-"_Ph*o'tos by Jack Hutton

“T |
HERE'S this big stone wall wnth a great big, neiéﬂber; ‘Tom Midgley, could afford a private ¢

solid-oak door with great, huge iron hinges and iron . _ if he wanted it. And, as it turned out, he had wan
- all over it, right down at the bottom of the bluff it and he did have it—every bit as grand as
G in the woods.” Thus, all in a rush and with little description. .

by way of introduction, began my young son. At . Thomas Midgley-came by his inventiveness
. least he wa$ young then; it’s been more than 20 turally. His father, born in London, England, v
. years ago. Having caught my interest, he proceeded an inventor and natural mechanic who contribu
‘frem allegedly observed fact to hearsay: ‘“The kids a great deal to the development and manufactur
. say it leads into a cave that runs all around and has ~of bicycles. He came to America at an early :
blg stone rooms and _everything and finally runs right ~and was living in Beaver Falls, Pennsylvania wt

.~ up into that rich guy's basement.”. “What rich guy?” Thomas was born—May 19, 1889.
I asked, more or less idly, bemg convinced that = The family soon moved to Columbus where |

young Bill had been having his feg pulled. “The guy | father became superintendent of the old Columt
that invented Ethyl gas,” he replied. “You know, Bicycle Company. Young Tom grew up here;
the big white house with the swimming pool that . tended Hubbard and Fifth Avenue schools and gr:

sets way back from Wilson Bridge Road.” . uated from old North High School (now Evere:
I began to feel a flicker of interesting hope that He went on to graduate from Cornell in 1911 w
this wenderful tale mlght be true. Certamly our  -- a degree in mechanical engineering. Surprising
| (Conﬁnued)

Pheto at lett shewe passageway descent from bqsement level of the house to the foot ef the blu
llumination is from photo flashlamps. The rathskeller door opens to the left of the nearest lig!
Above: Mr. Winegarner at neglected pool, centemplatmg a lc::st swim before bulldozers arriv
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continued

his most s:gmﬁcant mvcntlons were in another field
altogcthcr—-m chemistry.
Tom's first job was with ihe National Cash Reg-
1ster Company in Dayton. ‘Then he and his father
‘took a..flyer—establishing the short-lived Midgley
-Tire & Rubber Company in Lancaster. The enter-

prise 'was'not a success but it left Tum. with a life- -

long interest in rudbber—uid in chemistry. Years
later (and well before the critical, wartime need) he
did tremendously significant work toward develop-
ing synthttic,rubﬁbcr. He was working at the time
{or the General Motots Clicnical Company.-

In 1916 he joined Charles Kettering at Genefal
Motors Research. ‘It was to be a lifelong associa-
tion and “Boss Ket” shares the ‘glory for some of
- Tom’s greatest developments. ‘[om’ s two most cclc-
brated -(and personally proriaole) mvcntlons were
~ tetracthyl lead additive to make the familiar Ethyl
gasoline and Freon, the first safe refrigerant. In his
short-career he was granted more than 100- ‘patents,
~ including one for extracting bromineé from sea water

~—t0 break a bdottleneck in the production of Ethyf
- gasoline. He was showered Wwith professional honors.
. He bccamc president of thc American Chemical So-
‘.ticty, received honorary doctorates from two uni-
versities and ‘won five important mcdals for scientific
achievement. ‘

In 1929 he came back to Columbus. Up along
Wilson Bridge Road, between High btn:ct and the

Olentangy River Koad he built a statcly Colonial
home. In spice of its imrmense size he instalicd a -

complete alr-condmonmg systcm—pcrhaps tne first
such i all the iand. He intended it for a retirenient

home for his father but made it his vwn home, t00.

- He was there very little, dividing most of his time .

York.

between Dayton, Detroit, Washington and New

The house was hardly completed when the great
depression began. Midgley hired as many men as
he could possibly use, building roads, landscaping
and otherwise furbishing his éstate. But, finally,
everything was complete. The distress of the job-

‘less atill worried him. Then he had his great idea.

He had shared with most boys a feeling of fas-
cination for caves. - As he cast about for ways to
make work, the old lure beckoned. The very im-
mensity of what he envisioned was its chief ad-
vantage. It would take a lot of men a long time to
dig and line with stone a system of caverns and

_rooms ranging inside the big biuff behind his house.
And 1t would take a lot of money, which Midgley
nad. He lost no iime getung on with the project.

~ Ted Severance, who now lives on nearby Wor-
thmgton-Galcna Road, was Midgley’'s estate man-
ager.- H&“became superintendent of what a lot of
people thereabout considered the craziest project of
ail time. Some of them criticized Midgley for pour-

_ing good money into a “gigantic anthill.” But most
- were gratefully aware that it was Tom's way of shar-

ing his wealth—that the cavern was, in truth, a by-
product. ~

Ted recalis that the job took more than a year
to complete, and that as many as 50 men at a time

--burrowed and dug to create two separate caverns
"~ (that were finally joined) and special rooms. The

vauited ceilings, the walls und floors were all built

of limestone, dlue and white, from nearby quarrics.
Ted aud his father faid it all with meticulous carc.

“The wrought-iron hardware — hinges, straps, bolts

and c¢andle sconces — were made by Mr. Kirker,



Anteroom just off basement recreation
room boasts one remaining three- -
inch oak door with handwrought hardware
Once visitors were greeted -

by a grinning skull.

-

skilled Worthington blacksmith. At last the great
undertaking was completed and things were baqk to
normal. e =
Tom Midgley, it is said, got his money’s worth
out of the astonishment of his guests. It was his
custom to invite them to the baronial-size recreation
room and then swing open a heavy door. at one end.
Inside was a stone-lined room with a candle gutter-
ing in a grinning skull. With guests trailing in open-
mouthed wonder, he’d lead the way through another
great door and, via vaulted passageways and endless
steps, start the tour by candlelight. Visitors from all
parts of the world came away wondering if they had
really seen it or only dreamed of those tombless

catacombs beneath peaceful Ohio soil.

Midgleyconﬁnued his ceaseless professional ac-
tivities until, suddenly in 1940, he contracted polio.
Soon his legs were practically useless. Even so he
continued to be the scientist. In 1942 he addressed
the National Inventors’ Council in behalf of the war
effort from his home, via closed-circuit radio.. For
himself he invented a system of harness and slings
so that he could move from bed to wheelchair with
the strength of his arms. It was his final and fatal

invention.

Thursday morning, November 2, 1944, his wife
found him strangled by his own -device. Thomas
Midgley died at 55.

In 1945, the beautiful Midgley estate was pur-
chased by Mr. and Mrs. Gail ,Winegarner. They had
fallen in love with its spacious grounds and house
but, even more importantly, they saw in it the per-
fect place to raise their five active sons. It has

proved to be everything they desired.
More than a year ago I was passing the estate
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and, on sudden unpulse, drove back its long, curving

driveway to the house. I was received most kindly

- by Mr. Winegarner. 1 told him how much I'd always

- admired the place and said I'd like to make a paint-
ing of it. To my dtsmay he answered that T'd have

B get on with it; that it would all be destroyed when ..

the north Outerbelt went th.-rough The. drstressmg

"~ news brought to my mmd the never personally

~ confirmed story of the caves. Somewhat drfﬁdently
I asked if the famous “catacombs™. really did exist.

~ He assured me that they did and asked me lf I‘d"‘* 5 o

_ hke to inspect them. I ]umped at the chance :
- The pretures teﬂ of what I saw. But they carrt

e possrbly convey the weird and wonderful sensation

* it 'was to step from the bnlhantly lighted home mto
a gloomy cave, hghted by a glmtmg electne torch

~ ahead, with inky. blackness closing in behmd We

_ traversed all of its many levels and explored all the
- passageways and : rooms before retummg to t.he
house. Once there I asked eagerly if 1. rmght do a
~ story about the caves: for The Sunday Magazme
'Mr. Wmegamer smiled a rueful smile and said, "‘Not
until the bulldozers are at our door.
‘plamed why: Years ago the Wmegarners became
~ aware that the huge door to the cave at /the foot of

the bluff had been forced They lear’ued 1t by m—
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vesUgatmg noises. from the eaverns. They learned i
‘that - boys (strong, well eqmpped boya) had been
- unable to resist the challenge of the mystenous door.
~ It-developed that they had grown bdlder and. bolder,‘

- roistering in the caves dhd even trying td force their

way into the house. A final blow

| was accused of stealing. There was testJmony ‘that

the gang had made the cave thetr headquarters and-

'__ had hrdden their Joot in it. A

o mtrusrom. It was lrterally destroyed. The ‘best esti-

‘mate Mr Wmegamer could get for l:urldmg a duph-f'

;cate was $400. ‘And then the bidder backed out.

Determmed to._stop the prowhng, the W’me- "
_ garuers closed the lower entrance thh a masonry
. ‘wall. To their utter amazement and ehagrm the new

- ___"wall was attacked wrth crowbars and sledgehammers
h{ore the mortar was dry and soon pulled down. A

seeond and far more formidable wall at last, foiled
" *the would-be trespassers.. Not long afterward the
fa:rmly mveshgated noises down in the ravine and .
dmeovered evidence that an especially. determined
J'SMB had been ‘attem}tmg to blast. through the new
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eame durmg a
~court hearmg. It eoncemed a youthful gang that

Stronger bars on the bottom door dtdn't stop the i

When Jack Hutton and I retumed to the cave
to take these pictures, Mrs. Winegarner added a
new chapter to the vandalism saga. Quite recently

she simelled snioke in the house and traced it to the

~ rapidly filling recreation room. She then discovered

that a second level door to the cave, halfway up

" the bluff had been forced (the door literally torn

from its hinges) and that kids had built a roaring

- fire in one of the passageways. She insisted that a

deputation of them come up to the house and see

. what was happening to the smoke.

With the second door gone, uninvited vrsrtors

have prowled the caves at all hours. Jack and I
noted, just inside the forced entrance, a cache of
'matches and candles tucked between the stones. The
i Wmegamers, before final destruction of the house,

almost gave up trying to keep out trespassers; their
concern being the danger of someone’s being. hurt.

" For that reason, primarily, they wanted no further
pubhctty for the catacombs before roadwork began. .

- ‘I'could, -of course, understand their feeling. Thus

55 kept my peace until now. The bulldozers wﬁl have

started laying bare Tom Midgley’s caverns by the

tlme this appears in print and one of the strangest
o ‘examPlea of privately ﬁnanced welfare projects will
I.f:_:__begoueforgood e |
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