitor because he has been 
attacking Soviet nuclear policy and not 



American nuclear policy and that asymmetry 
is what gets Russian goats." Dr. Lown also 
explained at the press conference, "What is 
clear is that Chazov is one of the few 
indispensable people in our movement. He was 
able to bring a certain credibility to our 
movement in the Soviet Union." (New York 
Times, December 12, 1985, p. 4). 

Chazov called President Reagan's 
so-called Star Wars plan as "one more step 
toward nuclear war." 
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Back in 1982 (Wall Street Journal, August 13, 1982), the 
story of Sergei Batovrin began unfolding. As a son of a Soviet 
diplomat and having adolesced in Washington, young Batovrin 
inculca~ed with American ideas of freedom of thought and 
expresslOn, returned to Russia to develop an independent Soviet 
peace group. For his efforts, he succeeded in being admitted to a 
mental hospital for two or so months for drug therapy to correct his 
thought processes. 

Ellen Goodman, the prescient columnist, writing on 
December 17, 1985, after the flap at the Nobel award ceremonies, 
asked whether we can only "do business with those whose histories 
are pristine." "Can we work together for one goal, tiptoeing around 
fundamental differences in values without becoming cynically 
compromised? What disagreements can we mute for what ends?" 
And later in the same article, "What these doctors have made is an 
imperfect alliance, but an alliance that's successful." 

Remarkably enough, Sergei Batovrin was expelled from 
the Soviet Union in 1984. I use the phrase "remarkably enough" since 
I had expected him to have been given life imprisonment or to have 
been eliminated. Commenting on Chazov in the New York Times of 
December 31, 1985, he states that all of the public education 
concerning the horrors of nuclear war supposedly told to the Ru~sians 
was never made available to them. Only seven thousand copies of 
Chazov's 1982 book, The Dangers of Nuclear War, were distr ibuted in 
Russia although it was widely distributed in the West. Except ~or 
that book and one TV broadcast, nothing has been told to the Rus~lan 
public The Soviet Committee for the Defense of Peace claims 
eighty' million member~ but re~l1y has only a few hundred employees 
engaged in foreign publlc relatlOns. 
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Back to Dr. Chazov, in his acceptance speech in Oslo, he 
stated, "At this moment 1 recall the telegram I received at the time 
of our first Congress in the U.S. from an ordinary woman in Brooklyn. 
It was short: 'Thank you on behalf of my children.'" And, "The five 
years of International Physicians for the Prevention of Nuclear War 
were not all roses. We had to cope with mistrust, skepticism, 
indifference and sometimes animosity." In his chapter in the book, 
The Final E idemic. Ph sicians and Scientists on Nuclear War 
R. Adams and S. Cullen, eds. Educational Foundation for Nuclear 

Science, Chicago, 1981), Chazov notes a television broadcast 
describing the possible tragic consequences of a nuclear war as 
having been "seen by more than 150 million citizens of the Soviet 
Union." This statement is somewhat at variance with those of 
Batovrin, although Batovrin describes another TV broadcast in June 
1982. Thus at best there are two rather than one broadcast. 

One of the physician members of PSR, a colleague of Drs. 
Lawn and Chazov, writes concerning survival after Iluclear war, 
" ••• existence meant for some a complete disintegration of autonomy 
and self respect." - "Here then, is a glimpse of the real meaning of 
survival -- living through privation and degradation as the central 
ingredients of life." One wonders whether or not this condition is not 
now being realized at least by some. 

article. 
Finally, back to Batovrin from his December 31, 1985, 

A surgeon and cardiologist, V ladimir Brodsky, 
for example, learned of Dr. Chazov's Nobel 
Prize while lying on a floor covered with 
water in a cell of a Moscow prison. He was in 
the third month of a hunger strike and forced 
feeding. What was his c rime? Last April, he 
and eight other activists tried to deliver a 
letter to Dr. Chazov, calling for publication of 
the Soviet Union of information about "nuclear 
winter." When the letter was refused, the 
peti tioners stood in front of the Academy of 
Sciences with signs saying, "No one will 
survive a nuclear winter." They were 
immediately arrested and beaten by the 
police. 

Eugene L. Saenger 
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3 From Here to Eternity -- as Partners 

In a nation obsessed with commerce, it comes as no 
surprise that an enterprising former astronaut is launching a new 
space venture. For not much more than the cost of a respectably 
sized plot and perpetual care of the ivy, you can arrange to have your 
loved ones, and yourself, for that matter, interred in outer space, an 
exciting idea which gives new meaning to the outdated expression, 
the "dear departed." 

Investors are being enticed into this venture by fearsome 
statisti~s i~timating that cemetery space is fast disappearing; that 
crematlOn IS, after ail, not to everyone's taste in the ability of the 
U.S. to achieve one or; that a country which can produce babies in 
glass dishes should be able, when their time has corne, to dispose of 
them in an equally innovative fashion. 

Not all of the details have yet been worked out, but the 
basic scheme is simpllci ty itself. By prearrange ment, Aunt Maude, 
say, would be placed aboard a space shuttle which has been 
redesigned to look as much as possible like a shiney black Cadillac -
a "hurry-up hearse" as some wag has put it. Aunt Maude and her 
fellow travelers would each have his or her own space coffin. A pine 
box or, at most, a conventional anodized cabinet, would do the job, 
but the very newness of the scheme provides sales opportunities for a 
separate division of the company to offer individual satellites to suit 
every taste and pocketbook. One of the most promising will feature 
a solar-powered heating system to maintain the contents at a 
temperature no lower than one might experience six feet under the 
sod, thus giving some reassurance to those customers who cannot 
shake their misgivings about such an avant garde approach to an 
ancient custom. 

The "prearrangement" I mentioned involves a decision to 
park Aunt Maude in earth-synchronous orbit, neatly lined up with 
others so disposed of, or, alternatively, to launch her from t~e shut~le 
cargo bay into an intergalactic trajectory. The latter ~h01ce, whlle 
involving a lonely trip, does save the synchronous orblt zone from 
overcrowding, the underlying proble.m with t~is enter~rise ~as 
designed to eliminate. Moreove~, the In.terga~actic alternatlVe aVOids 
the necessity of future monitonng, whIch wlll be necessary for the 
earth-orbiting satellites. As to them, there is always the chance of 
malfunctions which might bring Aunt Maude back to earth, or, worse 



282 

still, end up in an atmospheric reentry burnup. You recall that if 
cremation had been acceptable the customers would not have signed 
up for the hurry-up hearse in the first place. 

As with so many newly implemented space technologies, 
our generation's pride must be ameliorated by the knowledge that we 
did not think of it first. For example, Buck Rogers and his gloriously 
blond companion, Wilma, were the precursors of the Pentagon's rush 
to Star Wars. Incidentally, Wilma, in her skin-tight space suit, came 
to my notice just as I was reaching puberty. Although innocent of 
such matters then, I now see clearly that the fetching Wilma was the 
first herald of sex in space, which, I am sure you agree, is just around 
the nearest planet. 

But the first prophet relevant to the space sepulcher 
program was no mere cartoonist, and he long antedated Buck Rogers. 
He was none other than the great Victorian, Alfred Lord Tennyson. A 
poet devoted to the proprieties of the monarchy would have been the 
last to be explicit about future burial practices, but Tennyson's 
comforting assurance of a divine call from beyond the clouds was 
only thinly disguised to hide the real title he had in mind, "Crossing 
the Star." To illustrate the hidden prediction in Tennyson's verse, a 
slight paraphrasing of the first and last stanzas works admirably: 

Sunset and evening star, 
And one clear call to grace! 
And may there be no moaning at the bar, 
When 1 put out for space, 

For tho' from out our bourne of Time and Place 
The shuttle may bear me far, 
I hope to see my Pilot face to face 
Before 1 cross the Star. 

As I am sure you understand, by describing the exciting 
possibilities afforded by this latest flowering of American business 
ingenuity, I am not necessarily embracing it for myself or for my 
loved ones. My judgment about such a dynamic departure from the 
conventional manner of handling this inevitable aspect of Ufe is 
driven by my own sentimental and tradition-bound psyche. 

In addition, 1 am troubled, and always have been, by a fear 
that some day my lack of understanding of Einstein's theories will get 
me into deep trouble. There are a few occasions, usually on a 
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glimmer of what the great physicist was t alking about in asserting 
that, at the speed of light, time stands still. Then 1 quic kly realize 
that I do not reatly comprehend it after all. 

My concern is not alleviated when I read that future space 
travelers in vehicles approaching the speed of li ght will grow old at a 
slower rate than their earth-bound contem poraries. There is an 
obvious risk that when they return they will have no friends left to 
greet them. Moreover, with my unlimited confidence in science to 
make people accept whatever it does if it is done in the name of 
progress, I have no doubt that means will be deve loped, not only to 
stop the passage of time, but to reverse it. 

It follows, then, that there is a dis tinct possibility that 
Aunt Maude, to all appearances gone forever, will return -- as fit and 
lively, and looking like the young girl she once was. You may sa y 
that such a turn of events will not affect me because I will be gone 
also. But, of course, I could return myself in t he same manner. 
Indeed, it would take only a slightly faster space vehicle t o get me 
back before Aunt Maude -- a prospect not to be taken lightly . 

No, 1 do not want any part of it. I am quite satisfied wi th 
the arrangements I have already made at our ci t yls ma tchless 
arboretum, Spring Grove. As anyone can see, if you have to spend an 
endless vacation in one place, there is no more beautiful spot in the 
Midwest, if not in the entire country. 

By expressing my preference, I mean no offense to anyone 
with different tastes. Within limits, it is just tha t -- a matter of 
taste. It is because of this liberal and tolerant attitude, t o which m y 
friends will attest, that I decided not to turn away a sale sman who 
appeared at our door one evening some years a go. This ",,: e ll-dressed 
and mannerly young fellow stated that he had come to mterest :o y 
wife and me in purchasing a crypt in the new maus?leum at Spring 
Grove, a building which was then still under constr uc tlOn. 

My wife and I had not planned to sp,end ,that evening 
discussing where we would be spending t~e next mlllema. Actually, 
when the doorbell rang, we were into a blt of a flap over whether b or 
not we could afford to redecorate the livin g room. 1 do rem~mth~r 
that I was losing the debate and thus secretly welcOm\ t~S 

, h ieve I was not put off even Y e 

~~!~~~~I~i:rf :~~:~r~~~:::~rr~b;~;'::~~:~i~~U~~~: :~:1~~~~~ 
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Grove management was sparing no expense; that the new mausoleum 
was going to be a very toney place indeed. We soon learned just how 
toney. It seems, because the sales effort was just under way, that we 
were being offered an incredible opportunity. For an amount which I 
mentally calcul.ated to be only slightly more than we had paid for our 
house and furnlture, we could reserve a special place, which, while 
arguably beyond our means, would certainly propel us beyond our 
modest station in life. That is, we were being offered an opportunity 
to purchase marble crypts in a secluded, quiet alcove, lit by lovely 
stained-glass windows. At this point our young friend, lowering his 
voice, spoke confidentially, " You and your family will be within ten 
feet •••• " Bending still closer, he revealed to us the name of one of 
Cincinnati's oldest, bluest-blooded families. 

"Really," my wife said. 

"Really," replied our young benefactor, smiling on us 
triumphantly. 

Now, I do not have any more use for social climbers than 
you do, but there are times when one's duty to one's wife and children 
requires that opportuni ties for advancement not be ignored. 

Repeating the great name, I asked, "But do they know 
about us?" Our confidant assured us that he would not have made 
such an offer without appropriate preclearances. 

To conceal my excitement, and to deter further questions 
from my wife about the cost of all this, 1 asked the young man to 
proceed with his presentation. 

As you might imagine, the crypt rooms were to feature 
high ceilings. As we learned, the crypts themselves had been ~he 
subject of admirably detailed analysis and thought. At varymg 
prices of course, descending from the ceiling to the floor, one could 
rest q~ietly at the "heaven level," the "mind level," the "heart level," 
the "pri:lyer level" or at the "ground level." The latter, quite 
naturally, was the least costly. 

Each level, it seems, had its own advantages. No 
opprobrium was to be attached to the ground level, say. Indeed, it 
was perfectly understandable that one might want to thereby express 
his devotion to the good earth, without having to be actuaUy in it. 
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The prayer level clearly manifested one:s devotional 
nature, serving as an inspiration to yo~~ger famIly members. 
Nearness to God -- that is, just below the ceIl1Og, was to be, expected 
to be somewhat more expensive, if only to assure ~he Almighty that 
the Spring Grove management had its value system 10 proper order. 

Demonstrating further the considerable thought and 
planning given by that management to this new venture, our 
solicitous friend and advisor had additional options to offer. 

"I can tell you're an affectionate couple," he gently smiled 
on us. "You probably will want to be side-by-side partners." 

Frankly, up until that moment I had not thought much 
about my physical relationship to my wife in the hereafter. Current 
reality had been as much as I could handle. But I could see the 
splendor in the concept which this young fellow had just articulated. 
In an external, as well as spiritual, partnership, my wife and I would 
be bound together as long as steel and marble could preserve the 
firm. 

"Of course," he was going on, "we have other choices for 
those whose external relationship might be less important. He was 
graciously careful to mention all price choices without denigrating 
any of the alternatives. 

One need not choose to be side-by-side partners. Instead, 
he delicately allowed, if we believed that prudence required less of a 
financial commitment, my wife and I could recline forever as 
"end-to-end partners." 

By equally delicate questioning, I learned that, yes, there 
was a third option, "top-and-bottom partners." He did not venture to 
suggest who should be on top, and a glance from my wife told me that 
I had asked enough questions. 

Well, when the presentation ended, we thanked this nice 
young man and promised him that we were going to give the subject 
very careful thought. We told him that we would call him. But, 
somehow, despite the social implications, my wife never was witling 
to COme to grips with the various choices we had been offered. There 
was no urgency because there is plenty of room in the plot we already 
own at Spring Grove. 
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The recent news of the exciting new alternatives offered 
by the space program did bring the whole subject back to mind. But, 
as I thought about it, 1 concluded that I am content with the plans I 
had already made and which seem to be both natural and fitting for 
us. You see, I am the proud son of a Scots father. Also, just by 
chance, I love apples and have been eating one a day all my life -
core, seeds and all. Given my life expectancy, I expect to have 
consumed more than two hundred thousand apples by the time I die. 
Thus, is it too much to hope that one day, if I am interred in the good 
earth at Spring Grove, an apple orchard will slowly rise over my 
grave? 

Moreover, can I not at least dream that my children and 
their children will care enough so that on personal occasions, from 
across the small pond which adjoins our plot, a lone bagpiper will 
come forth with, ay, "Scotland the Brave" or "Auld Lang Syne"? 

With an apple orchard for a monument; my dear wife, 
however juxtaposed, close by; and an occasional breath of Scotland 
wafting across the glen, I could ask for no more. ~a~sol~um?, 
earth-synchronous orbits and even rocket-launched partlclpatlOn 10 

an ever-expanding universe will not be necessary. 

Bruce 1. Petrie 




