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PRESIDENT'S ADDRESS 

145TH ANNIVERSARY DINNER, 10/31/94 

october 31, 1994 Charles M. Judd 

I did some searching t o find out what was expected 
of me for the Literary Exe r c i se at the annual meeting. 
Not always, but usual ly, t h e president will reveal some 
wisdom about the Literary Clu b. So tonight I will 
f ollow the tradition o f wr i t i ng about the Club, but I 
will write only about wri t ing papers, the primary 
purpose of the Club. Thi s a l so gives me a chance to 
write about the pleasur e o f writing. 

Public High Schools may have many pluses, and I 
benefitted from those plus e s, but usually they have one 
regrettable fault, they don 't teach students to write. 
At least that was true o f my high school in the early 
thirties, and was true just a few years ago in New 
Hampshire where our s on, Will iam a high school English 
teacher, was discourag e d fr om teaching writing. I was 
conscious of my lack in t h e s k ill of writing from the 
day I entered Yale as a freshman. In my Junior year at 
Yale I was able to e nroll i n the famous Burdan's "Theme 
a Day" course. At l e as t i t was famous in New Haven. 
For a full semester, I h a d to write a paper of over a 
page, but not more than t wo pages, and I had to deposit 
it before nine o'clock i n the morning in a box on the 
Professor's office door. I had to do this six days a 
week. 

My early papers must have been discouraging to 
Burdan. At first it was a struggle for me to write 
them every day. Then I became intrigued with doing it 
and found it not only eas i er to write, but fun. I 
never became a good writer, but luckily we were graded 
on improvement. An as i de to this is that before our 
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boys graduated form Walnut Hills High School, they went 
to a summer writing course at a private school. 

I remarked at the first meeting this Fall that 
when we came to Cincinnati and learned about The 
Literary Club I wistfully dreamed of being a member. 
When Hass Warrener asked me if I would like to join, I 
was overjoyed. I still feel that joy of being a 
member. 

The unique thing about the Literary Club is that 
writing and listening to papers is its only purpose. 
Of course we have a fellowship that differs from that 
found in almost any other organization one might belong 
to, and that is special. But if it weren't for the 
literary exercise each Monday night we wouldn't have 
that fellowship. All members share, or should share, a 
common trait - we enjoy writing or we like to commit a 
part of ourselves to the typed page. 

I don't have a talent for writing and I think my 
writing can, sometimes, be leaden, but I enjoy writing. 
When I write I feel that I am creating, or I am sharing 
ideas or thoughts. I even enjoy writing letters. 

On Monday nights I always come to 500 East Fourth 
street expecting to hear new ideas, interesting 
thoughts, a revelation on a part of the reader that I 
hadn't known before, a good story or a pretty picture. 
And I am seldom disappointed. 

This summer I read a book that I had been given on 
my birthday, steven Weinberg's book "Dreams of a Final 
Theory". Mr. Weinberg is a Nobel laureate in Physics. 
His book didn't have anything particularly new in it, 
but his explanation of energy strings or bands was 
clearer than Stephen Hawking's explanation in his best 
seller. So I'm getting a little closer to 
understanding these things. However, don't ask me to 
explain them. I did like the book very much especially 
because Weinberg revealed a part of himself. He did 
this after he had explained the latest consensus on the 
structure of matter and the universe. He did this also 
when he speculated on what physicists still had to 
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learn to complete the picture. A thought of his that 
made me sit up was that an idea, a mathematical 
equation, or a construction had to have beauty before 
he thought it had any validity. He wrote "The search 
for beauty in physics was a theme that ran throughout 
Dirac's, (and others'), work and indeed through much of 
the history of physics". He doubted the validity of 
any idea which lacked beauty. 

That an idea should have beauty even applies to 
us. When I listen to a paper being read I sometimes 
feel a beauty in the way the paper is constructed, or 
in the idea being explained, or in the description the 
reader is revealing. And when there is beauty, I have 
a special feeling of pleasure. I understood what 
Weinberg was saying. Most of the subjects I write 
about excite me, and I always hope my reading conveys 
this. 

sometimes while I am listening to music, 
especially when I am sitting in Music Hall, and I am 
somewhat familiar with the piece being played, thoughts 
will enter my head. Some may seem like dreams, but I 
find that some of the thoughts are ones that I would 
like to pursue and think more about. I can vividly 
remember last year being in the Shelterhouse at the 
Playhouse in the Park when "Jacque Brel is Alive and 
Well and Living in Paris" was being staged. The music 
is wonderful, and since I had seen it several times 
before, I sat back, relaxed and let my thoughts roam 
where they wanted. I recall thinking about dreams and 
reality. It was wonderful. When the show was over, I 
thought, "I should make a note of that". It had the 
germ of a great paper. One of these days, maybe. 

Most of the time I fail to make notes and the 
thoughts are lost, but not always. Some thoughts will 
come back, maybe at another concert or on a walk. Then 
I frequently will note the thought and hope I can 
explore it later. (I have a folder with notes I have 
made of ideas or subjects to be explored.) It is in 
the exploring that we are likely to be excited and make 
the findings a part of ourselves. However, the 
pressure of living today doesn't give us the luxury of 
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exploration very often. And this is where the Literary 
Club comes in at least for me. When a date has been 
given for a p~per, one,takes time ~o s~udy and write. 
An assigned paper prov1des the mot1vat1on to e~plore, 
to read to think and to discover. One may f1nd 
beauty in one's thoughts and these provide t~e grist 
for a great paper, at least for me. The excltement 
comes from the creation. 

Another great feature of the Literary Club is that 
members listen. About thirty-five years ago I ran for 
a public office as a gesture of help, but I'm sure 
there was an element of pride in my running. The 
campaign was educational, as well as a lesson in 
humility, but I was glad I ran. During the campaign, 
when I spoke, be it to the Hod Carriers at one of their 
union meetings, or to a group gathered in the living 
room of a home on Grandin Road, or to a gathering at a 
Church or a School where only a handful of people would 
show up, I was listened to. What I had to say was 
important enough to pay attention to. The same is true 
of a commencement speaker. This is a long introduction 
to telling you about the advice of a commencement 
speaker at Vassar last year. I read the advice of Lynn 
Bartlett, professor of English, emeritus, in the Vassar 
Quarterly. She started with this: "Let me exhort you 
to nourish and value whatever interests and talents you 
may have that,have,no direct bearing on your career, 
that,have no 1~med1ate and obvious payoff, and to 
cultlvate the JOys of learning for its own sake 
learning that is free of the demands and pressu~es of 
getting ahead in the world, learning that carries you 
beyond t~e limits of your own particular guild." Here 
a~ the LlterarY,ClUb, not only will your fellow members 
llsten, as I saId before, they will be delighted to 
hear what is interesting to you at the moment. Dr. 
Bartlett says that pursuing learning independent of 
your profession is Amateurism, a much misused word but 
one of honor, and is the true sign of being alive, of 
extending our humanity. 

Here at the Literary Club, when we come to this 
podium to read a paper, we come as amateurs. It is the 
tradition of this club that we don't write papers 
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within our profession, so we write of interests, 
concerns, speculations or ideas that make our lives 
full outside of our jobs or professions. And this is 
what is fascinating, and fun, for the listeners, the 
reader's fellow club members. 

When we write a paper we are engaging in a 
dialogue. We are saying "here is an interest of mine, 
what do you think of it?" If we pontificate, or if we 
"know the truth", we will turn our listeners off, even 
though there are many polite members among us who will 
listen all the way through. 

It is fun to read something that one agrees with 
completely and then to quote it as a piece of wisdom. 
I found such a piece the other day. I was reading 
Tahar Ben Jelloun, the winner in 1987 of Le Prix 
Goncourt, in The New Prospectives Quarterly. I won't 
quote much, or I will bore you, but here is a statement 
that I thought would add authority to my thoughts 
tonight. "When critical thinking is abandoned, leaving 
the field open to all sorts of extravagance, (or) when 
doubt absents itself, man relinquishes his status as an 
individual and melts into the crowd to become but a 
negligible element, stifled and unrecognized. Then 
dialogue is impossible". 

I don't know how much addiction to watching TV 
there is among Literary Club members, but if I were 
asked, I would speculate "not much". In many homes 
today the TV is constantly turned on. I have called on 
families where this is true, and I can tell you that 
trying to compete with TV in making a request or giving 
information is a losing cause. I suspect that when our 
source of all information is the TV we lose our ability 
to think. The same is true when we go to some 
gatherings where the speaker is proclaiming the truth 
and there are no exceptions. We frequently believe 
simply what we read, especially if it is in our 
newspaper, and argue that it is the truth. This 
condition makes the Literary Club very important to all 
of us, as we hear and discuss ideas, or as we play with 
ideas while we write a paper. 
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Power has always been fascinating to humans, and 
in the past few decades the source of power is 
changing. Alvin Toffler's latest book, "Powershift", 
makes this change in the source of power his main 
thesis. For most of recorded history, Power carne from 
the ability to use violence. Then as cities and 
nations started to trade and share ideas, wealth pushed 
violence aside and became the major source. Today, as 
we are seeing our world shrink, power comes from 
knowledge and intelligence. The Information Revolution 
is being touted as the way to the future. We certainly 
still see physical force or violence around. The U.S., 
and, unfortunately, many small countries, are still 
adept at using force, or potential violence, as a 
source of power. Wealth still constitutes power, of 
course, as members of our society keep reaching for all 
that money brings. We still make community leaders of 
our business leaders and of members of our old 
families, but people with ideas are tapped as well. I 
am not finding fault with any of this; actually, I am 
encouraged that the mind is slowly becoming as 
important as strength or wealth. But maybe what is 
missing in this thinking, is the place of ideas of 
history. Ideas can even find their way into the minds 
of rulers whose authority is based on might. It is the 
stifling of ideas within fundamentalist group~, be they 
dictatorships, or religious groups, that worr~es me the 
most. Looking at our history, I · shouldn't ~or:y, but 
wherever or whenever I hear about the restr~ct~on of 
thought, it worries me. 

Alvin Toffler remarks that today anyone can share 
in power, unlike yesterday. We share by participating 
in the phenomenon of ideas and discoveries, by keeping 
up, or by contributing to new thought and exploration. 

The destiny of humans is a common question. Most 
~f ~s proba~ly speculate and come to no conclusion. It 
Isn t the kInd of topic many would tackle as a literary 
exercise. But many of our papers skirt the edge of 
this question. The future is a fascinating subject. 
Many of us can be moved by an article or a novel we 
have read. I can remember reading Edward Bellamy's 
novel, "Looking Backward", a novel about society 
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without greed, a nd t hinking that maybe such a future,as 
he describes was possible. I can also remember read~ng 
"1984" by Eric Blair, also know as George Orwell, and 
thinking that that could be our future, too. Both 
books, especially Be llamy 's bo~k, made,us t~ink of 
possible futures. We are fasc~nated w~th h~story. And 
it is from history that we speculate about the future. 

The thoughts o n writ ing that I have shared with 
you have mostly been with ideas, but writing about 
experiences, about characters and even writing a story 
are a sharing of yourself, the secret of a good paper. 

Some of you might ask, "have you followed your own 
advice?" Not altogether. But I have enjoyed 
d i scovering what I thought. If we already know 
something, we don' t have to study or do research. If 
we know everything about a situation, many times we 
need to verbalize in order to d i scover what we think. 
And writing is a more disc iplined way to discover one's 
thoughts. Discuss ion with others is more enjoyable and 
quicker, but wr i t ing demands greater concentration and, 
frequently, a sounder judgment or discovery. Both 
writing and talk a re best, of course, as we may lose 
the thought if we don't do both. 

Let me recal l two examples. Since sometime in the 
fifties I have had a gnawing feeling that our common 
opinions, and even our law, about land were not fair 
anymore. So i n 1976 I used my assignment to do reading 
and thinking about Land . My paper " ... : The Soil/is 
Bare Now, Nor Can Foot Fee l, Being Shod . ", a quote from 
a poem by Gerald Man ley Hopkins, was the result. This 
paper has had a life unti l recently because Robert 
Hoover, now a retired professor, formerly at U.C., has 
used it as a piece o f r eading for his students I doubt 
if many of the members a ppreciated my acqu i red views on 
Land, but it did conve y another way to view Land, and 
it resolved my hes i t a tion about how I felt about Land. 

We all know about Machiavelli, and most of us, 
probably use his name as an adject~ve in,conversat1on, 
" t hing s i n i ster or manlpulatlve. Whenever 
~mplylng some , ., inclUding "The prin.ce", I 
I have read hlS wrltlngs, 
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have thought he also had a deep seated feeling for 
Mankind. So, in 1974, when Bob Allen asked if I would 
like to contribute to his Budget, I went back, reread, 
and read, as well, some of Machiavelli's writings that 
I hadn't read before. This was not only fun, but 
enlightening, an exercise I wouldn't have done without 
the motivation of writing for the Literary Club. I 
have also written papers, just because they were fun to 
write. I have written a paper of a trip we took to 
India, and travel papers are usually frowned upon here 
at the Literary Club, but I wrote it because I didn't 
want to lose some of the insights I had acquired. 

I know that writing takes time, sometimes more 
time than we feel we can afford. There is an advantage 
to being retired. I always look forward to hearing new 
members corne with their maiden offering, and I hope I 
haven't intimidated anyone with these thoughts. I have 
enjoyed writing this and I trust that I haven't taken 
undue advantage of the Anniversary Dinner's "bully 
pulpit" . 

"BUT IT WASN'T MURDER," SHE WROTE 

November 7, 1994 Robert C. vitz 

From Captain Cook's tragic visit in 1779 to Jack 
London's extended stay in 1915-16, Hawaii had an exotic 
fascination for Westerners. Temperate weather, lush 
vegetation, strikingly clear water, and a generous, 
sometimes gentle, sometimes warlike people, enthralled 
a succession of nineteenth century English and 
Americans who sailed into the Pacific. To many of 
these visitors the islands represented Edenic splendor; 
and indeed the most commonly applied label was 
"Paradise of the Pacific." But all too soon the world 
came to Hawaii. In 1893 a group of American sugar 
barons overthrew Queen Liliukalani and proclaimed the 




