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y‘ d B st 4 d
mn thls Wllderness haS come to me the ver greatest an weete

iness of all my life. -
mos’}iope\f:n}tlﬁpo%mMcZ; 1 am to be married to Mr. W.E. Hengfrson
ese

We have not knOW n CaCh OtheI long for he f()und me here, y weE dO

- ‘1o us forfh new life
hole lives have been preparing us
not doub thar <()iur V:ve0 may go together to fulfill my fart of the
ogether. Someday for that loghted me on 2

in 1901,
e ot Oinl\g(i\;r:t}izlc}l’::)ri ha(9i been plannipf to g0 to ";exa;
we ml\r./;ll:xci}(:.o this spring and get cheap land for sgck ra;ls;ﬁgr.emlz !
uld i ithout losing itso we § !
cm'ﬂd . \ o ::1}: :tlliir:vi?}?:‘;v:;;s}::oa crop thgi ummer which is our
e forft \ rnelsin to be in such immoderate Jfaste. .
o ot may ;gler what sort of man you fill meet when youh M
s ln iend some day on a wegtern ranch. 1 knov{ ewi
AT VN he does to gfe, but I think you wxlll kn0\‘N
laes and direcyf/that (unless he .is teasing) his
. 1 believe you will see too tha’t
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Ad orairie dogs. HeN Hhet d
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’t mi g sure.
won't mind, 1 a ‘ ' \

So busy 1 fave been this sprms, Rose, w ek s
good start NOW, with my big gaRe

to visit
not seem the samaLo ?rou
that he is plain andIMPI€ ¢
“yes” means yes and h¥ “no” means
he is clean and gentle 2
energy and resourcefulr‘les
is an optimist of the .smcer
things come right, with a fa

. a .
i?;rt:gr,aap v?lrth all these extra preparatio
have waglted to write to you m.uch sooner, e he X
ried mf on each day. And this day I am g

shoufl be done and writing anyway: e by
singble and not numerous preparations ave e ety
afe helping me at home too, .by gett.mlg :.ommc ings cen

ome out then, as it seemed impossible for
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xthing go that
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may life bring to them and to you al

nd gracious gifts. I hope
to see you some time,

even if sometimes life’s burdens make
you try to believe me, Ever loyally your friend,

e===3 -

AUG. 17, 1908
MY DEAR ROSE

i I do thank you very truly for both your letters and the friendship

they have meant to me. So often during these happy summer days, I

have wished you might know how much I have appreciated your good

wishes and the pretty gift—different altogether from anything I had—
which so often reminds me of you and Susan.

You were quite right in suspecting that it has been a busy summer
for me. In a short letter or even a long one I could scarcely suggest the
variety of employments that have fallen to my lot. But Rose, dear lit-
tle girl, I have been so happy. It has been such a revelation to me of
what life may mean under the most absolutely common place condi-
tions. For I realize that it is all commonplace enough when I imagine
myself as a third party—but it hasnt seemed so. It is as new and full of
blessing to me at least, as if all this had never happened before.

The day of the creation of our new world, May seventh, was one
of the most perfect days I have ever seen. We had driven the thirty
miles to Guymon on the preceding day going in a prairie schooner in
real western style, not for the sake of the style, however, but as a pro-
tection against the wind which that day was very strong and cold. One
of Mr. Henderson’s five sisters (they have but one brother) had stayed
to care for the chicks and look after things generally. At Guymon (our
railroad town) we met my sister who had leave of absence from her
office work just long enough to witness the ceremony and return by
the first train. She brought the dress from home; they had made it
themselves of some soft-thin white stuff, very simply but daintily with
much fine hand work. I treasure it for all the loving thoughts that I
know went into it.
. After we had watched Susie’s train out of sight, it remained for us
to load our schooner and start for home. It was toward evening before
we got away but [ shall always be glad it was just as it was, for the
memory of that perfect night of moon light and starlight when we
seemed to have the world to ourselves is a treasure to carry with me

through life, and I believe through all eternity.
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Since then such busy days! Besides the house-keeping which seems
like a new thing under these different cogidi;ions there have been for
the care of & half acre garden which1 assumed for this
Mr. Henderson helped whenever his regular farm

and also the chickens—an unfailing source of
limited accommodations

a regular thing
summer, though
work would permit
interest, pleasure and work. We have as yet
for chickens so are not going into the business yet
1 have about 2 hundred young ones with several more
hatch so I hope for 2 faix start for another year. '

For extras there have been service as chief assistant at fencing a
forty acre pasture, SOe carpentering and building, erecting and paint-
ing 2 windmill, and the thousand litdle things not big enough t0
but which all have to do with making a home on the
also first and last had a good deal of company. M.
days and one of his sisters for

on a large scale. But
“setters’ yet to

remember
prairie. We have
Henderson’s mother was here for nine
three weeks, s0 altogether it has been very much as you said—scarcely
time enough 10 sleep. :
On the whole so far as farming is concerned it has been 2 rather
discouraging season- Not foreseeing what was befall me I bad rented
the old ground for this year so W¢ had to depend on sod crops. The
cains were very late and the ground 100 dry for breaking until after the
So it made the planting extremely late and we have !

rain came June 6.
pot had as much rain as we hoped for since. However there is time yet 4

to make a feed crop f we have rains later on and it is a constant inspi- §
ration to be with one who really believes that even if we fail of any suc-
cess whatever in that way still for some reason it is all right and we
may nevertheless be unworried and content.

1 wish you could see our beautiful litte colt and our new tiny
I can not call him beautiful but he is as cunning and smartasa
away down in the pasture to make]
The baby mule has 2 real mule’s;

mule.
little mule can be. Last night I went
sure that the horses Were alright.
curiosity and though he is very wild yet, I sat down on the grass to se¢]
what he would do, pretending not to potice him. He kept approachs
ing in smaller and smaller circles till his nose touched my shoe.
slightest movement sent him flying to his mother—head and tail highl
in the air and the tips of his toes barely touching the ground. He ang
the colt have the grandest frolics. I never tire of watching them.
All our varied occupations give us lictle time for reading. 1 havg
feared sometimes that T might forget how in the deepest sense: We dg
to keep up with one or two magazines that they send &

try, however,
been picking up «Romala” in odd momeng

from home. Lately I have
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of time—too short for much of i
o : anything else, ins i
read r;gf o(f) rllte b}; ; i;rd frlczim Helc.:n Bowerman in Ellcr)fjntcoe a::i(z}tlhz r fe_
e ety o ‘:. O«R pubh(i buildings—“Palazzo VecchioEli
DS — Allrlld .omala. 6 How sorrowful such a story is b
e L d.i & bnlfghts we read the Bible—are going sytrai Et
e afien ;ltl e (ire. In Mr. Henderson’s old days on %ht
a}rlld companionship as (s)tc;:z:ry pii)rslzarr:? o }ll)e e imere;
and compar ad story books—
heo }im . lv:,}r1 ;r;cio(;:reelr. fl-le has the same little Bible ytel;r:}igthv;?l(i
wich i a | hose ry da;ys—a present—when he was a little bo
I hope the summfrallllas :i};:l. o h y
o : you the change an
peed b azr;:uetr;’ie;;:g upf)ln another year of your uiselﬁjhr::(t)rtl?iglyou
tell me about ot ;E Zl | now have for me even more of the i.nteeriSe
I — om my own. May it be a happy and satisfyi .
year of successful effort and realized desires D:vf\}l’;intg
. e

again as of old and in spi
: pite of the long b i
please believe me still, Heartily yourr}fierrlilaks inou corespondence

L

DEAR ROSE: AUGUST 17, 1909

I am remin i i
am e y(()ileldb z}fljrtevacanon will soon be over and that if my let-
The thought of snowy::cr{ ::(::)llr Islpt ; e e e i
e thoug . ring rains and the swe s
which came. }:;:t.y;l;r dleIt:r is refreshing now in these dayse(:fzl :})muz)ti
o o oo u;lt. thank you for the hyacinths and their
T vt b oot alone ie A;ze more and more the truth that “man
e T A . d‘now when even the matter of bread
, I am thankful, indeed, that other things than nﬁ

ol )
g comfort do enter in to make life worth while after all
all.

If 1t were not fOI thOSe unseen veritie ()i wlllcll DI. YOuIl Oke
S g SP

to us in chapel one mornin:
tousind g, such a summer as the pres
e ;fltt ttitl)]o illLi(}:lh to bear. We worked so harg, bzil}: ‘c’)vf? :lid ha‘l’e
oy in o e c}rlop, gardening etc. and did it all so ho ’eztrlly
{)une e oy (L)lfl:r a;fe;: j::yn;l(:.d to have been justified. T}I:rougl}:
e thete was p rain. ing grew wonderfully.
wroom ¢o Ol’lﬁ;lll;t; 7moalze, and kaffir corn, all promise(iyar(f :;r:ncjne,
e Suncy mor .7 One of our particular pleasures at that ti s
ning walk through our fields, noticing the grlc:vetl‘ivasf
o
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cach separate planting, our hearts full of thankfulness for the hope of it

and for everything. S
And now there is nothing Jeft—except, the invisible blessings [

spoke of. During the latter part of June, and all of July and August so

far, we have had no rain. The heat has been the most intense I ever
experienced and has been accompanied day after day by “hot winds,”
scorching withering blasts which seem to come from a furnace seven

times heated. :

You cannot imagine in the midst of any desert a drier more deso-

ate spot than those fields which promised us so generous a harvest.

There is literally nothing—not enough on the whole farm to feed one
of our pretty pigeons for the winter. The problem is really a serious
one for we are far from wealthy and truly needed something of a crop.
The other day we were wondering about books for the reading we had
wanted to do together this winter. Mr. H. suggested going without
supper Saturday and Sunday evenings. My thoughts returned at once
to the hyacinths you sent, and 1 thought his suggestion excellent until
I reflected that judging from the ordinary state of our appetites, the
Sunday and Monday brealfast would probably leave a very small cash
balance to be turned over to the book fund. . ..

At present, Mr. Henderson is working at pulling broom corn
about twenty miles from here, where they had more rain and fair
crops. . . . We hada short but very pleasant visit from Grisell McLaren®
in June. Her father died in the spring and on her way to visit relatives
on the Pacific coast she stopped over at Guymon and come out for a

few days. She is to return to Turkey this fall, though I believe she is not

to enter the active missionary work at once but will be studying the
Turkish language as they expect gradually to be able to extend their
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However we shall use a
: good many of them before wi
Ll:ﬁ;y(.)u'ng t:urkeys also which are the most [amusi;;]n;zrt.s\)vze ll:ave
: e
itis the two colts. They shake hands very prettily and oot
enough petting. Py mahas
Ih
o W(());r); tIh:l ‘s;mr?er lix?s brought new strength and inspiration for
. ys look forward to your lett i
your» . ' ers and hope
. ;C(e)r:u thzt interests you. With remembrance to all fheygllrlnzlu tx:g
a
good wishes for a happy year for yourself I am still yYour

friend,

My DNR ROSE: FEB. 22 fom

You 3¢d Mabel?®
ot N abelal‘have both been so generous about writjfg that it
e ard N tO }rle ize that it must be neatly if not quitef year sin
ou 1 i ) <
s u};t N eard anything from [here]. I presumefard luck sto
as tirdome to read as th i -
' ' ey are to write s i
ing that while : i g/row Lam think
goi dacwh w.e aN feeling unusually rich and g osperous will be
oW : :
good tme to lr.ltc som€g very long-delayed letgfs. There are two rea
eeling unwoyged prosperi :
' erity fir d princi
B . prosperity and principally b
" y because
Whi()':’h 1 fqulzle well agalq and full offun as ever after an illness
Wit fo ew days seemed Wetty seffous and second because th
is ied i
oot );& no?v buried in snow fr\nfeveral inches to as many feet 'e
» atter six months without ej\r rain or snow. A drift d | -
. nearly as

high i
~ high as the chicken house kept Mr. H&\derson shoveling for an hour

before he could o
pen the dgfr and therdare other dri
pe : drift ist hi
around all the buildings sgAve know there Wl be a littlletsn‘:;isttuilelgih
n

work among the Turks. . . .

She told me Alice Browne’s’ sad story. I have often thought of it |
since as one of the most pitiful things I have known. She spoke also of §
the very remarkable success of her work in China. . .. |

I should like to tell you about the little improvements we have |
been able to make during the summer but must not dwell long upon
them. Perhaps the greatest has been the adding of a bedroom and J
kitchen to our little cabin and the painting of it, also of the barn and j
chicken houses. Our house is tiny place yet but such an improve-|
ment over the one room for everything.

T had fair success with my chicken raising and have something ovet
a hundred young ones—more than we shall be able to get feed forg

the Eround anyway for e opening of spring
ast year was quip€ a little more favorabl.e foNarmi
. :znts;oc ) Oleax}llayea before it. The price of broo olrlrff, }:’;i :)l:‘ln
 money < P[i; ' b Ee;n tcci;)o low to do much toward a ban\account bu)t’
te rased plogly o eeh and ha\.Ie been able to live more Nnfortably
o bCSidnov;: ave a fair start in the turkey busines\for the
o e eil aving sold e.nough to buy material to ceil tg liv-
e ea anccli at the sides. It was previously just/one tIN
i Weathpap\;:(;e over and was almost impossible to heat in
ey cold wearl er. \ e thlr'lk the turkeys are here more profitable than
s Our ens have laid well this winter but with January eggs
, per dozen we preferred to use them ourselves. Our cow grrgla;:
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With thanks and every good wish for a hgppy"and successful year
am j e -
—
‘May 4, 1912
PRACTICAL FARMER

«“\WyAT I READ LAST YEAR,” THE

When we set out in life together,
old-fashioned expression) proceeded to Jay down the law that his day’s

work and mine should end together; in other words, that my evening
should, in general, be leisure time for reading, writing, studying or rest-
ing, as I pleased, instead of being devoted to left-overs from the day’s
tasks, or the inevitable mending basket. I assented, though with a men-
tal reservation that time would prove the plan an utterly unattainable
idea. To my surprise, as the years have passed, we have found this ideal
more nearly attainable than I then supposed. It has required planning
and real co-operation, working together, yet it has seemed worth while.
As I look back over the years of struggle to transform-our “claim” into
a farm, our homestead into 2 home, in the face of every difficulty, it
seems that I could never have endured the strain and stress of it all, had

it not been for the relaxation of the evenings, when sometimes sepa-

rately, more often together, we have striven to forget temporarily our

own small affairs and enter into the larger life of the world.

Crushing physical weariness has often been forgotten as our minds
traveled away from ous storm-swept ot drought-stricken or hail-beaten
prairie into other scenes and engaged in struggles far greater than our
or felt the inspiration of noble, conquering lives.

We soon established the custom of keeping the family birthdays by
the gift of 2 book of permanent value. So year by year our little library
these books, for which we have sometimes
seem particularly precious. The birth-

the head of the house (I like that

own,

grows and to me, at least,
sacrificed other desirable things,

days of last year brought us Prescott’s
“Conspiracy of Pontiac,” and an ABC book. We were deeply inter-

ested in the histories with their records of deeds of courage and self-
sacrifice, as well as the civilization of the Aztecs and character of out
own Indian tribes.

In the line of fiction I read “Aunt Jane of Ke
and homely good sense are most refre
Hills,” “The Calling of Dan Matthews,”

«“The Mill on the Floss,” “The Magic Story,”
Jeaves a very big impression, and “The Days of Auld Lang Syne.”

“Conquest of Mexico,” Parkman’s |

ntucky,” whose humor
shing; “The Shepherd of the
> «New Chronicles of Rebecca,”
a very little book whic

DEAR ROSE:

Father’
s death.
Motber ord S Tjhc:iughhl cannot here realize his absence as keen
usie do there at hom y
e where there is
: so much to keep
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. Of mi i i
Lo Iiscellaneous reading, besides several farm bulletins of special
N ou; w'ork, there were Herbert Spencer’s “Education,” Eﬁ}f
ur Syrian Guest”—a most helpful i , ;
. 1 Gu pful inte i
fsilrm, the s;gg;lstlve lictle essay, “What Is W’orrtphr %;E?lgﬁf‘ilelfﬁd
ney to the Home of Thoreau;” s . s
« . . ’ om ,
andP Stories in Stone from the Roman Fce)r(zlan(’:’haﬂeS] ambs esays
t .
. az::h;); :ms b}fen too much neglected, just a bit now and then £
the authe we a\,re, as [ felt inclined. I thoroughly enjoyed a od
briu i, t:te\lr.enlsons Child’s Garden of Verses,” whic);1 Chrrei_read_
ght to 1'tt e Eleanor; also “Pictures of Memory,” i 'Stmas
poems of childhood. ' P complation of
Of periodicals we recei
ceive The Practical F.
s ‘ ‘armer, the Farm
newspz eflabogniz Farmer, besides one eastern and one western];):?lz:ld
e g W, acril astly,' the Mothers' Magazine, which well des er
the good horf s our editor has written in its behalf. Through th lfirv:is
Ewryboa’t}esolks back home” we receive a second—hanf reac?in . ;
Foerybo g/e, uccess, and the American Magazine."> These period'g (;
fave all b c:filozad more or less exhaustively, according to the int:,:Zsi
, our point of view, the article i
. A s contained i
El:gzri }[l)ro(;)ably ‘recelve the most careful attention. I is Zuii fhe e
cose ! SZ ayd“ﬁth a reading from the Bible. Often when li:/:zoil .
e I?Ime eavy-laden, we have found in its words new life avj
oour Wh.o “er‘e 01}11 our lonely prairie we have felt a sense of nearne o
[mwho ﬁgw;:t power to the faint,” and have realized anew th Ss“to
e b tah rzltI fr-lolmlight He increaseth strength.”' However i: i
ers, I feel that no homest o o
et e bOOkSes eaders equipment would be com-
Situated as we are, i .
‘ . , in a very sparsely settled ¢ i i
Ell)lrles from ahrallroad, and at least a hundred proba(i)lll;rnxil(?rletyfthlrty
m : ' i ) >
Cumas?; ncy cI oice of reading is necessarily limited. Under differelrlom' :
es I might read more methodically; perhaps more proﬁttbcllr-
ably;

V d
et I Oub[ Whethet VVlth. IIluCll g[ea[e[ lIlWa[d Ief[esll“lellt tllall llas

come from the little reading of 1911.

AuG. I, 1912

It was kind of you to write when you hear, | of
el of my
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With best wishes to you all for a happy Christmas time. am

[\vingly your friend. .

]'LY 16,1913
Ways ANDNMEANS EDITOR, LAaDIES’ WORLD
£\ t any wa
DEAIl; ut of Y\ur experience and knowledge, you ‘sugg‘es a KiCh};
e I may help meet the needs of ghe s1tua?on W
i i otten.
i i favor which willfiever be forg .
i cribe, you \ill confer a : | : o
Wln\(}igs are hb};neste ding a claim here in old o Man's Iéan?, v:s s
) ‘ id” i homa. So far
«i-arid” portion of Pkla far as ot
Iy called the “se\pi-art on of i
usuariche goes, the qua (fying prefix is QUK superﬂuo.us. Sti r};ss_
e’;[’;' oughts and hot wind blizzards, djft storms, hail storm}sl,e gfasc.l-
;)1 Cors and in fact almosNgvery fornf of dxscouragcme.nt, t e
rs, . . . rs
ion of being so near the INgInNIYE of things, of ﬁndm};g oualwal s
naltlonite mastered by various Nlagfities, has held us. Vl(ff avecd ozr
¢ the ceed;
?(;t glat if we could hold out a fe){ more years We should suc
€
g me.
stead would really becomgfa NQ none
hongeince September of 1912, teffl mons NOW, we have had less than one
inch of rain, almost no snow,Jn spite ofRaving done more ;xte .
1arllc ore c;rcful work of pfe paration tha\ever before, we | ave
e i e pigeon.
: hich would\upport on€ p
on 160 acres of Jind wl : .
Whalte"lernot safe for meffo remain here alonc\with the baby S}(: thai ; nz
an Of course there
mewhere to wor
husband could go ajfay so

work here.

We are fiftee
nity. In our tovy ) A
people, 2 largefportion of them babies. These pe ;1)

’ ves.
nearly, if noy quite, as hard beset as we ﬁ;d Eurset =\
: them to \
ew for them, persuade
to wash orffcrub or s persuad 7N
cribe fof magazines, ot have their lives insured. I ca
s

whatever in whi¥

ship—36 square miles—there are\pa

»
room:
housg

cents a dozen.

i i ) led commu- }
iles from the railroad in a thly sc;::tl ;:a comey

e most of them
annot expect |
oks, or sub- -
art a “tea §

e]
hen, on an average, less tlrllan one persori a (tiz;yn;t)dse;[tll'll.
Gardening is out of the question w1th0L(11t }?t ea(s)ver N
havf already done my utmost with poultry a.n1 aw;rirl A
chfckens and about 160 turkeys. But they will not ; ::orems N
4+ some time and our prices are always low,. ﬁv; olr. ;):t e
for chickens and ten or rwelve for turkeys is the limit. Bg ’
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I have a good sewing-machine and could do any kind of plain

I couldn’t do embroidery or crocheting, at least not fast

enough toWgke anything at it. I do not think summer boarders would
find conditions Mege attractive.

I cannot think o thing that I can do to earn a cent, and yet
the need is so urgent that as if I must be doing something and as
soon as possible. Can you suggest¥gthing not requiring over one dol-
lar of capital at which I might hope to even a very little?

[ feel that this is imposing a hard task uPsga defenseless person
whom “The Ladies’ World” has generously placed mercy. So do
not fear to hurt or greatly disappoint me if you also fail %ok of any

employment that fits into the conditions I have tried to sugges

RESPECTFULLY YOURS, H. A.

OCTOBER 1913
“OUR HOMESTEAD,” LADIES’ WORLD ‘

Our wedding journey was made in a prairie schooner. Our desti-
nation was the “claim” which was to be and still is our home, a tiny
cabin in the heart of No Man’s Land, and for us ever since the center
of the world. No experience of life can ever efface for me the memory
of that journey through the sweet fresh air of spring. How strong we
felt! How hopefully we looked forward to all that life should bring!
The night of our arrival a half-grown moon stayed up to light us
home. . .. '

My life had been of the quiet, uneventful indoor sort; Will’s just
the opposite—hunting, trapping, cow-boying. And here we were, “for
richer, for poorer, for better, for worse, till death do us part,” to live,
to learn, to work, to overcome, to make a home, to do our little part
toward making glad “the wilderness and the solitary place.”

Work began the next day with unloading the plough, fence wire,
t wash boiler, iron bed, mattress, rocking chair and provisions. A cook
stove, table, two chairs and a few dishes had already been brought to
the little “box” house, which contained just one room, 14 x 16, with-
out lath or plaster or ceiling overhead—just one thickness of boards
roofed over and lined with red building paper. This was our castle.
It was now May and time that crops were planted, but as we had
o ground broken, we had to depend on sod crops. It had been too
dry all the spring to permit breaking sod, so we kept hoping for rain
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and meantime were busy every day fencing a forty-acre pasture, using
cedar posts hauled by wagon from over the New Mexico line sixty-
three miles away, building 2 house for my fourteen hens from packing
boxes, and a little windbreak shelter for the horses. A real wind came
along one day and picked up the last improvement and threw it down
in a heap across the hog-yard fence, so we decided to postpone a sta-
ble till we could build more substantially. '

The sixth of June brought a light rain, which enabled us to begin
breaking sod. After that, work went on early and late until, by July 4,
we had in five acres of cane and forty acres of milo maize, the princi-
pal feed crop of this southwest country. A heavy rain on June 15 soaked
the soil thoroughly and gave great encouragement to my struggling
garden. Though we had no other rain, our feed crop, late as it was, did
fairly well, and in the fall we cut about one hundred shocks of well-
headed maize. I smile o remember my efforts to help in the gathering.
We had no corn harvester or money to buy one; a corn knife seemed
heavy and awkward to me, and I cut down several acres of feed with

the butcher knife while Will used the corn knife and did the shocking,
He must have realized much sooner than I did that our crop was a
slight preparation for the winter, but he said nothing to cause e anx-
iety and I thought we were doing pretty well. Still T knew there was no
d myself up to staying alone in the fall, while he
went away well-drilling some twenty-five miles from home. We spent
practically our last cent putting up a windmill, which would be a per-
manent improvement to the place and help me greatly about caring
for the horses. The well was nearly two hundred feet deep and pump-

money in it and brace
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. The spri i
- WZ lsliiimg caline Zn }jwth frequent showers; my hens were doing
; purchased three turkeys, with whi
; ; ys, with which I hoped to mak
nc;rﬂu:z, :111]1(1 hac} fenced, chicken-proof, a large gardef nea: trlxlle v:ilrlrcl{y
, at at least part of it could be a “wa :
tered ” Mai
;ix:a Kafir corn and broom corn all came up well andggrrjvjzstlvllialze’
Jund ag morlllnng cvlve used to walk through the crops, noting thé: l:)fry
rowth and promise of , .
reare o b s b an abundant harvest. 1 had never
Late in June, when our
. g crop was a little over knee high
;)lz:tlas.t }rlallrll. T}ins was succeeded by two or three Weekslif’e::: -
with the “hot winds” we used to h i 75 of
be . . ear about in the early d
ﬁrenssals, gvhex.l it seemed as if the heat must come from a nearlz ary ; (')f
had, 10o ku(;mng arlid blasting was its intensity. . . . Our ﬁc:ldsy Svl?n}cl:
oked so rank and green, were burned cr . W
, to a crackli
kne:)vv ?h;re was no hope of any harvest whatever. recding brown. e
ishing to give all his attention t i
; ing to ) o our farming and feeli -
d :Vl;ltiloil his ultlmftte success, Will had sold the wellg drill ljlcltl Ifl'frcon'ﬁ
the WZ rl::l chuldnt collect anything for it, and we didn't ,have a ce?lflf X
the wo m.a kven flour played out, though we still had a little meal an;1
eouldm me 1iorn bread. I couldi’t get material for the little clothes I
o :;11 ¢ and ilt up old garments of my own and made other
our sacks. It seems to me now, i ’
things ! ow, if I hadn’t had th
. Ii)tronzri,nlstsihou'ld ?al:e felt quite paralyzed with the disappointn?;nt:
nctively keeps struggling when there i i ’
pe lnstnctive kecps strugg g there is something ahead.
received payment for th i
there was a chance for Will to get work by going awaey“;f)llif{ :;lirinj:
; e

best f i
t ;sktla‘(:er ?nlz (tio g;) h(;lmef flcl)r a while, as father and mother were anxious
. o. In the fall Will
b wave me do. In the fall ill drove across the State [to Ponca City] !
e little daughter, who came i |
healthy, happy little thi , e e 2 L
e e 1[}11g who has brought us both the blessing of I
oughts,” .
et ooy g ghts,” even when the burdens of the present
W .
I [em;n v:)ere not w1t'hout our problems. After the doctor’s bill was paid
oo er we had'Just four dollars left and were three hundred rxfl)'ll
ome, with winter approaching, and the necessity of being bzllceli

S as p()SSI le q
on tlle Clal]n as soon b to meet ]le I uirements o
t € 1r nts f the

ing by hand a difficult task.

By his work on this well and another nearer home, my husband
earned enough to buy material for a stable, hauling the material from
G[uymon], our railroad town, thirty miles away. This was built before
winter, though not shingled. We thatched it temporarily with bundles |
of broom corn fodder, taken in part payment for one of the wells, and
did not get the roof on till the next spring. . . . ]

Will got work on another well in the neighborhood, which made;
us feel quite prosperous, though much of the profit had to go into feed
for the stock. During the winter we decided to use a little money, that
was coming to me, for a sewing machine and an addition to th
house. We built a “Jean-to” divided into two rooms, 2 bedroom and a}
little 6 X 10 kitchen, which added greatly to the comfort of the house

We were full of plans for the coming year. . . .

ill had work in an elev when Elean
| W ator for a time, but h Ii

as three weeks old hC started on the lOIlg dl‘iVC hom: a ll(t)twliri:fadoyr
Wi > g aa

which i i
ich filled me with anxiety. . . . After three weeks I received the final
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the d ch
e to meet him in Gluymon] on the day he cxpecz:d ti)h;eza "
Hkllessaglt looked like a big undertaking, 1 was ut.terly unuse ttom c e
t fer;.'ldren and my strength was only just beginning to return,
of chi :

hadIth F etdv?/:i.e;lc;};ed what seemed the end of the earth_ and alighted
t las

. \ P
.+ the cheetless gray dawn to find the station q.ulte deserted EX:EEI tﬁz
he elc aph operator. While he was vainly trying to learn whe ot e
e egrIphad sent on leaving home had b;en called for, accordi gcnt
telegramement 1 saw a shadow on the frosted glass. and,1 a moile o
?ur a%\r:e were ':1 reunited family. I forgot my own difficu tlte; ::dship
ater’how haggard Will looked after a journey of the utmos
saw
e ithi but we went to the camp-
within our means, bW ' ;
h HOteE :Zertlfe; ;)1:t1d a good fire and I rested while will prepared our
ouse, whe
he camp-house stove.
brea;iﬁ‘lsfl: :eerrl :)’celock }lx)e had everything ready for our last start. Ist ::;
Id a?ld the roads were in terrible condiu?n. Hf;:W)cr{ s;;‘lﬁzvhorses
o d then frozen hara.
; ds were cut up deeply an 1 : .
o t}:ft rv(:ilt}f short feed and the exposure of their hard -Joulrarzz
One Eaz slipped on the ice a day or two before ancll wa;t qultie ove;
%)Vnecoild barely creep along with our heavy load, mile after mi
e .

the frozen el f the year by calendar, . ... and the sun set

0 .
Tt was the shortest day e
hen we were still fifteen miles from home. There seem g
w

was almost deserted after the failure
in bu;: O}Stuc:leo:r. trfv}cl)epcl(;:er;tghere we had thmllg}}llt we r.nigl::i s;cl[;iz ;
et viarn i was moonlight again a
B et everl)frtv};;?f tzzstﬁz?glittei tthat other moonlight night What;l ‘
" “}iﬁ:\?;slid the same road. The baby slept nearly all the way, wak-
we L The
o about(:lthe u:lzlclf(zec;hcr;i\t::leess.o;rér the walls of the bedroom
o HCXL p v;nkey” stove, a heater and cooker drurr'l set tran;—
e 'up}tl ) in; in which I learned after much tribulation to bahc
Mo o 't}f ; pul’d be neither raw on top nor burned black on. th
bread v crowded in the small room, but it was better for thef
oo, e e tine to warm the living-room, where all the helzllt
e attemimfng the rafters or out at the cracl.cs between the
Seem(;d g()/egx?e;f had a very comfortable and ha[?py w.mter. e ol
boarl S.the s rin; we had our first experience with dirt storﬁlsr.c an
failui:a of crgps the preceding year had left the whole country ba
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exposed to the pulverizing action of the frosts. When the March winds
began in earnest, the dirt flew in clouds, so that often we could not see
as far as the barn, and the dirt was almost as thick in the house as out
of doors.

I remember one day in particular. I had put some pigeons on to
cook, but at dinner time we couldn’t think of setting the table in the
sifting dirt. We sat up close by the “monkey” stove, slipped out our
pieces of pigeon and disposed of them as quickly as possible. The
worst day of all I covered the baby in her clothes-basket with the
umbrella, and went to bed myself and covered my head to get out of
the dirt. That evening when the wind went down, T shoveled up just
from the small kitchen floor a large dish-pan full of pulverized soil.

However, we had had some snow, which had moistened the sub-
soil, and later showers stopped the dirt from blowing and gave us a
favorable seed time. I now had six turkey hens and in April we bought
a cow on time, paying ten percent interest. This was our first venture
into debt, but Eleanor needed extra milk and the cost of milk would
more than pay the interest. We called our cow “Diana,” because she

proved so fond of the chase, that is, of being chased, but she is still a
good cow and has brought us three calves, worth considerably more
than she cost.

The summer brought alternately hope and fear. We really couldn’t
tell until almost harvest time whether we should have anything or not,
but after two long periods of drought, showers came in time to save at
least part of the crop. Broom corn pulling began in September. I did
what I could to help ... . [but] just as I was getting the art well
learned, T had to resign and come in to cook for five men—a much
less entertaining occupation.

After the corn was pulled and stacked, we began on cane, which

was a heavy crop. We couldn’t see our way to buying a harvester, so
Will fixed up what he called a “corn sled”—a low platform on run-
B ners, with a scythe blade bolted slantingly across the middle of the
' front end and a place at each front corner to which to hitch a horse, It

proved impossible for him to manage the team and care for the cane
at the same time, so I “hired out” again.

Next came the maize-heading, and then the great day of our first

| broom-corn threshing. It was now late October. We had had some
snow and cold weather, but that morning was like spring, with a deli-
cious sweet dampness in the air, and the meadow-larks had come out
of the “breaks” and were singing carly on the garden fence.
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took me down to see the corn. The twenty big
here in the October sunshine looking as
solid as the boulders on a New England hillside. They had done a
good smooth job of baling, and we felt much satisfaction in our first

broom-corn crop. It was well we did, for that was nearly all we got out

of it. Broom-corn was plentiful that year and the price very low.

Siill, we had been Jearning all the time to reduce expenses. A small
hand-mill, in which we could grind wheat, maize or Kafir corn for
four or breakfast food; had proved a wonderful help.

The fuel question was the big problem. We had a few tubfuls of
wet chips all buried under the drifts, and possibly two hundred
pounds of coal. No more was to be obtained within thirty miles; the
roads were practically impassable and the storms continuing. Any
track that was made was obliterated by the wind and drifting snow
before the next day. So we hoarded our small supply as carefully as

possible until about the middle of January, when the weather seemed
d people in utmost need began to try the trip to

After dinner Will
greenish—yellow bales lay t

0 become settled an

cown for fuel and supplies.
Will started on a Thursday morning which promised and proved

to be a fine day with little wind. I dreaded the trip for him, but we
simply had to have fuel, for the supply was now down to a few small
fumps of coal and an armful of wood from broken fence-posts. The
day passed slowly, and Friday came with a high-drifting haze of
cloud, which made me anxious, Vthough it seemed to grow no more
threatening. . . .
While I was preparing Eleanor for her crib, all at once the doors
and windows began to rattle savagely, and before 1 could get her to
bed the snow was blowing in. I made haste to get out to gather up the
fittle remaining fuel and, if possible, to give the stock more feed, lest
the storm should be so bad that I couldr’t get out in the morning. But
it was already too bad. 1 could scarcely stand or get my bre
the barn at all in the whitling drift,
not getting back at all.
It had turned desperately
no living thing could follow a trail five minutes in such a storm. . ..
1 didr’t dare to sit up or keep a fire,
long the storm would last and no way 0
might need. After tac
and setting the lamp in the window towar

and shivered all night with cold and anxiety. We had no thermometes

ath or see
and didn’t dare venture for fear of

cold; the wind was furious, and I knew that |

for there was no knowing how
f getting help, whatever 1

king up blankets over the doors and windows
d the road, I went to bed
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bur a pan of hot w i
1 ater.put into th idni
block o e betore el o the hot oven at midnight was a solid
Th i .
. ; rr;;)rrlllm}gl dawx.led clear, but I could find no comfort in i
i g ; had that might have happened during the night " ;‘:’
++» I'had given up hope And in wton
: - alm i
fell asleep. A few minutes later I was wake d?)st ut?er’ eXh'auStlon ,
o ned by Will’s voice at the
He had had to aband
on the wagon miles back
(t)rj;j) c:}ll 'ﬁlzough .the drifts leading the team. I—CIe SVI;sthi rtoad}? nd
warmyin til ee by his long tramp in the snow, but his supf)ei tv?:at O'rli
e a(r)l:{e?,t En(}( acfter a night’s rest he seemed none the vi(f;
, ink does not understand y
or bis wib, ; : yet why th
th::fr{)e usrbetl}rlxg out in a blizzatd is to me absolute tOl‘t}l’n‘C eBt:to llhg h; o
o i .
fac our oth :r Vr‘:j[el’f cl)eav(linfg Gluymon] in different directions :b:lcl:i
, un
o e rozen to death, proved that my fears were
.+ . We then moved the ljttl i
b ittle stove into the kitchen,
ruzniz | spring. Ir'l February the weather improved, and V;;llld (here ve
runn g}; v;ell‘-dnll for its owner, but it was near. s’o he couldgli)t :Ork)
thg Wi;lte rv: m;hid the well just the evening before the worst sti) om;
o paCked, on February 25th. After it was over, we took twenty b mli ;
' snow out of the house and loads and | 7 bushet
€ e el ono oads from barn and
The unusual amoun
B t of snow had put the i
dition than ever before. Grass came early, whi(%}rlovl;;r:,sdfzz::tt tefr s
e for us,

as the hard winter had tak
. al
this was our best year. en all our feed. Thanks to the . . . snow . . .

é g: .[ g I
g a
Ca.nlled beans, put up SOd peac}les Wldl lelllo-n to rna-ke tllcnl sour, and-

Ple lallt 1T q P -
p W }l raisins to IIlake 1t SWCet, alld made uantities Of 1€

mel . . .
elon butter with dried apricots to give flavor.! My chickens had
g ens ha

done well, and we h i
> ad raised one hund
We undred and twenty-th
now had two cows, and the young stock were doing nirz:l}tfurkeys.

As it h ivi
appened, Thanksgiving and our maize threshing came

together. Nea i i

(ogether Mes rrtlsy ;Z:)i’;l:imi for our dinner was home grown, and I

oy it hearts were ind ele) tf.lankful fo‘r the encouragement of a fair

oran or our bard we - During the winter a new railroad was built
» with promise of continuation later, This cut down

our distance fr i
b di om a.rallway to fifteen miles and held out th
arer and possibly better market TP
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h these trying
i ho had struggled on throug
The o fewcrre?nained on their homesteads, began to

n . o .
as we had done, a et o

iy d to better times and more comfortable condmo o
it of dence everywhere. How

in evi
A new spirit of hope and courage was In €

i |
ure.
fortunate that we COllld not IOOk far into the fllt

OcCT. 5, 1903

Ny DEAR MRS. ALDEN:
have just been reading a
T havd\been so slow to answer,

gain your last letter and wonderigf whzf1
when it brought me so much g cer an
To tell the truth the year has been so difficul .ndl. d1se;;;—r

i J at 1 have hated to write about it. We had ve lite efsln o
d practically no spring rain, jus‘t the-Lf htestTc;l ] :we
h whic\never wet down more than an inchfor twc;).r o e
bt a t lar Eokptian experience with grasshopgfrs and bliste c
hlad ivf;gcl}ll acriesro ed things faster than they, cotild be refp}:‘rll;i S;
B i inds” h and part o

et kﬁla;l W:};f € t Zvll;(cisfeet(:li?cl)lg, ] ic}lrl we trie.d to believ.c in
desuored O'f)lc so thi\sum total of gfir years farming op.eratlon(s1
o po'mt n;)thing a\all. For a fme I fele very rel?elhous arll{
amounr:\srv;lcl)iix‘;sto waste any mQre tige or strength in trying to maxe
very u :

B piir:n:flt?eeaﬁzzetr}tl' Ave should have to sacrifice the little
we ﬁ:vt: ;(S)ir?(fgcther in ordepfto m¥ke a change r;{c;w anglustt:; E:;

handed. So whether isely or I\t 1 do not know,

fir;g(ti);d to try our fortugfs here one m9

time we shall feel moregure what is best.

year though 1 worked

has hard}f seemed like horrfe.
¢ he d the two cows, Diana and M3

inspi
pointing
last winter 3

wice.

Nen a garden failed us this

ing and i
My 36 hens 3

ided the gyfater part o
S;Z:: :ows Yopsy, Minnehaha, and Psyche, and T pi¥

i lo
hens and pfillets so . . . next year things may not

to keep 100

fulast
lzsso flately and T have felt a new sympat

deriffg in the wilderness. “Lord, for to—mc})lrrovir o

er sincerely.
pply”? is easier to say than to ff:el altoget. crsincercly | singso
T had pretty good success with my chickens this yeat,

few over 200 besides 150 tur

¢ year, hoping that by that

fery hard in the early sPROS planting and water- |

Jane, have really |

f our living. Next year we ould have three

ok qiNe so doubt-

i ] hool |

been following the Sun¥ay sc
do at present. We have been o e SuNgy scher”
and its needs 1 8o not

keys. My April pullets are now as large as
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e old hens and I am hoping they may begin laying yet this fall. My
tikeys are lighter than usual as we have to be so saving of feed and [
am \fraid we have scrimped them a little too much.

ENanor is my great helper in the poultry business. She si fly
never ti¥es of doing anything she can for either chickens or tu €ys.
They are %ry tame with her and she usually has one or often tyf0, car-
rying themNaround under her arm for company. She waf greatly
pleased with yur letter to her and the picture of the prettyfheep. . . .
In just a month Ygore she will be four years old and it is hgfd to believe
that the time is pa\sing by so swiftly.

Mother has beeNso very anxious to see her befgfe she loses her
baby ways and I had E\ped to go this fall but don’t fhow whether it is
going to be possible or n\¢. I wanted the place “prgfved up” first so that
there could be no possibld¢hance for trouble iyf that respect, and we
arranged for it in June, but Waen the notice vgfls advertised, according
to the requirements, the papeNwhich was gfhew venture, failed after

one publication, while five are reygired. Sgf. . . it cannot be completed
finally, until they get ready to haw theflotices published again, and

there is no telling when that may béyfor they usually take their own
time for such proceedings.??

Mother and Susie have just regntly ¥turned from quite a trip to
Mother’s old home in New Engl#hd with q\te a bit of sight-seeing by
the way in Washington, New Yfrk, Boston at\ Niagara, with visits on
the way back at our old Igfwa homes in P\nouth Co. and Des
Moines. . . . Mother said gie saw almost everyoNe of the old friends
still living in that part offthe country and I know X has been a won-
derful satisfaction to hef. Things are so very differentere. The popu-
lation is shifting all th€ time, and there is so little of conon interests
or neighborly feeling. Perhaps it is not strange when peoplN\are so scat-
tered and so muc)f engaged in getting on at all. Yesterday I Was think-
ing about our gfighborhood. In the nine sections or square Yailes of

- which this is glie center there are just twenty-four people! Thirt\en of

those are igftwo families, so you see there is a good deal of va\gnt
space. Thaf is just about the way it is all over this country. And yet 3

we needffs rain to make it productive and prosperous. . . .

I yftended to write while Rose was having her vacation but let the

timefslip away. [ wonder whether I cannot let this do for her too this
tigfe, if you can give or send it to her. I feel asif I ought not to stop

ithout confessing that in one respect you are quite mistaken. I really

am not brave at all and never expect to reach the place where I shall be
able to “glory in tribulations”* which make me very wretched and
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i ift, but I can depend

i ds me no Christmas gift,
e e Whoe:eerxlzels'y year at Christmas time, full of her d?ar,
bright little sayings of the babies,

limpses of thsg happy home life. If all my other friends knew how
ghmp S

. : D
h I love her fONgot sending me anything but that dear letter
muc

hould probably never TRgE another Christmas present as long as I
shou sent

;

at we do nor write, We are so
busy. So many impulses toward special ™ d or deecilts 1(S)fs i{;ni[;:sg :(\;z
feel ourselves physically unable to carry out. AdQyet ieissad e e
hould wither before they bloom. So mu.ch. hagpl g has come 100
S Ou' ith those surprise letters, 1 am wishing it mlgh. g mu ; pd <
fny Efel;::s of others—that more often we might find time tONY
1srcl)xfneeburdened heart an unlooked-for thought of cheer. . . .

onINgng letter from h '
funny Waygof looking at things,

live.
Then there are all those lette

P ———ad

CA. SPRING, 1914

3 ’l ORLD
“RELAXATION,” LADIES’ WX » e the
RELalst winte,r I read an old book, Dana’s Twp Years Beto

i }ways had a fascina-

” i it all, as stories of the sea have a ways . ‘
e enJOYthI: i because of the entire unfamiliarity of their set

P he of the California coast, cighty years

n land, suggested the hope that our

tion for me, ecau
ting. Moreover, the vivid pictures

ago, when California w‘as a foreig
own desolate region might make,
small fraction of the progress made
what impressed me most was a word-
Atlantic:

“There being no breeze,
but a long, heavy swell was rol

i £ us, asleep upon the waves, w'it
diretly e g the top of one of the big billows,

wing; now rising on
g, Jost in the hollow betwe

slowly until he was
time,

iii::z\n liim; when, lifting his head, b
and then spread his wide wings. and to
The thought of the great bird ther

ing waters, peacefully sleeping,

ory to me. Over a‘nd over I ha

become, if only we in our

ok his ﬂight.”3

in four-score years to come, SOmMe
by that once forbidding coast. But
picture of a scene in the far south

the surface of the water was unbrok.en, _
ling. And we saw the fellow, all Whlt(.i, _
h his head under his
and then falling
en. He was undisturbed:

hing, |
until the noise of our bows, gradually approaching,
e stared upon us for a momeny

e in all the tumult of the heavy
unaftaid, has become a beautiful mf:m
d wondered what our lives mlglll
hurried, striving days could at times attalf
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the attitude toward life which came without effort to the albatross—
surrendering ourselves freely, without fear, to the great forces of life,
truly resting, even amid circumstances quite beyond our present
understanding. . . .

To prepare the ground as well as we may, to sow our seeds, to cul-
tivate and care for, that is our part. Yet how difficult it is for some of
us to learn that the results we must leave to the great silent unseen
forces of Nature, whether the crop be corn or character. How impa-
tiently we often do our waiting! Having planted and watered, we are
still eager to add the weight of our own efforts toward securing the
increase. Many a time I have found myself tired out from having tried
unconsciously and without success to bring the distant rain-clouds
nearer, to water our thirsty fields. Often I have felt as if the responsi-
bility for averting a blizzard or a hail-storm rested upon me, and I
seemed actually to be struggling against some great overpowering
weight. I am beginning to see how worse than useless is this exagger-
ated feeling of one’s own responsibility; to understand a little the
thought of someone who wrote long ago, “He that obsetveth the wind
shall not sow, and he that regardeth the clouds shall not reap.”

'To me one of the most beautiful portions of Doctor Montessori’s
book is the incident in which she brings before her pupils a sleeping
baby. She had just been giving the children a lesson of silence, in
which their little bodies were relaxed, their little minds refreshed
through the mystic influence of the quiet, darkened room. Leaving the
school-room, she met a mother with a tiny baby asleep in her arms.

Taking the child, Doctor Montessori returned and told the children
she had brought them a new teacher. All interest and eagerness, they
 crowded about, and as she called upon them for a new silence, she
| showed them how the sleeping baby surpassed their most earnest
 efforts to be quiet. The little group became hushed and seemed to
feel, as so many of us have felt, the wonder of the sleeping child—so
§ sweet, so warm, so full of life, yet so perfectly passive, a little quiet
fountain of life, filled from the inexhaustible sources of the infinite
life. To feel confidence in those invisible forces . . . is a difficult mat-

ter nowadays. So much there is to learn, so much to do and such a
hurry about it all. . . .

Last summer, while the disappointment of a barren year seemed so

hard to bear, I would often take my mending or a sack of carpet-rags
and a book, and we would go to spend the afternoon under a little
group of cottonwoods a mile from home. They were set out there by
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one of the earliest settlers in this sect
of water by a windmill. The tiny box-hous
the dug-out is nearly filled in,
remain and, growing more deeply—rooted
for the country round. Baby wou
pool and squeal with joy as her do
owlarks and snow
bats would skim over the watex q
flew. The leaves of the cottonwoods neve
And in some way the actual phys
carth” would always seem to bring re
time the anxieties of the present. I coul

great, lonely land, waiting with its stores 0
those who shall one day learn to meet its demands,

patient thought and labor.

There are few who could not fin
tion. From our own gardens,
against the green of tr
cloud-shadows over a
city, the hush of carly morning broke

sympathy of friends, companionship of books;
“declare the glory of God”—from these things

re may we gather restful thoughts, may we learn the les-

the heavens which do
and many mo

son: “In quietness and confidence shall

e ———

ion, around a little pool kept full

e and the sod-barn are gone,

the settlers have drifted on, but the trees

year by year, are a landmark

1d throw bits of wood into the little
g splashed in after them; the mead-
birds would come to drink or bathe, and the bull-
uite near us, dipping to drink as they

r ceased their satiny rustling.

ical contact with the “brown old
freshment. I could forget for the
Id feel once more the lure of this

f fertility all untouched for
to give to it their

d as favorable a place for a vaca-
the whiteness of our Monday’s washing
ees or the blue of the summer sk, the drifting of
field of ripening wheat or the roofs of some great
n by the first bird’s song; the

most universal of all,

be your strength.”

SEPTEMBER 1914

“BACRSROUNDS: ANOTHER LeTTER FROM OUR HOMESTEAD

LADY,” LADKS WORLD

... One of tebest ways to cultivate a large-minded attitude

roward life is through™eg habit of ge
when nothing brings quite SOWUC
ten story, and much of the world s\

fiction. But to form standards of living}
value in those things which are true in fact as

In history we find portrayed the slow but ever™s
ment of nations, great groups of people like 0

hopes and upward strivings. -
Biography gives us more persona

neral reading. There are times |
h mental refreshment as a well-writ-
-atest literature is in the form of

feel that there is a special
&l as in spirit.

eir own

urselves wi

| knowledge of those who haviy

award develop- |
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l . . . ‘

A et:;flt(x}lz:ﬁl}i’; i(;,arlylz tells us that “the great man is the living light-
oin goo an(.i pleasant to be near.”8 A little “hero-wo
o nll)ain vvsit;lls no }:;rm. It is rather a sign that the spirit of yoyfh
ki g, Such books s The ik of e perene e
from Slavely” and “The Promissed LZ i ng'0f Py
Rhies, belong\o our own time and cot?li’ryv';}'ﬁlee :?et fior renela
tions of a most\pspiring character.” e o flrenc
izen]:}(l)ic;)l,(s ;}fitcr};a.\; braoadcn ou.r u}terests ax.ld prepare ugffor world cit-
N e g;r patriotism. Stories of explgfation and mis-
sionary enterpris re T m;ny deeds of great unsefffish heroism. We
o e ealf of the world has been/quickened by the

y of those members of the Jott expedition wh
met Adf.ath so bravely in the¥{erce Antarctic stgfms peaon e
Storiesltﬁfazo?I once 'knew dyyided all s.tori into three groups, “true
prorie i ; up stories and BRle stories/” And it would hardly be
o lifcez;\:iet }tl e subject .Of r.eadmg ith rgference to forming standards
or lite w thout lxlr‘len?lomng the Ribfe: “Wherefore do ye spend
isﬁethynm?”8 ;tl (v)vb;cli{ is not bread ag{ your labor for that which sat-
ieth not™ ! okisa more elfqueNt protest against such failure
gs in proportion, su

) waste
transitory. . . . { energy upon the purely

JANUARY 1935

“OIIJR HOMESTEAD LADY,” LADIES’ WORLD
_ r;i ti{e eatly fall, £ the end of a long, hot day spent \ the broom
lamril_ozﬁ , tf:;re ajfic to us an envelope bearing the stamp Nf the U S_
and f:e. he (?c'ument within proclaimed that, as we had fulﬁlieci
¢ ecllluléed cgditions, a certain designated portion of the Ynited
toa}tlcsld? bg ome our own, in the words of the patent, “to hav} arcl:d
wha,? o ogfver.” Since then I have thought many times not onl\of
s i eansf to }111s, but what it has meant in times past to man
afe gone forth to make homes in
ho b ! new and lonely places. I
that yf personally owe tribute to all who have ventured and ti)eifed :f;j

endfred, and in so doing hav. d
o andin o themg. ¢ made the homestead way plainer to all

our own t()wllslllp, afte[ elgllt yeal‘s Of SCtthIIlellt, out Of one huIld[Cd
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remembering that, confusing as it may seem we are

for a world “made safe for democracy.” So may our
o the greatness of our task. So may we also
k and sacrifices that must follow the

war if the world is trify.to be set free; if all peoples are to be united by
bonds of sympathy and mu al service; if the nations are t0 be pre-
pared to become at Jast “the kingdams of our Lord and His Christ.”

. Doubtless many of us will findheur most.direct service in pre-
. we have had spend-

aste in our own homes. As a natie
. 1 believe we shall prove our p2 riotism and our
g the value of things and by adopting in prac-

he Department of Agriculture: Let sa ing, not

et us keep it s0,
fighting for peace,
minds andthearts be equal £
be prepared forthe patient wor

venting w
thrift ways. .
adaptability by learnin:
tice the new slogan of t
spending, be your social standard. . . .

———

SEPTEMBER 1917

«“Tre HOMESTEAD LADY’S SCRIBBLING PAD,” LADIES’ WORLD
There is a friendly picture in these words from an old prophecy:

“They helped everyone his neighbor; and everyone said to his brother,

“Be of good courage.” S0 the carpenter encourage

he that smootheth with the hammer him that smote the anvi

What an ideal of unity i
varied as human talents,
each worker valuing his own tas
neighbors’ toil.

.1 cannot help hoping

ble storm of war have passed by, we s

even through sorrow and sacrifice,

worth and aspirations, human capa

> to a more abundant sympathy,

1713

k, yet regarding also the worth of his

endurance,’

I rejoice to thin
ized work for reconstruction in t
welcome every gift, however small, an.
omy for this or any indicated purpose.

In these days of high-cost suga

those fruits which contain their own sweetening. . - .

In the far-away spring after
wind storm. Soon after we walke
pool where the water flowers grow.
fragments of broken nests and poor,

d to the little group of trees about

d the goldsmith, and 7

n national life! It suggests occupations as ;
yet all contributing to common purpose; |

that when the dark shadows of this terri-
hall have come here in this world, ;
to a fuller knowledge of human
city for heroism and “patient
a more forgiving love. . ..
k that already our American Red Cross has organ-
he desolated regions of France. They
d use it with the utmost econs

will gain something well worth while.

thC cause lle fought 1()I. II[ a4 S€Nnse, we are aﬂ un
l ] l l l. F ]. .
. . . .«
’ gal y C. u ltyS f ar © e
‘()I Wa](l to N evel 1n ll wE can Ul}l man OIrw IIlaICIl

strugegli i
ggling world, let him read some book on geol
courage. ... T i reahes.
s i e thhe mind stops at the thought of the vast reaches of ¥
: ese processes. Surely wi
. e need not feel

reduited for ' y el too greatly down
o chat tman hearts, in some respects more unmanageat}:le th

stones, have not yet risen to their perfect statures -

 there is real economy in the use off

the great war began, we had a violeng

The ground was strewn with the

little dead birds. Well, I cried ovel
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th? pity of it. Then, as [ thought of the infini
Ez:i{ten homes and battle—ﬁel%ls of Euici;S,n;t:llz,ef:iejrtleeiisﬁrmv;Of the
1\; could lc:lver endure such pain. ow iuman
ow, i . .

that I, whac;S ct:riee;) lsds ar; reating their young again, it seems incredible
aseent to the tho \:r tfe ruined nests, should have given even silent
am not alone; th:tg t of war for our own country. Yet I realize that I
do, must also’ faw Ilnalliy who haFe the thought of war as bitterly as I
redeeming and ¢ g? e.d upon it now as the one possible means of
painfully casin :ist}z: ishing more firmly the liberties of mankind
 salte o boyz Wth (r)o;rifil Zil;trurcliets) of struggle. Therefore, with pridé
precious treasures of civilizatione. W?tftlhlreloT(:er:nstE::r:f :Zhg' uare the
-~ mg sym_

P &)
atll I Salute the iath.ers and mOthCIS WII() e lllell sons I()] l]l
g 18

Hgll\./IESTFAD LADY’S SCRIBBLING PAD,” LADJ;I’OVVVE;MREER o
ez 1;1yg:l tn; ::S(zy—i:.iyhexpenence are harder than just to keep
pegging hay at 2 a t\)»v 15 seems c'loomed to failure, yet which we
R v ra alnh on. Practically, I have to admit the possi-
AN :.h ave never attained to the kind of optimism
which assures one e cal;3 do .anything he sets out for. He might
rec ougfor the wro Sfi mg. ut in the long, long run, a lifetime or
one way or another belclzl(frtnengej;?; ;) it tf)blb efdone’ e s
e way : ly responsible for it, then if he wi

fhoughtfu\ivz;}(o,rirl;some though t may be, his most persistent arig

» he may not attainexactly his desired goal, but he

Ma i
ny a man has died—many anothe will die—not knowing

oward final victory for
r orders.” The fact

If one grows hOpClCSS a]ld lnlpa[lellt over tlle IOVV ro SS Of our
g S p g

take
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ion of tempests which blew fla
ath of October was a succession 0 /
1?7‘;iytl[:::ofodder we had hoped to cut. We had managed ;o cut at ”
e .
d are still not quite throug,
bind the late planted broom corn an | :
la1 :ritoxfs taskpof pulling the brush from the bundleg b}l;lt lflogz t rc;;r;le ,
. fodde
: k this week. The blowing down of the .
e e e asture out the féed in the
i Jtive the fencing of the farm, so as to p .
1Fr:ellpde r nZtt eitra ani unplanned for labor and expenge with the

. /- 1
broom-coxn pulling and the rigors of the winter have again upset al

fox a rather restful winter. . . .
v IE\)/l[;n;arode y suffered with other things from the Bad season, but I

i h
raised beans, catrots, parsnips, beets, and pumpkins enoug% i)erstu é
winter, and we have made use of everything. gt rlllk d};ere w1Carry o
ent d broom corn and/millet hay to
ficient fodder fromKafir an . e e new
h, and that is the most importang thing. :
(k:)atkt)ist}slirr?:egthe new yeay, which brings ouy ittle herd up 10 47, which
al

< for two peopl¢/ caring for them.
L dning I;'eap was the putting in of a tele-

Jheat many of our neighbors and

mean "
One improvement duriqg the

phone line which connects us\with a
our market town of Elkhart . .\

It is very quiet here—only the
make any sound. . . .

&ind, which rarely rests, and the fire ‘

APRIL 13, 1919
RECEIVED AND EXCERPTED BY ROSE ALDliN ace brought me (@ ’
i hich I could not xetra
Some train of théught w : °©
as 1 walked hopie from the pasture across the'yoad with .my pa; y
i i 10

i,nilk So when I feached the house it was a pleasaRe surprise to .
your letter on the table as if T had unexpectedly met s
supposed to be far away. . . _‘
r You have heard something of the earlier part of tl.x )
. as been so much worse, with its almost continugus s(;orm 4
XY na'
and violent wind, losses among the StOCk;‘ 0 ge.l
i {etails]

cal wéariness and disheartenment that [ will spare yolzxl ath e d s
e . . ma >
Thotigh perhaps it would surprise you to know th.at inO N or w; \ s
ofed to be a southern state, after a winter beg.un in Novem -i it
P t this week had another dreadful blizzard, directly respon51h e "
S . . . . . Ou q
loss of over 2 hundred cattle in its smothering drifts, Jli)st r1gf t ar o
i t a few whicll
ithi i We lost none in the storm, bu )
within a few miles of here. s
were already weakened by this unprecedented season were naturally .

emeone whom I

wintet. The

latter part
of snowy/rain, sleet,

fear may yet have to go. . . . Try as we would, and we
have almost worn oucselves out with hard work and exposure, yet we,
their only providence, must so fail them in their time of need. . . .
Please tell your people when yo
enjoyed both Outlooks and picture papersyswhich we always pass on so
that some one else may enjoy them too. They se e pictures of the
great welcome to New York soldiers, and it was all very imtetesting and
appealing, especially the thin line of soldiers of the Civil War salusi

the flag of the marching boys of the twenty-seventh. . . .

NOVEMBER 15, 1927
“THE WOMAN WHO RAISED HER HAND,” CHRISTIAN REGISTER
To THE EDITOR:

Through the kindness of Unitarian friends we frequently receive
copies of The Christian Register. I am so impressed by the fair-minded
intelligence and spiritual sympathy of your editorial writing that I am
appealing to you for help in solving a problem in Christian ethics. It
has seemed that in your wide experience you may have known of some
one in a similar situation who found peace of mind and inspiration for
service through a right decision. I will condense the story as much as
seems consistent with clearness.

For almost twenty years we have lived here on our “homestead” in
the heart of old “No Man’s Land.” . . . There is only one religious
organization within reach (as we are fifteen miles from town and any
other church). . . . About twelve or thirteen years ago we joined this
[United Brethren] church, more because we wished to be associated

with Christian people in worship and work for community welfare
than because we had given close attention to the theology of the
church.

With more of the discipline of living, more reading and thinking,
and more listening to the preachers sent to this commuuity, we have
realized the impossibility of believing much that is presented as God’s
truth. I kept trying to persuade myself that the unity of a common

purpose is more important than the unity of a common. belief, or
method of interpretation. Still, we felt dissatisfied. One night in the
carly spring, at prayer- meeting, I told the people of our difficulty and
left it with them as to whether they still wished to retain in member-
ship people with ideas so different from their own.

I spoke especially of four points.
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d believe in the Bible as one revelation of

ul :
I told them that we co . fadon of

’ h. but not a final or even a perfect revelation. Ib .
o ook o in human life

. - histor
should look for truth everywhere, in nature, in history,
and character.

1 told them that . .
torture for all who failed in this so brief }.mman rience (0 4cept ¢

i formula of salvation. To me the life of the spirits vinsoss
certai 0 m . o
d everywhere and always within the care and influence 0

an

. . S
we could not believe in evetlasting purposeles
experience to accept a

Love. '
I told them that salvation seem
forth day by day the spirit of Jesus,
“blood atonement.” . .
> Il?a(:toly and 1 think most shockingly, I spoke of our aif:eptar;((:iefzr
Jesus as tl;e great teacher and leader and example for our lives a
e

now the great compelling principles of his life

me to k :
ﬂ[lc‘li};:c}li?ZZsC%ut it had become impossible for us to think of Jesus as
an .

iehty God. . .
Alm"}gh . h this all seemed entirely contrary to the.lr own behef(si, !
g al board of the church unanimously voted that

¢ membership in the church should be continued. Dottl)btie:(s) 1:: )
(s)}?ould have gone on in that way, expectir;lg r}xlo fr-n.o}rle ;hztu;S i:;rus e
ivi i how forth the faith tha X
triving by our lives to s . ad
anie;yl?t:r occﬁrrence seemed to make that all but an impossible
no

ed to us a matter of life, showing
rather than claiming purification

ata

later meeting the offici

course. S . ducted by the state 3
. | meeting condu X
In April the church held a revm}llanced to read Carl Sandburg’s ;

ver C : |
e eBunkshooter,” you can visualize the type

even to the kicking over of chairs and
.. One night he pictured dramat-{

evangelist. .
address, “To a Contemporary
of man perfectly. It is all thefe,

hrowing around of furniture. . ) ht l
Fhellty i(k)le scgne on the Lusitania (the mistake is his!), when the vessel}
ica

med the iceberg and everybody in the wild confusion was daskzrii
z\i)r:)lut shouting, “What shall I do to be saved?”’¢ . . . I do not mea v
be irreverent by saying that Christianity was

ay of life, but as a cheap form of fire insurance for the world tq]
asaw , ,

o The last night came. The subject was announced: “Hell, Wha

Tt Is. Where It Is. Who Goes There.”
Even if I could write every wo'rd, I
ing tone and manner of presentation,

could scarcely suggest the unlf)
the vulgarity and crude materiag
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ism of the whole thing. The geological location, the names of people
now there (in his opinion, stated without reservation), the vile denun-
ciation of others, the stickiness of melted brimstone, the 7ed (?) flames
of burning sulphur—it was all but intolerable. Presently he thought of
something else, and asked a man on the platform for matches. My
mind flew to “The Bonnie Brier Bush,” and the story of the evangelist
who terrified the litcle children by burning the paper. I thought he
would try something of the sort to impress the boys and gitls, of whom
many were present. But instead he asked in a loud challenging voice
whether there was anyone before him who did not believe in hell. I
raised my hand, just as a matter of common honesty and of standing
by my belief in God as the Spirit of Love pervading the universe.

This apparently infuriated the speaker. He came charging down
from the platform and asked me to hold out my hand. He struck his
match, held it below my hand, and asked if it would burn. Of course
I'said it would. He then applied the flame to my finger and kept ask-
ing, “Does it burn?” “Is it hurting?” And finally, “Do you believe now
that you can burn?” I told him that one’s body can be burned, and he
returned to the platform apparently satisfied that he had proved some-
thing. “Yes,” he said, “one can burn all right. That finger may be blis-
tered now for all T know” (as of course it was).

He went on with increased violence and said that some people
thought they were too smart to believe the Bible, but that the only

people who did not believe in hell were living sinful lives, and were
already far on their way to that destination. He warned the people that
such persons were a menace to the community, and especially that
they should teach their children to scorn and avoid them as those

doing the works of the Devil. With passionate vehemence and violent
| gesticulations, he declared that if he became convinced that there is no
hell, he would “damn God’ and abandon all restraints. He said he

didn’t want to go to Heaven, if the scum of the earth were to be
8 admitted. And so on and on.

Finally, the invitation hymn was given out—“There’s Power in the

Blood.” But sermon, hymn, and the almost frenzied pleadings of both
evangelist and pastor were without effect. At last, when all hope of
tesponse seemed gone, he asked that all who believed he had preached
the truth would march around and shake hands with him as a sign of
their approval. Not all, but nearly all of the congregation responded to
this request with apparent enthusiasm. . . .
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: nor
s May 1, 1927. Since then I have never been to church
e ’ hborhood except a few minutes once at the par-

here in the neig a few mir ¢ the par
o d to one other home by special invitation. Yet our
sonage, an !

1l on the book of the church, and there comes the question of our
still o
future course.

Ought we as a matter
the fear of our possible in
with some Unitarian church? Or ought we to go-0 )
action of the church in approving the ev;ng.flzilstz ueprililght o

i by good will an
live long enough to show by good ' |
%}Of}’;:j t}l:;espirigt of the Lord s, there is liberty?” At fifty years of age
W

that looks like a faint hope.
The problem is complicated by s

of Christian duty to relieve this churchhf)f

d seek even a distant fellowship
b O onght n and disregard the
nciation, and

everal things. . . . In four months,

]]e]]l]e] I]e])as‘()] not« a]ly IIIC]III)C] ()l llle(ll C LESS d O us
ur h haS Cxp ed to u
y ur da]l erous Cllal acter, al € Past()r llad t]:le same
g ’
an doubt as to o Ild tll

i i intment.
¢ for a meeting at a different preaching appointm

e . ect planned last win-

ied through by correspondence a ptoj :
Yet;_” f tck?;rtl)i)ys a;d ggirls——giving Bibles to all who completed a certain
ter fo

Study course. OIl Aul ust 29 we 1nv 1ted thCSC bOy an 1r. he
g > S d g IS alld all t
ty p entation.
eople O tllc communi to come to our }lomc for tlle Ires

Nearly all the church peop

friendliness and appreciation. . . . ]
andglil‘eﬂzsther consideration is perhaps the result of my Scotch an

) [ g:

cial part of it. We have so lictle to give, rarely o U
that we can spare from the plainest living and t
a year, : ;
g1 .
necessities of building up and improving e e e
Are we wrong in giving the greater part of this
S

sends out the type of man I have ed 10 1ep
religion? Or ought we to go on supporting

i ligious effo
the only organized re . ‘ : >
are good people and working with good intentions,

i i isled?
oint of view they are m .
’ There must be some clear way through, but we are perhap

- o
close to discover the prmlclllple ?hfz)lrt' wo;ltciiSion Al e
- ngde ,
help us to a soul-satistyr
you could

gratitude. . . .

le of the immediate neighborhood came,

ly over a hundred dollars in 1
he farm and its operation. }
described to represent the Christian ]

he ground thar it isj

rt within reach, that the people in it}
even if from oury

ake it all plain. . . . And if
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DEc. 19, 1928
DEAR ROSE;

It has been a long time since I have written to you. I do not féel
sure whether I ever thanked you for the beautiful copy of YThe
Haunted Bookshop,”” so delightful both inside and out. If not fet me
do so now Ypost sincerely, for we are more and more aldne and
books——even when we cannot consult them are our friends. Here, too,
I will mention the parcel received recently and put away fbr the great
day. Later I shall try to thank you for it more especially,

1928 has been andther year of trying our wits against the weather

and on the whole beitg quite definitely but not disgracefully out-
played. No two seasons kere are alike. There secths no limit to the
number of combinations.\This year for varietf an unprecedented
amount of rain and snow with severely cold weather through the fall
and early winter has prevented \ys thus far frgfm gathering in and sav-
ing such crops as did survive eaxlier misfértunes. But the unusual
moisture lures us on to hope for a wheat grop in 1929. I have not seen
“Giants of the Earth” and on the whylé should judge our own ven-
tures to be more like those of pygmies/ Rut perhaps I can guess at the
thought through some quotations Eleanyy sent me from Hamsun’s
“Growth of the Soil” which she re4d recently!8

Yes, “The Prairie Years”?—r¢ceived from the Oklahoma Traveling
Library—had seemed wondepful to us too. T wondered how a man
could know and write the ciapter about Nancy Hanks and the wild
apple blossoms. I hope it #ill not be shocking to yqu to know that
quite independently, witlfout outside pressure, we havibecome more
and more Unitarian in dur way of thinking. . . .

It has been a year 4f many changes and much effort. In\the spring
we consented to Elegnor’s trying for a Watkins' Hall scholarsh p which
would give her alf'the privileges of a very fine cooperative residence
hall under the cgntrol of the University of Kansas. She was successful
in gaining the/scholarship, so the summer was full of unaccustomed
plans and préparations. . . .

-+ . W¢'made a tremendous effort and took our first vacation in
Septembgr taking Eleanor to Lawrence by way of the old Ford truck.

It is a yéry pretty place built in the hills and among forests of trees so

- thart ffom the high window of [university] buildings one can scarcely
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ucts. It would require a lot of close accounting to prove which involves
“the greatest loss—whear at 31 cents a bushel, eggs at 7 cents a dozen

(in trade), hens at 8 cents a pound, calves at 3 cents, steers at 2 cents,

or milo, maize and Kafir corn at around 30 cents a hundredweight. Al

In nothing that we can produce here is there at present the slight- A

est chance of any fetirn on our Ebor-Yet we keep on ﬁl&ing——}eally prce
harder than ever. I wonder sometimes whether we are any wiser than Vg\n(} Lo
the ants that William Beebe writes about in one of his books."> He

joined the ends of a marching column, and the ants went milling

around in that circle without sense to stop or break from the line until

they died of complete exhaustion. I’ll have to confess that attimes the .

endless round of our daily durLes;sggmeaningless anL p('jf:’"“jeg }
unprofitable. Just now; all by our two selves, besides trying to plant the d“""c’; ‘
garden and truck patch and prepare for feed crops and summer fal- '
lowing on 240 acres, Will and I are milking 9 cows, caring for 41 head
of cattle, about 100 hens and 240 young chicks, grinding and mixing
our own feeds, and struggling to make a few improvements about the

not even sprouteds

Well, if we are to have
this to the morning mail, I must
can. I think of you a great deal even thoug

glad to have known you and Mr. Alden and all the

wishes to each and all.

akfast in time for Mr. Henderson to get
Take things as lightly as you
not write and am so

ily. Our best

AUGUST 1933
“| ETTERS OF T'WO WOMEN FARMERS 1,” ATLANTIC MONTHLY

MaAy 2, 1932

Y DEAR EVELYN, _
" Last week I caught a glimpse of what must have been the real blue

bird of happiness—a flash of deepest azure brightening the misty

morning on which he appeared among tl.le branches of our l.ocus; trfisf.:
We were more than glad to welcome this messenger of spring, or \
“winter of our discontent”!? has been long and stormy and pell:sls';eris.
Even this past week, when we should have been makm'g sz az ihf,:
the lilac blossoms, which had survive.d t-he March bhzz‘au‘ slan he
April gales, and the rosebuds, just beginning to .show‘thelr 80 orzizv Of
coated with ice and tinkled like glass in the shlftmg winds. n}? En
the week before, four freight cars on our new raitway we.ntd furt af{
along the track for about forty miles, set in motion and carried forw:
solely by the violence of the wind and their own momentum.

These days of furious wind, which we must expect inbthe eacr)lr};
spring, have a nervously exciting effect on both man andl‘ ;asfs. " ]
one of the worst days recently, our little Leghorns fo%lght ike ;len :
from dawn till roosting time, and when I went out in thelnlg t,t :t
usual, to see about the brooder fire, they got up and promptly wen |

it again. N
You ask about farming prospects out here. Well, we are g({J g
. o " Un.

ahead with our spring work, but in a rather hesitating way. |
i i on ;
favorable weather, lack of moisture, and wretched business conditions

i i nd §
have slowed up everything, We cannot afford expensive mistakes, and |

are trying to proceed cautiously, with the least possible outlay. 1?ur
stored wheat from last year’s crop is all we have w depend on to ez[i
things going, except the small returns from dairy and poultry pro {

Py

place. :

This spring we have set out about 300 small trees—Chinese elms,
mulberries, and arbor vitae. Our State Forestry Department is gener-
ous with seedlings for hedge and windbreak planting, and my own
feeling is like the parting advice of Sir Walter Scott’s wicked old laird
of Dumbiedikes in The Heart of Midlothian: “Jock, when ye hae
naething else to do, ye may be aye sticking in a tree; it will be growing,
Jock, when ye're sleeping,”14

Through this most lonely and disheartening of all winters, I have
found my greatest inspiration and encouragement in the blossoming
plants in our windows. . . . Insignificant lictle things these are, I real-
ize; yet they have seemed to reassure me that sunshine and rain, the
laws of life and growth, seedtime and harvest, are in a general way
dependable; that our earthly heritage is still rich in possibilities; and

that most of our troubles ar. ﬂ(Lby—la—»;lman,n.faults,a.!ld_fa.lh_cs_,\aQd__= Hu an

are therefore capable of correction—if only we care enough, and are
brave enough, to demand and to work personally for justice and
mercy.

During the winter we have had several letters from a young friend
engaged in social work in Chicago.!s Tiying as our situation here often
seems, I feel ashamed of my own bitterness when we read of condi-
tions there. She writes of homes “where only oatmeal has been eaten
for days, where a loaf of bread must serve six children for a meal until

wWindbire
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relief comes,” and of schools where “children sit in men’s clothing and
overshoes. . . . They have gone without food until they do not feel

hunger pangs any longer.” ‘
Granting that much of this misery is brought on by personal inef--
ficiency and mismanagement, are not such conditions a challenge to
us all? Some of my friends are uneasy about my interest in the Russian
experiment'—as if Americans had never tried daring adventures! The
Russians may fail, but I see no reason why we should nationally
assume a self-righteous attitude and pour contempt upon them for

having dreamed of a new order under which me ] for the
d for the common good. Someone—TI think it

¢ Harvard—has recently said that the Russians
have equality without liberty, and we have liberty without equality; but
that we might, by the application of intelligence to our own problems,
have a fair measure of both.!7 I believe that.

I judge that hardening of the heart is about as common among
bankers in the East as in the West. They say that they are making no
new loans here except occasionally, in very small sums and for a short
time. The State Banking Commission has been taking care of a part of
our small resources since October, and we cannot even get reply to
o whether the depositors of the closed bank may expect

our inquiry as t
any return whatever.
Our own programme contains not

hing new or original, but is
Jargely an intensification of effort along the lines we have previously

o, followed. Wspend money only when the loss from doin, with-
A3yt the necded supplies would be greater than the loss on the wheat

0
that must be sold to purchase them. Some things,

—der at $20 a ton, seem necessary regardless of the loss. We are try-
ing, so far as possible, to keep things in reasonable repair. We have
bought fencing to protect the yard and garden, and have even squan-
dered a load of wheat on paint. So you see we are not among

much-berated hoarder
for taxes and emergencies. Our own personal “use-what-you-have”

like coal for the

the 1
s—though I wish we had something to hoard

movement had been
_movement
up the hateful phrase, “anti-hoarding.”'® Tt is surprising how many

things temporarily out of use we have been able to fix up and turn to

some account for ourselves or for other people.
And we mean to help where we can—especially to help young

people who might grow disheartened under the stress of existing con- |
s. 1 hope your boys and girls are all doing well in whatever inter- |

dition

going on for a long time before anyone thought |
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ests them, and that somehow we shall all find courage for the task
ahe?d. I often think of Christina Rossetti’s little poem, “Uphill,” anci
begin to realize its truth: —Does the road wind up-hill all th; way?
Yes, to the very end. Will the day’s journey take the whole long d y;
From morn to night, my friend.— B
Our best wishes to you for all of the journey.

My DEAR EVELYN, Jone 10,932
. Y(')u must have been writing to me on the very evening when I was
thmk‘mg especially of you, and wondering whether farming in Mar
land is as different as it is here on the great plains. We had had no raiyr;
fgr weeks. The wind, which had raged all through April, seemed to
rl»lave‘ blown i.tself out, and for several days the breeze hm
tc1>l srlLihe—wmdxm}}-&peﬁwhiduvgi%MThe tanks were
all empty, and my lettuce bed was drying up. So after dark one night
We put a cream can in the back of the old Model T and drove to a s}iﬂ—
low pool in the south pasture to dip up water for the thirsty plants
. The pool is supplied by a deep well, one of the earliest in all ‘the
neighborhood. The people who drilled it “on the lone prairie” have
moved on long ago, but that much of their work remains. The cotton-
vsfoods which they planted about the little pool rustled silkily. A pair of
bllde?rs, disturbed by our adventuring, filled the air with the.ir aEswer—
ing cries. A young moon, with Venus and Jupiter blazing in the west
gave %lght for our undertaking. The lettuce revived, and with later,
watering have provided a welcome addition to our “iron ration.”

Out here we thought the depths of the depression had bee.n 'fz;t.h—
omed some time ago when the sheriff subtracted from the very per-
sonal possessions of one of our neighbors a set of false teeth tli,a}s he
had. bee'n unable to pay for. But we were too sanguine. While we wer
again distracted by lack of wind to pump our water and by a arentle
futl?e but finally successful efforts to recondition a srn};llppasoliny
engine for that work, we received in the mail a length dogcume .
;xplaming why our only intangible possession—a real estZte bond flcz
$1000-—had become valuable principally as i ing
It appeared that the only hope of ans ulZimaies cr)s:rir;:i:?ady ai nwta] 1r[nglinn g.
pygthebond'tdw whose autocratic powelrs would mak
Mussolini ashamed of himself. The committee seemed to have ie
mind some plan of reorganization incapable of completion unalo-rigL

after we shall have ceased to care about bonds or anything else

chk

e
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The same week another disaster overtookus. One day when the
men were busy in the fields, a terrifying cloud came rolling up from
_the south. Though I tried hamﬂmﬂ:

not realizing their danger, and were almost

ter, they turned away,
instantly beaten to earth by the vicious pelting of hail which burst

from the angry-looking cloud. I stayed out through all of it—and how
stingl—picking up the helpless chicks. Most of
ths, but

those hailstones did
them T was able to revive by wrapping them up in warm clo

several were beyond help.
I was so occupied with trying to save the chickens that the storm

Mﬁg{ﬁj@_@_&gardcn,_tr.uck.patch,_andﬂmt
in. Although stubs and

fields were all inyolved in one common ruin
<tems remained almost everything above the ground except the
screened-over lettuce and tomato plants was cither destroyed or so seri-
ously damaged as to give little hope of recovery. What to do? We
hardly know, but, as the saying goes, we have the bear by the tail and
it looks like a poor time to let go. I have replanted some of the
quicker-growing seeds and hoed the entire garden to give all possible
encouragement to the scattered, broken plants that remain. Fortunately,

our cantaloupes and Mississippi peanuts were just coming up, and
h his field work, and

most of them escaped injury. Wil is going on wit
expects to finish his milo and maize planting and to replant the
Mexican and Tepary beans to-day.

As for our wheat, it was poor at best, but we hoped for a little feed
for the cattle and poultry from what the cutworms had left. No farmer
can feel any enthusiasm over ploughing out a third of his cotton or
rvest a large share of his wheat, particularly when
hrough no fault of their

secing a hailstorm ha
he knows that people are ragged and hungry t

oW
But of all our losses in recent years the most distressing is the loss

LosS

0 & (icgs’eff;rggggt. How can we feel that our work here has any dignity

sel&- oY or importance when the world places so low a value on the products

Spe . . .
ey of our toil? We are humiliated every time we have to dole out another

load of wheat at a price below production costs, but we must do it to |
meet our current expenses. We did stop selling cream and dairy prod- {

ucts when prices fell, but we may yet look back to the good old days

when butter fat was worth 9 cents a pound.

By sacrificing the small reserves vleﬂil_ggjﬁleld against the days of }

B N1 w\pﬂcdrought or disaster, we have succeeded so far in keepi ; b 4
‘ )(@\Oi basis. We have disconnected the telephone, our only insurance in case 4

-—
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of acc1de.nt or emergency;? stopped the daily paper; postponed ou
annual gift to the Grenfell Mission until wheat reaches 5o cents, if ii
ever does again; made hand towels out of the cement sacks WhiCi’l are
no longer returnable; substituted cheap lye for washing powder, so quwete
that my hands are rough and uncomfortable from week to week; al;an— v
don.ed regretfully our emergency shelf in the cupboard ’If th
President were to drop in for dinner some day, he would ha\}e to eai
wheat porridge or beans or potatoes or cheese or eggs along with th
rest of us, unless there were time to prepare a worthless chic%(en )

I am sure you are quite right about the seriousness of the trans- L acl

€ trans- L2

portation problem. It affects to our disadvantage the price of every- ive hspov).
— . £ qh\Dlr

w In the April number of the Nation’s Businessa ~A\S5eek
s.taff writer refers to the price of wheat as “around 70 cents.” At th priees ’
time the price here was hovering around 30 cents. The differe.nce of az
cents a bushel must have gone into transportation and handling ¢ .
with possibly a margin for gamblers’ gains. B

Yzolu ask about government appropriations for fighting grasshop-
lpers. We have heard nothing about it here. As yet, insects have been
WW@J%W& severe winter. But
if our crops were threatened by grasshoppers, I Feel feasonably sure that
we should have to provide our own poison, together VZith braz
lemons, and molasses, mix the loathsome mess, and scatter it bro d,
cast over the fields at nightfall just as we did during the early sum e
of 1918. Government action in such emergencies ought to bg’ the mmer
economical and effective way to meet the situation. . . . I don’t knzzs

of anything more i ence, the lack of which is so fre- L_!#Z
oss

quently deplored by our leaders, than the knowledge that government, 25 a4
nhdey, ce

. «
e e, pesl oo el isbng
But. confidence may be sacrificed in other ways, too. Last November
we received an appeal signed by our county agent and the chairman of
our county advisory committee. It was headed, “Wheat Donation f
Red Cross,” and went on to explain that the American Red Cro ho;
asked our state “to donate 25 carloads of wheat for relief work flsl t;
Northern states where crop failures had been all but complete.” The
let‘ter stated that railroads and mills had agreed to transporlt) énd- make
this wheat into flour free of any charge. The farmers of our coun ;
were urged to give whatever wheat they felt they could spare for thti}s,

purpose—“to aid farmers who, b
must have help.” 0, because of drought and grasshoppers,
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The day before Thanksgiving was appointed for collection. It was

a bitter day, and we had a desperate timé getting the old truck started.
At last, however, we got the wheat loaded, hauled it to the elevator,
and were given a pink receipt marked “MEMWC
warmed ourselves with the thought that a little of our concentrated
Southwestern sunshine would be going North where it was needed for
the cold winter. .

We heard nothing more of the project until late in February. The
county agent was here one day, and we asked him about the success of
the appeal. He scemed chagrined to have to tell us that we had all been
let down together. After the wheat was collected—there were some-
thing like 1,200 bushels—the railroads refused to move it, and the
nearest general division of the Red Cross could furnish no funds for
transportation. There was nothing to do but sell the wheat, and either
to turn the proceeds into the general treasury of the Red Cross with-
out assurance that it would ever reach the people for whom it was
intended, or to hold the money—about $400—until somebody could
decide which community stood in the greatest need of it. The second
course was chosen, and in February, with the wintet nearly over, the
money was still on deposit in a bank at the county seat. Though it was
later turned over to Red Cross officials in South Dakota, the plan pro-
posed in the original appeal was not carried out, and the intrinsic
value of the donated wheat would have been far greater in flour and
feed than the small sum received for it at the low market price. . . .

The sun is getting low. It's chicken time and cow time and supper
time and time for the tractor man to come home from his hot, dusty
work. Would you like to know what has been running in my mind to-
day? Two lines from Shelley, the lover of all beauty: “Ay, many flower-
ing islands lie In the waters of wide Agony.”?* Perhaps you wonder
whether, amid all our futile efforts and disappointments, we do find
any flowering islands, any place of rest and refreshment for continuing
the struggle. Yes, we do. ‘

I wish you could have been with us one day when we had to make
a trip to town to see about repairing the tractor. You would have
noticed the blue lakes of the mirage as they appeated and faded in the i
road ahead, and you might have thought that our hopes for the future
were quite as i nsubstantial. But you would have taken pleasure, as We .
did, in the fields of golden coreopsis, in the banks of salmon-colored

mallow, in the mats of vivid purple verbena, in scattered plants here
and there of white and lilac beard tongue, and in several varieties of

evening primrose—lemon yellow, pink, and white. . . .
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Yes, we find respite in many simple things like these. Of those

g ()Wellllg lslands € C]l I us must I l]ll]lk I)C IIlS own
reen and fl , ca (o) S S
b >
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JUNE 21, 1932

credit s
o much as We need some reasonable ratio of exchange between

our far i ;
ou m pﬁoduc'ts anq the things we must buy. At present, the propor-
i ns a;e ah z;.ga;nst us:\sixteen dozen eggs for a pair of overalls, more
an a bushel of wheat foxa wick fc i ’
or the oil stove, two pound
nds of but-
ter fioz a small felt washer fox the tractor, and so on indefinitely.
on ' i .
o Ic))t know how or when a fairer system of exchange can be
ught about. A professor of sqciology at one of our Western state
ur;iversmes says that it will take teh thousand years to secure any gen
eral acceptance of the idea i .
ol acceprane . that the good of each is dependent on the
good of all. It’s a long time to wait. .
Out i g
o here on the plains we are hedged\about with such difficulties
ave never before known. We cannot $ee our way ahead, but still
o

lgindfolded, with a broken lyre. That is a symbolof our state of mind
Caﬁ‘r“l;opes may prove t(: be what your neighbor, Wr. Cabell, woulci
endeav);r;amlc illusions,” yet they serve to spur us ®n to continued
fUI-l%Vf:v; specific things hav? tended, of late, to make us'nore cheer-
: ave once more paid our taxes, and were grateft] to find
instead of the expected increase, a decrease of about 40 per cen, Th J
has been wide-spread indignation throughout the Weft ov::n e
mental waste and official laziness, and apparently it has hraflos Sroe
fiffect. In our county a citizens’ petition recently brought about a(;a y
ing of $12,000 in the allowance for deputies, and some of the candi

dates for office are promising, if elected, to do their work themle[Ile:

Taxpayers’ lea h
gues have sprung up all
be getting results. g up all over the state, and they seem to

t - . . . |
he shoe pinchedus in the same place it pinches you. We do not need ' delot

Hope.

we hope. Doubtless you remember the artist\conception of Hope Guste)
— Cano
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i ife- i in.
Even more cheering than our tax receipt was the life-restoring ra

) ,MW%WWYS
s‘;)r_x o On this, the longest day of the y(.:ar, many of z‘hei fnciebee::l “
are st bare and brown. For days two hnes.of Masetie a it
-m}’ mind~Let me have wisdom, Beauty, \ngdom and pa;smn'/, e
to the soul, tain when the summers parch. @@% e
at last, sently and graciously, and it seemed as if the carth bre 3
o he buffalo grass has now started in t.h(? pastures;
id flowers, starred all over with brilliant, rose-
e trumpet vine is trumpeting, and even the
hail, has recovered more than at first

great sigh of relicf.
T T
the yard is gay with
colored cactus blossoms;
garden, so badly damaged b
seemed possible. .
Our daughter Eleanor has ju
where she has been combining t

come home from the University
he\work of a student with that of

a laboratory assistant. She tells of a plan that was carrledrl ;):l:j r;llt
Commencement time. On the south slope 0 th.c campzsi)ovel o 0%
a broad valley, lies a plot of ground neve.r yet disturbed by p o Igtwas
spade, green and flowering with the coming of each new s:}l);u;fs.es e
beautiful again this year with spiderwort and poppy Wi Joses e
geraniums, dotted about among the tall grasses. A“gr(;l 0. pe old’
alumnae arranged for the dedication of this spo:c as .T e Prajrie e ,h
and marked it with a tablet set ina block of native limestone. ig_
in its untouched natural beaut

ifficult problems called for resoluxe

the years to come that acre will reta
a reminder of pioneer days, whose d
action like those of our own time. . . .

Jury 19, 1932

EAR EVELYN, o .
" IDam sure you know enough about the uncertainties of farming no(;
to have been unduly elated over my last more hopeful letter. It ha

hardly been mailed before trouble began.

using

have not had
o Me ¥ Ned and Star, Since we bought our tractor they

much to do, but Will has always said that the horses made for us the |

i i e in
little we have, and that they were welcome to live out their old ag

i i i ks. They
, hel us now and then in the lighter tasks. 1T '
P b foras riend said they see

ght when he

enough for a weel

i ing Star
turned them into the pasture Sunday evenlgg,l\/[cmdl/ﬂ__rgo_rg,g.‘I_

lay there dead.

g

i es b
One of our neighbors was trying to cut down tractor ex eilst 7
horses to cultivate his crop. He lacked one team, so we 1€

worked Well .
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Some people say that animals do not suffer keenly and have no
dread of death. I hope it is so, and certainly I am glad for gentle, faith-
ful Star that there can be for her no more sweat and dust and tugging
at loads the importance of which she could not understand. But horses
hate to leave their homes; they know their friends; and I suppose it
will always hurt me to think that perhaps Star wondered why we did-
n't come in her hour of need. I am afraid she will always seem a sacri-
fice to the demands of this cruel time.

How we should welcome a small part of your surplus rain! We
have had none in a month. The extreme heat and almost constant
hjgh_vv@_ﬂlmaﬁ_ﬂgy@aﬁsfying return from the gar-
den. The potatoes were set back seriously by the early hail, and,
though the vines grew out, they are now dying down, with little pota-
toes like marbles half cooked in the parched ground. Canada field
peas, which we hoped would provide a late crop after the eatlier peas
were gone, blossomed fully, but, like the tomatoes, were blighted by
the withering winds. Cowpeas and peanuts are standing the heat the
best of anything, and, along with the field crops, 7ay hold out until
rain comes. No one knows. The cattle still have sufficient pasturage on

He ach

V\;;)l:\é

the weeds and grasses among the ruined wheat, but the prairie grass is

brown again and crackles under one’s feet.
This has been another long day of wild wind and blistering heat.

Tonight I am quite alone—a mile and a half from anybody. The wind
has gone down and the quietness makes me think of Will’s memories
of his old cowboy days, of silences out on the open plains so intense
that one’s ears would ache with listening.

Will and Eleanor, with a neighbor’s boy to help them, have gone
with truck, car, tractor, combine, and oil wagon to harvest a half sec-
tion of wheat for some people out in the adjoining county, seventeen
miles from home. Money is scarcer than ever with us, and they are
taking their pay in wheat at three bushels for the acre. Whether they
will make anything to compensate for their exhausting effort and for

the expense and depreciation of the machinery depends on the future
wheat market.

The wheat yield is disheartening all through this part of the coun- \E\‘/"] ok
try; there is hardly one stalk where thiee or four prew last year, The
try; there is hard

man for whom our folks are harvesting counted on about twelve
bushels to the acre and is getting less than five. It puzzles everyone to
know how to manage these poor crops. They will not pay handling
expenses. . . . Many fields will not be cut at all. On three sides of our

hewe st
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own home farm are 330 acres left for the birds——potentiall}.r son;lethmg
Jike a thousand sacks of flour poured out on the ground in a hungry
!
wori’tople still toil amazingly and make a conscious effort to keef
cheerful. But it scems to me that the effort grows more apparen :
Behind the characteristic American nonche‘llance one detectsi(a gro:ll
ing anxiety, especially about the coming winter. Peopl.e s,pea‘l.ope -1 tz;
of their dread of cold weather. I am told by a man who is familiar l\lavt :
neighborhood conditions that many farmers once regarded as we (—:io
do will not be able to put in another crop on their own resources. ; t)j
folk talk lightly of the obvious remedy. “Let tl:e farmers stop Emthl;:
ing if they can market their stuff only ata ’lo'ss, they say..B.ut I ed ang
is not as simple as that. When all of one’s investment is in ;m anc
equipment for working it, there is nothing else to depen.d on for a;{nc,l
repairs, the upkeep of buildings and fences, and the maintenance
i family.

edu;atioit ?sfljsclcss Zo tackle that problem tonight. It is alreadlr}lf,latei
and day comes soon. Tomorrow T must care for the new short orn
found this evening when I went for the cows; look over the c\{Vlnte.r—
squash vines for bugs; go around a mile arlld a half of fence an pcllltt }111;
missing staples; finish hoeing and working the ground ;ro%;h be
small trees which we are trying to save t}%rot,l,gh the drought. Why
people speak of “the monotony of farm life?

.SEPTEMBER 17, 1932

My DEAR EVELYN, '
You and your responsibilities have been much in my thoughts as

us, in maturing seeds, in
the season’s work draws to a close. All about us, g

ers and goldenrod and yellowing Jeaves, in some indefinable, lin-

ast ! ]
the sunlight, we see reminders that “the

gering, caressing quality in
harvest is past, the summer 1 :
m Judging by any standards that the world would

recognize, we should have been further ahead if we could have spent

the year in sleep.

The harvesting away from home was at last completed. Of the |

irs and
wheat received in payment we sold several loads to cover repairs an

other expenses, and we have left 400 bushels, worth to-day 33 cents.
Will and I gleaned by ourselves the small amount of wheat that was
ur own harvest by the hailstorm and the cutworms. From

spared for o

the hundred-acre field which yielded 1800 bushels last year we salvaged |

about 215 bushels, most of it of poor qualitﬂ

is ended.”?* And we, like you, hav itile. !
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Lest you think that we are the sole darlings of misfortune, I might
mention the neighboring farmer who sold his crop from 75 acres at 30
cents and had $12 left above combining expenses to pay for his seed,
for the use of his land, for the labor of preparing the ground, drilling
the wheat, marketing the crop, and for board for the combine hands;
or another neighbor who sold $49 worth of wheat from 250 acres and
owed one fourth of it for rent., Sadder still, I might tell of the man
who kept on persistently trying to raise wheat before anyone else here
thought it practicable. He did at last succeed in showing that over a
series of years wheat is probably our most dependable crop. But trou-
bles in his family, some years of short crops, and the low prices of the
past three seasons have broken him. He has lost his 960 acres of land
and most of his stock. He is now trying desperately, and I think with-
out much chance of success, to get a government loan to buy back a
few of his cattle and start all over again—old, half-blind, almost bare-
handed—in a Texas valley, where, as he told us, he hopes to avoid the
mistakes he has made here.

The rain for which we were hoping so eagerly when I wrote last -

has never come. Indeed, we have had no effective moisture since carly
in June. One good rain during the summer would have given us at ‘i
least roughage for our stock. As it is, the sowed cane and Sudan grass
died down when it was six inches high, and our crops of maize and
Kafir corn are little better—hardly a start on what we shall require for
winter feed. I really do not know what we shall do. ﬁir choice seems
to lie between sacrificing the cattle at the ruinous prices now prevail- T1ow)
ing—we recently sold five well-grown young steers for $122.50—or gq& ’

trying in some as yet unthought-of way to get roughage for them k}:{}@
through the Winteg

The situation throughout the country is much more serious, I
believe, than many people suppose. Think of the loss of homes, the
decrease in land values, the idle shops and idle men, the closed banks,
delinquent taxes, rents hopelessly overdue, children deprived of school
privileges, thousands of young men and women roaming over the tan Je re i
country freed from the normal restraints-oforderlysoeial-conditions. |
A neighbor recently told us that he had counted eighty-five such wan-
derers on one freight train in northern Texas. Just a few days ago I |
talked with a merchant who was elated because, as he said, even the !
most destitute folk in St. Louis are making no complaints about their “
condition. He regarded this as a hopeful sign, but it seems to me a sign

of lethargy unworthy of a people with the history and traditions of [
America behind them. |
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I, too, have been interested in the farmers’ movement in lowa,
both for its own sake and because it centers around the vicinity of my
girlhood home.?* In these days, when canned fruits and vegetables and
condensed milk and supplies of all sorts can so easily be transported,
if not in one way, then in several others, the farmers’ holiday plan, if I
understand it, seems doomed to failure as a practical measure for
securing any widespread or permanent increase in prices. It may have
some value in directing attention to the crisis in the farming situation
in general.

@ there are any definite reasons for farmers to be hopeful, they
would seem to lie in their habitual capacity for keeping at work in
spite of failure and loss, their lifelong training in facing hard facts,
their comparative adaptability, and their opportunities under normal
conditions to produce at least a great part of their own necessities of
life. These are all characteristics favorable to surviv:agAt best, however,
agricultural recovery must, I think, be slow, variable in rate and
method, “here a little, there a litle,” depending largely on individual
planning and initiative to meet local conditions. Permanent gains will
require an awakened spirit of fair play, passion for the common wel-
fare, sympathy and cooperation, both among farmers themselves and
among the American people as a whole. In creating and expressing this
spirit, everyone, whether of town or country, may have a share.

As for us, you must not feel unduly anxious. We have traveled
rough roads before. Many cherished plans have failed[E)t only radio

Ca\w\@{\\\’\"9 and telephone, but running water in the house, furnace heat, modern

foory*
lowoy”

We  lighting and refrigeration, have all passed beyond our dreamh@Even

the three-cent postage is a burden. Obviously the national budget had
0 be balanced, but I could use the new stamps more cheerfully if they
would print on each the old Scotch proverb, “Willful waste makes
woeful want.’| Estimates at our state school of agriculture show that it
ook ten times as much wheat to pay the 1931 taxes as it did to pay the

average tax in the years between 1916 and Igglehe road ahead seems |

blocked. All sense of security for our old age has vanished. But we

have not given up.

(Tn some way—1I hardly see how myself—we have managed to keep
out of debt.]We can still eat home-ground wheat cereal. The spring |
pullets are beginning to lay and the fall calves to arrive. We plan to

gather driftwood from the distant river and “cow chips” from our pas-
tures to help out on the winter’s fuel supply. We take courage from
thinking that, while we rarely have two good scasons together here, we
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have never had i i .
ad two as dis is in di i
Jave never ha . heartening as this in direct succession. I
! at the experiences of the past two years have made us some-
w a}wlt more sensitive to “the still, sad music of humanity.”2® Above all
w . . . . ) ’
¢ have shining memories to brighten gloomy days, and friendships
beyond our deserving,

- Perhaps, in what many people would count ignoble poverty, we are

rich after all.

DEAR ROSE: DEc. 12, 1932

I have just been re-reading your letter a joyi i
glimpses of your home, of old ?ri)e’nds, and of r;i;n;?z;?}glaigall)n o
delightful fortnight last summer in Vermont. . . . e

A few days after your letter came The Good Farth.?” Will got
st‘arted on it first and became so absorbed in it that coul'd hardl get
him away from it at all until he was through. And when I be an it
myself, I could understand his feeling.[Iiis rarely that one finds i pet-

f;)n ;l.)le to understand and sympathize with the primitive feeling of Moth
inship with the earth—our common mother. Still more rarely can [«fo y(i:,\
Cav.

such.a person express that feeling so that other people may realize and
possibly share it. We are both near enough to pagans to have a good
deal (.>f that instinctive love for the earth. I think that has had mu{cjrl(;(io
do with our continuing the long struggle he@So the book had for
both of us a strong appeal and we appreciate deeply the generous gift.
Incheeltli, (it se;ems l:1ilmost too generous in these difficult days.
ad to laugh when I came to your questi ndi

for President. I told Will then wha}; I hagin’t azrrln:iltbt(e)ztbtehfz:: n—dlt(l:rilztte;
had l?een sure my sin would find me out. In other words, I di’dn’t vote
w& Of what seemed to me two evils, I
.chos? neither. I have never questioned Hoover’s personal integri ,
idealism, but I felt as I imagine you did that he was tied in witi a%:j
bunch, and practically committed to policies which in my judgment
are lajrgely responsible for the status quo. . . . So when the l;emgocr .
n‘ommated Roosevelt who seems to me quite inadequate for the o
tion, I decided to vote for Norman Thomas, who seemed to me IiOSI'
free than either of the others to work for ‘2 new deal” all around \()J(r/e
have been through too much to be alarmed or charmed b I.nerz
words. I am not crazy about normalcy which we are begimi’ing to
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understand now has always meant misery for millions. Nor am I afraid
of the name socialism. Most of the more progressive legislation of
recent years, looking toward fairer conditions for all has at some time
been called socialistic. I was so certain that I should vote in protest
against both the old parties that when we reached the polling place
and learned . . . an “outrageous decision of the Oklahoma Supreme
Court” would make it impossible to vote for Thomas, I decided to let
the people who thought they knew what was best decide the election.
Evidently there were a lot of them, and/I can only hope Roosevelt may
do much better than I believe he is capable of doing. /

It has been a tough year for us with cut worms, hail, drought and
short crops, losses of small savings and investments and always the
problem of trying to adjust expenses to the incredibly low prices that
have prevailed through the entire year. Yet as we compare even our
modest and often very pinching comfort with the boys—and girls,
too—roaming over the country in freight cars, with the man and
woman Eleanor saw on Thanksgiving Day footing it along the high-
way, dragging a little wagon and two small children, or with people
here in our own community destitute of the simplest things such as
sheets, night clothing, clothes pins—or even a can-openerl—we think
we ought not to complain. ¥ are trying to put our socialism into
practice by helping where we can, and there is of course, no end to the

h d“v\\'\ﬁ bitter need. ]

hers

A peculiarly distressing case recently has taken time and effort and
much thought. We spent Thanksgiving Day trying to help in a sorely
afflicted family. Five of the children were down at once with typhoid
fever in a family who had already lost their stock, truck, car, tracto,
and some say their farm. One boy had already died and two girls

since, with two young men still very low. We haven’t heard from them
for a day or two now. And such utter lack of every thing to make life
decent or endurable, I hope you have never seen. One feels quite help-
less in the face of such misery. The neighborhood and county are hav-
ing to bear the entire expense for they haven’t a thing left from
comparative prosperity. Just an instance of the sort of thing that has
been happening all over, I suppose. It wouldn't be fair to blame the
Lord or the government for all of it, because anyone could see that
there had been poor management. But the question now is, what is
going to become of such people. Personally, I can't see any way out for
them. The new comforter I am making them for Christmas is but a

feeble gesture. . . .

a season Of severe storms an
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If you see the Atlantic you may after a time hear a little more of
our year’s endeavors. I am not at all satisfied with the project which
was not of my own seeking. I feel rather apologetic about it. A lady in
‘Maryland, who has had a much wider experience than I both in li\in
and farming, was interested in our little harvest story last year. I wrotg
a.friendly letter. This spring, being in pretty desperate sha 'e finan-
cially, she proposed a joint effort—a series of letters tellingpthe “low
down of present farming conditions,” which the editor of the Country
Genteman had promised to consider. I wasn't very strong for it and
felt that it would not be accepted, but hated to refuse to make the
attempt, The Country Gentleman politely returned the stuff, I think
a mxlc.i expression of my own of interest in the outcome of the.Russian
experiment—helped to settle our hash. Without even consulting me
Mrs. Harris submitted the same material to The Atlantic whog ro-
f.essed interest in the scheme. They wished us to write a ma:ss of mite-
rial from which they might make selection, editing in continuous
form, though keeping the letter framework. . . .

I have \fvritten wearisomely I fear, waiting fo&ill to return from
a belated trip to the south farm to shut off the wind mill there, for fear
of damage from a threatened stor:n;l We have had unusuall’ severe
i@@____erlately Yesterday after I had had the fire burning for SOI):IC time
in the kitchen the thermometer stood at only 10 degrees above zero!

Our. thanks and best wishes for a restful vacation and a good
Christmas.

Dkc. 19, 1932

if I do it at all. We have just passed through

oI TWO Of
—except what we

could melt from snow or ice. Two new roan sisters haye appeared at

the barn in the midst of these bad weather conditions, a ou may
be shocked but we had to let one of them stay on a pile of sacksin.the

kitchen through her first night. It was too severely cold to risk her out
at the barn.




\
Caroline and Will at the time of their wedding in 1908. (Grandstaff | |
Collection) )

Caroline Boa and her sister, Susan, ca. 1885. (Grandstaff Collection)




Caroline (right) and her sister, Susan, ca. 1936. This photograph

may have accompanied an article about Caroline in the Wichita

Eagle. (Grandstaff Collection)

Will and Caroline at a
community gathering
honoring “old settlers,”
1964. (Author’s collec-
tion, courtesy of Mr.

and Mrs. Lee Johnson)

. (Grandstaff Collection)

Will and Eleanor
outside their home,
ca. 1911. Note the
addition to the
home. (Grandstaff

Collection)




Children gathering at Center school, where Caroline first taught,
ca. 1914. (Grandstaff Collection)

Caroline and
Will, July
1958. (Jaffe
Collection,
Western
History Col-
lection, Uni-
versity of
Oklahoma
Libraries)

Henderson homestead covered by snow, ca. 1911. (Grandstaff

Collection)

Caroline with one
of her pets, ca.
1930. (Grandstaff
Collection)




The Henderson home, ca. 1930. (Grandstaff Collection)

Will Henderson, ﬁrobably at right, designed and supe.rvised the
construction of the barn, ca. 1925. (Grandstaff Collection)

Buildings and equipment covered by an Oklahoma dust storm,

September 8, 1937. (Minneapolis Public Library Collection,
Archives and Manuscripts Division,

Abandoned farmstead, Texas County, Oklahoma, 1937. (USDA,

Soil Conservation Service, Archives and Manuscripts Division,

Oklahoma Historical Society, Norman, Oklahoma)

Oklahoma Historical Society)

i




A Panhandle orchard covered by drifting c!ust and'sanc.l, cal.f 1936.
(FSA Collection, Western History Collection, University o

Oklahoma Libraries, Norman, Oklahoma)

Eleanor sits in a
cart as Will har-
vests broomcorn,
1911, (Grandstaff
Collection)

Drifting dust and sand reached the barn roof on a western Okla-
homa farm, April 1935. (World Wide Photos, Inc., Minnesota
Public Library Collection, Archives and Manuscripts Division,
Oklahoma Historical Society)

Dust storm approaching Hooker, Oklahoma, June 4, 1937.
(Photograph by G. L. Risen, Haskell Pruett Collection, Archives
and Manuscripts Division, Oklahoma Historical Society)




Residents of Guymon, Oklahoma, watch as “roller” nears, -1937}
(Maupin Collection, Western History Collection, University of -

Oklahoma Libraries)

Dust storm approaching Knowles, Oklahoma, 1935. (Morris

- some of the most vivid descriptions of the dust storms a

Collection, Western History Collection, University of Oklahoma
Libraries) :

Chapter 4

Dust to Eat, 1935-1937

y 1932, Caxoline claimed she had lost her self-respect. The

conditions she faced during the next six years com ounded

her woes and broukht her to a new degree of despair, from which
she would never full\recover. By 1938, her dream of building a life

that fulfilled the Jeffersonian vision had vanished. During these
years, when the Hendeisons experienced the horrors of raging
dust storms and summer\temperatures as high as 120 d
their farm produced no significant crops. In 1938, they were still
saving seed for their next plantig, cating boiled wheat cereal, and
feeding their remaining livestock from what they saved from the
harvest of 1931.

This chapter consists largely of\Caroline Henderson’s pub-
lished writing through the dust bowhyears. These accounts are
complemented by those she wrote to Rose Alden and another let-
ter, entitled “Dust to Eat,” dated April 193%. That letter was even-
tually sent to Secretary of Agriculture H ty A. Wallace, but
Caroline may have first submitted it to the Atlantic Monthly,
which published two more of her articles in 1936 and 1937. The
first of these, “Letters from the Dust Bowl,” retained the format
that she had employed in her joint effort with elyn Harris,
complete with the salutations to “Dear Evelyn.” In this instance,
however, the magazine did not print any accompanyi
from Harris, and it is not clear whether any had actua
submitted.

Both “Dust to Eat” and “Letters from the Dust Bowl” contain

accompanying devastation ever published. Caroline’s talent justi-
fied the praise a Wichita writer afforded her in 1936 as a “noted

woman writer . . . recognized as one ion’s b CEip-—

tive artists with the English language.”! Her publications from

i s 120 degrees
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Jury 26, 1935
‘DusT TO EAT,” TO HENRY A. WALLACE, SECRETARY OF AGRICULTURE

Who has given to me this sweet
And given my brother dust to eas?
And when will bis wagé come in?®

For twenty-seven years this little spot on the vast expanses o(’if
thc. .rc;at plains has been the center of all our thought and }{ope ;nh
effo?t And marvelous are the changes that we have seen and in whic

h articipated. ' .
" '1?}‘1: Elmostpunbroken buffalo grass sod has given way to culm;:ted
fields. The small rude huts or dugouts of the eladrly <.ilay; ha\;e oe;r;
- The old trails have bec

d by reasonably comfortable homes. . ' .

::ftizcgradzd highways. Railways have been built, reducmg 01}1;1];)[;'1:{
i i fifteen and later to two and a half. Little
to market from thirty miles to e
i ive homes, trees, flowers, schools,
towns have sprung up with attractive chools
i biles and trucks, tractors an
hurches, and hospitals. Automo com-
fnr?ers have revolutionized methods of farm work and mlanner of lcllvzgd
alone produ
derful crop of 1926 when our country
’Ilz)hzo‘c’)w:;o bushels of wheaE—more, it was said, than any (;)the.r cque?i
ca in ibilities of our productive soi
in the world—revealed the possi
?ﬁlezer modern methods of farming. I can shut my eyeli a:lld feel yet :)l:ler
i fulness when we looked out over
h of an almost painful thankfu  whe ' at over
E::lds that summer and watched our ripening grain bending, rlsllng,
bending again in golden waves swept on intermlflably by the restless
wind. It seemed as if at last our dreams were coming true. d . ol
&;:t now our daily physical torture, confusion of mind, %rah u
wearing down of courage, seem to make that long continued hope
look lilfe a vanishing dreangFor we are in the worst of the dus,t, ftorrri
area where William Vaughn Moody's expression, (}ilust.to ea; :?tzr
intended, but the phrasing ot a bt
erely a figure of speech as he intended, .
i:alit;, incrgeasing in seriousness with each passing day. Any attempt to

y 1
1l est the VJ()]CII 1 C()nlfof s¢ Sto S IS lk (0] b
S gg S h t d S t Of tlle e storms I l el 1 e vain

except to those who have already expene.nced them. e vind.
{ There are days when for hours at a time we cannot see

mill fifty feet from the kitchen door. There are days when for briefer

ingui i id wall
periods one cannot distinguish the windows from the sol

because of the solid blackness of the raging storm. Only in some
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Inferno-like dream could any one visualize the terrifying lurid red light
overspreading the sky when portions of Texas are “on the air.” This
wind-driven dust, fine as the finest flour, penetrates wherever air can go.
' Efter one such storm, I scraped up a dustpanful of this pulverized e
soil in the first preliminary cleaning of the bathtu@lt is a daily task to ?
unload the leaves of the geraniums and other house plants, borne
down by the weight of the dust settled upon them, and to excavate the
crocuses and violets and other little growing things that we have cher-
ished out of doors. A friend writes of attending a dinner where “the
guests were given wet towels to spread over their faces so they could
breathe.” At the little country store of our neighborhood after one of
the worst of these storms, the candies in the show case all looked alike %
and equally brown. . .@ust to eat,” and dust to breathe and dust to 4p0ke
drinaljDust in the beds and in the flour bin, on dishes and walls and ?CLV\; \,3
windows, in hair and eyes and ears and teeth and throats, to say noth-
ing of the heaped up accumulation on floors and window sills after
one of the bad days.
Yet these personal inconveniences are of slight moment as com-
pared with the larger effects of the persistent drought and wind ero-
sion. The year 1929 brought a good wheat crop and we bought and
paid for a small tractor and combine. In 1930 our harvest was cut short
by hail. In 1931 we again raised a good crop of wheat and sufficient
forage for our stock, but the ruinous prices and heavy expenses left lit-
tle or nothing in return for our labors] Since 1931 the record has been Ne
one of practically unbroken drought resulting in complete exhaustion <Y
of subsoil moisture, the stripping of our fields of all protective cover- 57\;633
ing and the progressive pulverization of the surface soil—an effective
combination to produce exactly the results from which we are now
suffering:.]fm limited respect we realize that some farmers have Farmme,
themselves contributed to this reaping of the whirlwind, Under the L. ">

—— . - —. bime )
sumulus ot war time prices and the humanizing of agriculture through Lyeuy 5
the use of tractors and improved machinery, large areas of buffalo grass ™ meh?

and blue-stem pasture lands were broken out for wheat raising. The

reduction in the proportionate area of permanent grazing grounds has

helped to intensify the serious effect of the long drought and violent
winds. :

Now we are facing a fourth year of failure. There can be no wheat
for us in 1935 in spite of all our careful and expensive work in prepar-
ing ground, sowing and resowing our allotted acreage. Native grass
pastures are permanently damaged, in many cases hopelessly ruined,
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smothered under by drifted sand. Fences are buried unqer bal.lks 01;
thistles and hard packed earth or undermined by the eroding a.ctlons(;-
the wind and lying flat on the ground. Less tr‘avel'ed roads ag 1ri11pads
able, covered deep under sand or the\ﬁner sdt—hk.e loam'. rc arar;
groves and hedge-rows cultivated for many years with pa}t:ent c?rerace
dead or dying. The black locusts which once gave some(t.1 ing o gmau
and distinction to our own little corner are now turned 11ntc()1 as n
pile of fenceposts while the carefully gathered brush has helped to
°ur¥}1::)t§srai§s' .of acres of carefully and expensively tilled Sﬁll SILOZ
only the drill marks in the hard subsoil to prove that t'he W egth; ¢
been sown.[Over much of this area the wind and eroding sac;l e
obliterated even the traces of cultivatﬂPast‘ures have change bto i
ren wastes and dooryards around humble little homes have becq::i
scenes of dusty desolation. Small buildings have ‘been :%lmost. l-lriur(;
Lg_t'ock ponds have in some cases been gradually b}ult upflr;lto mlmclla e
Q.JNM sand dunes as the dry dust, shaken from the wings o ’:1 }:: wglt (,) has
C\B"‘"\("\V‘D% Jopettled into water of the pool and later deposits have adhere
\/h"‘

NN 7 ing moist eartﬂ .
N accumulating h. y -
> It might seem that the conditions here suggested were in the

selves sufficient cause for discomfort and reget. Yet one must enldeav}(z
to resist not only the violence of the phys‘1cal tempests but also d -
influence of erratic “winds of doctrine” which seem to blow m(})ls:tvtl}slge
orously in time of trouble. Some woulc%—be prophe.:t.s alre s:;lzetforever
days of grace and mercy and rain for this great prairie lan axeforever
past; that the future promises only hopeless and permanent des o
ditions.[_():thers, according to their own wor.ds, are quite as slurv':a t
fervent prayer is the one thing needful to bring relief. Specm‘ pr ?[,v "
for rain were offered at our county seat last Sunday morn;?g. N
afternoon brought one of the most sudden, dense, and su b?catl %
dust storms of the season. . . . A revival‘ preacher.—a truef Jo src;)iI;
forter—proclaims that the drought is 2 dlre?t pumsh;nent Orh(:; dreds.
Some regard it as retribution for the ploughing out of cotton

?rG\OJ?)(

way. . . .
Uf)\x W&YOFLEI_:C;; ti}r,ne of severe stress, next to the f:nduring chara.cter 0£ (;Ei
al > people credit must be given for the continued occupation o
R ” plaifls country to the various activities of the federal government,
%Vithout some such aid as has been furnished, it see{ns‘ cert‘szil;:
large sections must have been virtually abando.n@As it is, asi n?anner
the actual physical effects of the dust clouds, life goes on in a
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surprisingly near to normal, so near in fact that superficial observers

have not realized the true situation and have felt that the reports of

drought conditions have been exaggerated. One s forced to wonder
whether such reporters expected to find people dying of starvation by

the roadside! . . .

In our own section, the largest amount of direct cash benefit has

come through the rental checks under the whear acreage control pro-
gram. I realize perfectly that this whole question is debatable. I do not
know of any farmer who can give his whole-hearted approval to poli-
cies involving voluntary restriction of production. Such measures are
contrary to the whole theory and habitual practice of agriculture. I do
not know of any real farmer who would not gladly produce all that his
acreage and equipment and the weather would permit him if he were
sure of being able to secure by his labor the means of continued pro-
duction, of clean, reasonably comfortable living, of education for his
children, or professional care and some measure of security for the
days when “the almond tree shall flourish—and desire shall fail."{The
important point is not the market price of our products but their
actual value in exchange for the things we neeg But who would ven-
ture to suggest a scaling down of interest, taxes, the cost of manufac-
tured goods, labor, wages, or special services to correspond with the
twenty-five cent wheat, ten cent corn, six cent eggs and five cent cot-
ton of recent years? . ., .

To ourselves, inured by twenty-seven years of experience to the
“plan-as-you-go” system of agriculture, dependent principally upon the
vagaries of the shifting seasons, the very flexibility of the [AAA] plans,
the apparent willingness of those in charge to adapt the program to
new or unforeseen conditions, gives us confidence in the sincerity of
the purpose to prepare the way for better days in agriculture. Our pet-
sonal hope is that eventually the limitation policy may give way to a
more ample production program with storage facilities sufficient for all
emergencies, planned on the broad basis of human need. A country
blessed with America’s actual and possible wealth ought to feel humili-
ated by the thought of a single ragged, undernourished child. . . .

- In our own part of the country the voluntary responses to the
campaign for controlled production as an experiment for the benefir
of farmers was practically unanimous. Undoubtedly the immediate
results have been beneficial and we are glad for even one hesitating
step toward what has been called “the American dream,” the equaliz-
ing of opportunity so that even the humblest may be free to develop

o Mone,
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whatever native gifts he may possess. . . [_deid not vote .for the NZV.V
Deal and certainly not for the old one. I can th.erefor'e claim no credit
for its accomplishments or responsibil.iFy for its mistakes. ‘I am nof
appointed to defend it. But I'do like fair. play. .herc are certain acizt
sations made against the present attempts at social reconstruct:;n. t
are wickedly unjust so far as we can determine from local con moFs.f
One of these criticisms relates to the alleged waste.fulness of relie
administration and the useless or damaging work projects attempted.
In our county with a population of 14,000, between Novergbe} LS’
1933, and December 27, 1934, the pubhc' work pay rolls under [the
CWA and FERA] are reported as totaling $331,76o.69.' The surz
expended seems to us truly enormous, and the extent of aid re?ulred
is most unusual in a section where pioneer tra(.imons of self-hg p an
neighborly assistance are still strong. Yet certain fa?ts shou'ld' € con
sidered. In the late summer of 1934 the county relief adrmmftre;tlon
reported that they had been operating. on abc’))ut a 3% marglr}ll. d... .
This, too, in a county of “magnificent distances requiting muc n;:_
ing over an area 34 miles wide and 60 long, almost twice as la.rgeha‘s t (;
state of Rhode Island and nearly as large as Delavxfare. Even 1.f this 3f b
overhead expense were doubled or qua'dFupled, it would still be far
below the cost alleged by some severe critics. . . . o
If mere dollars were to be considered, the actually destitute in our
section could undoubtedly have been fed and clothefi more chc?apl);
than the work projects have been carried out. But in our ne;lon?
economy manhood must be considered as well as m;)nc:y. eople
employed to do some useful wo'rk may retain their self-respect to a
degree impossible under cash relief. . . . o
A second anxiety, whether real or assumed, relates to t .e e;r o
wide-spread and serious degradation of moral c.hara.cter, resultmg:l rom
the various relief projects. 7). When a man will drive .sever?l mi esd to
some FERA project, work with his horses for the .requlred t.m}lle un c(;
any weather conditions, spend most of h.1s earnings for- hig -prlcg
stock feed so as to conserve the means of his family’s livelihood an?hEg
ready for farming again whenever rain may come t}%e danger of his
becoming a habitual pauper through governiment aid seemsf to 12:
quite negligible. If we must worry so over the ruinous effecj,ts of man—
work” on people of this type, why haven’t we been worrying for ge :
erations over the character of the idlers to whom some accident od
birth or inheritance has given wealth unmeasu'red, unearnedEan
unappreciated? If we must continue to protest against the AAA efforts
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to effect some fair balance between prices of farm and industrial prod-
ucts because of increased cost to the consumer, why haven’t we for a-
century been crying out against the similar effect of protective tariffs,
imposed with the conscious purpose of maintaining prices sufficient
to build up and increase enormous fortunes for a comparatively few?
A third criticism is based on the overworked idea of “regimenta-
tion,” concerning which certain syndicate writers and politicians have
wasted too much ink and breath . . . over this alleged menace to
American liberties. . . . I have attended nearly all of the wheat meet-
ings in our own district and the most distinct impression received was
the entire absence of anything like standardizarion or compulsion. . . .
Many of these self-appointed defenders of freedom seem to know
nothing of the loss of liberty attendant upon seriously adverse eco-
nomic conditions, No regimentation is more cruel than that of
extreme poverty. The cramped and batren lives of millions of share-
croppers in the southern states, the deplorable conditions in some of
the coal-mining areas, the slum districs in almost any large city, are a
pitiful contradiction to our boasted “inalienable right to life, liberty,
and the pursuit of happinessa
- .. We did not wait ourselves for the government or any one to
tell us to go to listing® our own fields to control as far as possible the
blowing and loss of surface soil. But this work js wearing on both men
and machinery and especially hard on our thin pocket book. A promi-
nent political interpreter recently referred to the idea of the possible
exhaustion of people’s resources as an “alibj.” Perhaps he really thinks
that small savings renew themselves like the widow’s cruse of oil® and
that people prefer to ask for government aid rather than to depend
upon their own efforts. To go back to our listing, we feel that to some
extent it has been helpful in holding our own acreage this far. But to
be genuinely effective, such a plan must be carried out on a large scale
and not left to piecemeal efforts, . . .

Our reduced herds of cattle were carried through the past winter
largely on waste materials. Straw had been saved from the meager
wheat crop that survived the drought and dust of 1933 and 1934. Crops
not worth harvesting were pastured out and utilized to the last stalk.
Russian thistles were gathered and stacked; in some cases where wheat
was worth harvesting with a combine, the stubble was later cut with a
mower and the rough, poor feed laboriously saved. We even hear of
bear grass, or “soap weed,” the yucca plant of the broken grazing
lands, being ground and utilized for stock feed. There is in our section

C1ULO~‘-C
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} N

* xno supine waiting for government assistance. The people we know are
) * : AT s -

N N«\p meeting a hard situation with vigor, and:individual resourcefulness.@:t

(60\%0 there is moral support in feeling that agencies more comprehensive
’ N .
& and powerful than any one person can control are supplementing our

efforts. . 3 ,

To many old-timers like ourselves who have for twenty-five years
or more wrought the persistent effort of bodies and minds into the soil
of this now barren land, the greatest cause of anxiety is the fear that
our county may yet be designated as “submarginal” land and included
in the areas now being purchased for public domain. A fourth year of
failure such as now seems probable would give added weight to the
arguments for such a procedure. Repossession of our land by the fed-
eral government and a general migration to more favored localities
may be the best way to meet the present disheartening situation. Yet
the problem is not one that admits of a simple, off-hand solution. . . .
It involves the interests not only of farm people but of the many small
towns which have sprung up as trading centers throughout the plains
region. . . .

Yet common sense suggests that the regions which are no longer
entirely self-supporting cannot rely indefinitely upon government aid.
So the problem remains and the one satisfactory solution is beyond all
human control. Some of our neighbors with small children, fearing
the effects upon their health, have left temporarily “until it rains.”
Others have left permanently, thinking doubtless that nothing could

3}6\{3 be worse.@lus far we and most of our friends seem held—for better
‘ (\/\0 ) or for worse—by memory and hope:}I can look backward and see our
: covered wagon drawn up by the door of the cabin in the early light of
that May morning long ago, can feel again the sweet fresh breath of
the untrodden prairie, and recall for a moment the proud confidence
of our youth. But when I try to see the wagon—or the old Model T

truck—headed in the opposite direction, away from our home and all

our cherished hopes, I can not see it at all. Perhaps it is only because
the dust is too dense and blinding.

Meanwhile the longing for rain has become almost an obsession.
We remember the gentle all-night rains that used to make a grateful

music on the shingles close above our heads, or the showers that came

just in time to save a dying crop. We recall the torrents that occasion-
ally burst upon us in sudden storms, making our level farm a tempo-
rary lake where only the ducks felt at home. We dream of the faint
gurgling sound of dry soil sucking in the grateful moisture of the early
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or th'e later rains; of the fresh green of sprouting wheat or barley, th nede

reddish bronze of springin e.[Bi aken vind 'y

s g orsPring g 5 ! ut we waken to another day of wind (rea\s )U
es deferred,)of attempts to use to the utmos o

. t :

small resource, to care for the stock and poultry as well as we cane\‘a:gl,

ours i
° Fanty supplies, to keep our balance and to trust that upon some
appier day our wage may even yet come in.

MaAy 1936
ETTERS ’ ”
FROM THE DUST BowL,” ATLANTIC MONTHLY

JUNE 30, 1935

Y . . . V
) our continued interest in our effort to “tie a knot in the end of
the r i i i
ope and hang on” is most stimulating. . . . Wearing our shad
hats, with handk : s,

ok, wih handie chllefs tied over our faces and Vaseline in our nos-
; 3 tying to rescue our home from the accumulations
of wind-blown dust which penetrates wherever air can go. It i
almost hopeless task, for'there is rarely a day when at son%e .timls En
dtfst c.louds do not roll over\“Visibility” approaches zero and ee -
thing is covered again with a silxlike deposit which may vary in ; ery};
fron;1 a ﬁl.m to acFual ripples on the kitchen ﬂoor.ﬁ:keep o?l’ed clf)lzltls
Enl the wmqow sills and between the upper and lower sashes. The DV\S}Y
elp justa little to retard or collect thendust. Some seal the wind ol
with the gummed-paper strips used in rappin Is, b o @@X(S
method is fully effective, We b el cedor oy
e iy effect iﬁj\W uy what appeals to be red cedar sawdust
g he i l::vt'eepmg our floors, and do our best to avoid

[In telling you of these conditions I realize that 1 pose myself to-yl,
<

charge; of disloyalty to this western region.)A good Kansas friend sug Dy N
. . 3 s
gests that we should imitate the Californian attitude toward earth- ""ﬂ“f“n‘ ¥

uak
quakes and keep to ourselves what we know about dust stormns. Since ‘;f]wgs
\ "howw

the very limited rains of May in this section gave some slight d
for renewed hope, optimism has been the approved policy. Iigrintid N
cles or statements by journalists, railroad officials, and ;:ecretar'
small-town Chambers of Commerce have heralded too enthusiastl':d(l)
lt{l:le return of prosperity to the drouth region. . . . But you wish;d t(>)’
dov'v the truth, so I am telling you the actual situation, though I freel
admit that the facts are themselves often contradictory and confusingy
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sk. We may have to Jeave. We can’t hold out indefinitely without
: from the land, some source of income, however small.
But I think I cannever go willingly or without pain that as yet seems

unendurable.

for the present. . . . We could reali othing whateyer'from all our

years of struggle with which to make a f:res art.

We long for the garden and little ch1c1fens, the
wild flowers of the years gone by. Perha;?s if we do our ;;a
things may return some day, for others if not for ourselves. . . .

AUGUST 11, 1935
VELYN: -
. IO)rl?il;lil;:blistering Sunday afternoon I am, like' Alexell(r)l'(_i[‘e}: Sel'l:n:(;
Monarch of all I survey; My right there is none to dz.spute. erenx o
one within a mile and a half, anj all day I've seen just one person p
i ipped-down Ford. . g
i I%Viﬁ Zilc}is]tirli[r)xor went early this morning with a family of ne;gh-
bors to visit the dinosaur pit in the next county to thc. westwa ;
about seventy miles from here—where the St.ate University is enignafers
in excavating the bones of some of these ancient monster}sl, redril/
of 2 time when there was plenty of water even in the Panhan Ie ]
It seemed impossible for us all to leave home at once, slz) s’tayf.:lS
here to care for a new Shorthorn brother, to keep the (.:th ens pai :
filled with fresh water, to turn the cattle and horses in to water 35
noomn, and to keep them from straying to the extren}e}lly 501§onc;he
drought-stricken cane. We spent the better part of a nlllg ti:f uz;r:)gf e
week trying to save two of the best young cows from ¢ le1 e\W ecthou e
prussic acid which develops in the stunted sorghum. e;i becai "
they would die and I am not sure yet whether they recovere
of the liberal doses of melted lard and molasses. . . . g
We cannot complain of laziness on the part of our c1tlzcle'nsf.
Oklahoma is one of the first states to get away fr'om ﬁlrect re nl:s;
Official reports of the administrators here enlllplhasilze 'ts ;vzz:g:;d N
with which people accept any sort of woxzk to 1(; p them
make unnecessary the acceptance of public aid.™ . . - N
This progress toward more nearly .normal co'ndlt.lonsd(l) emphaz,fe
ment occurs in the face of the most critical farm situation act1 vs;(: ¢
ever encountered.(For over a month we have had #o rain, and the tw

light local showers early in July had only a slight and temporary effe@
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All hope of an adequate forage crop has now followed into oblivion
the eatlier hopes of wheat and maize production. We have no native
or cultivated hay crops. The cattle stay-alive thus far on weeds, but the
pastures are destitute of grass. Many think it can never be restored.
The heat is intense and the drying winds are practically continuous,
with a real “duster” occurring every few days to keep us humble.

-+ . Will has been working early and late with one of the county
terracing machines, laying up ridges on contour lines for every foot of
fall. He hopes to be ready tomorrow to turn the machine over to a
neighbor who will also make the experiment. Later on he would like
to run the terrace lines across the pasture lands, but the future for us
is most uncertain.

Bverything now depends on whether a definite change of moisture
conditions occurs in time for people to sow wheat for 1936. The “suit-
case farmers”—that is, insurance agents, preachers, real-estate men,
and so forth, from cities near or far—have bet thousands of dollars
upon 7ain, ot, in other words, have hired the preparation of large areas
of land all around us which no longer represent the idea of omes at

all, but just i arts of a potential factory for the low-cost production of

wheat:

A short time ago a big tractor . . . accidentally hooked on to the
cornerstone of the original survey and dragged it off up the road. All
these many years that stone has marked the corner of our home-
stead. . . . It has suggested the beauty of the untouched prairie as it was
when the surveyors set the stone, the luxuriant thick turf of native
grasses,—grama grass, buffalo, and curly mesquite,—the pincushion
cactuses, straw-color and rose, the other wide flowers which in their
season fulfilled the thought of Shakespeare: — The summers Slower is
1o the summer sweet, Though to itself it only live and die."®

The cornerstone has also suggested the preparation for human
occupation—the little homes that were so hopefully established here,
of which so very few remain. After twenty-nine years, eight places in
our township, out of the possible 136 (excluding the two school sec-
tions), are still occupied by those who made the original homestead
entry.(And now the stone is gone and the manner of its removal o
seemed almost symbolic of the changes that appear inevitable;

« . We feel rather proud that the proprietor of the Elkhart flour
mill which we have patronized for many years has withdrawn from the
group of Kansas millers suing the government for recpvery of the pro-
cessing tax. He explained his position by stating tha, as the benefits

<9

f’(qct_/(qh N
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derived from these taxes had been an actual lifesaver for farming and

general business interests in this section, he would not seek to embar-

rass the government in its attempt to collect the tax. . . .
It’s time to do the evening work, put the guinea pig to bed, and
begin to watch for the return of our explorers. I do hope weather con-

ditions are favoring the growth of your crops.

JANUARY 28, 1936
DEAR EVELYN:

As I have said before, our own problems seem of slight moment as
compared with yours. Yet more than ever of late “the day’s journey”
has indeed seemed to “fill the whole long day.” As yet there are no
decisive changes, no clear light on our way. Late in the summer, before
Eleanor retdened to her wotk in the medical school, she drove the trac-
tor for her father, and with the help of the old header they worried
down the scattexing, scanty crop of sorghum cane and Sudan grass
which had made all.the growth it could through the hot, dry summer.
That there was anything at all to harvest we attribute to the new plant-
ing methods encouraged by the Soil Erosion Control Service,'* of list-
ing on contour lines and aying up terraces. . . . A shower the night

they finished cutting and ahother about ten days later, conserved in
the same way, gave us most for nately a second cutting over the same
fields, and a few loads of maize odder from spots here and there on
another part of the farm. These ceps of roughage have little or no
market value, but are indispensable iRone plans to winter any cattle.
The old, nutritious native grasses which.used to provide winter pas-
turage are forever gone{Killing frosts happily came later than usualjIn
October, 1 drove the tractor myself and we xwo cut and hauled and
put into the barn loft (including the eatlier cuttipg) some twenty tons
of fodder from two hundred acres, expensive feed when regarded as

the entire outcome of a year’s work and investment, yet essential to

our attempt at carrying on.

As you know, however, wisely or otherwisely, this region has per- |

mitted wheat growing to become its main concern. The wheat situa-
tion around us is so varied and precarious as to be most difficult of
appraisal. Our own acreage is fairly typical of the general condigion.
We have a little wheat that came up in September, made a fair seatt,

and for a time furnished pasturage for the small calves. A part of it was, §
early smothered out by the drift from near-by fields. Part of it would ]

yet respond to abundant moisture if that were to come. . . .
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After the four-to-six-inch snow of early January,(the editor of our
ounty paper was asked by the United Press [International] for a can-
d report of actual conditions. His estimate allowed the county as a

whole a 25 per cent chance; not, if T understood him, a fair chan?:’e for
al 25 per cent crop, but about one chance in four for anything at
all. . . | .d you must try to remember that a failure this year would
mean five\in succession for a large part of the high plains region
You can re dily see that the conditions I have so hastily iutl.ix;e.ci
promise no p .otection against the ravages of dust storms if the sprin
winds rage as it previous years. P
On the wholk it is not surprising that here and there some bitt
ness should have been felt and expressed, perhaps immoderatel oer—
the recent AAA decision in the Supreme Court. People here bz,;inver
men as well as the fatmers themselves, realize that the beI;eﬁt ; Sf
ments under AAA and the wage payments from Federal work rol')e .
are all that have saved a Mrge territory here from abandonrienjt CX
Pecember statement by the'Soil Conservation service reports an a'rea
in five states, including part of all of sixty-cight dounties and 87,90
square miles of territory, as in nked of active measures for rote7 ron
and control of the dust-storm menqce. Mr. [Hugh H.] Bemll)ett (;'tlon
tor of the service, regards this as the\greatest “physica.l problem’ falcriec—
the country to-day.” I was astonished %o find by a little primary ari rlllg
metic that the area involved is equal to\that of all the New E)rilglatnci

States, with New Jersey and
y and Maryland and
added for good measure. . . . Y and about half of Delaware

N ©
C"Mh@ es

[/ﬁarmers are not asking for special favors\They ask only an c:venLF”\Y‘M evs)

chance as compared with other workers. But pe

petuate the idea that country people live on wild ga rezszi(r)lr(; ?11:;11 Per(i
frullts and in general on the free bounty of heaven. Ma a
no idea of the cash expense of operating a farm to-da
and planning required to keep the wheels going round }t,;) $
ofa dec'ent living or suitable education for the childrel’l.

.I think I told you of shipping our cattle to pasture. It .p.r;)ve to b
a disastrous mistake. To keep in tune, I suppose we should b .
Secretary Wallace or the broad-shouldered Mr. Tugwell, who like e
had nothir.lg to do with it.!> Really the source of troublé was our ows y
erroneous impression that grass is grass, and that our cattle would gain
if they could have ample pasturage. Evidently other factors of accli%na—
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tization must be considered. . . . I was quite alone here for a week

hile Will went after our little bunch.

hat was November first, and most of our efforts and resources

¢ have been devoted to trying to bring our cattle back toa
ition. They are gaining slowly, ‘,E)“ut our hom-egrow.n feed

idly, and the grain feed of threshed maize Whlcl“l we

is piling up expenses. We have sold one mixed

bunch of older cows and summer calves. . . Er[l general, ther‘e hlas

been an improvement in farm prices, both ab.so utely and lielatlvﬁ y

which has given us courage tokeep on working, anc'i .has ;pt alive
our hope for some definite changg in weather conditions that ma};
once more make our acres fruitful and restore to us some sense o

is disappearing
must purchase . .>

accomplishment. . . . '

Perhaps it is a sin to parody anything as
as we gray, lonely old people sit here by the fire o>
the year’s work, my thoughts seem bound to fall int
may be that the dust will choke us down; It may be /
some happy morn and look again on fields of waving grain.
night, dear friend, and a happier to-motrow.

MARCH 8, 1936
DEASP;riZEILYvI:r.ote to you, we have had several bad days of wind and
dust. On the worst one recently, old sheets stretc.hed over door anlci
window openings, and sprayed with kerosene,. quickly l?ecame 11.)1:'1c
and helped a little to keep down the irritan.ng du:st in our living
rooms{ Nothing that you see or hear or read will be likely to exagfg;:-
ate the(ﬁﬁysical discomfort or material losses due to these storms, Less

is 1 i e confusion of mind
“Cemphasis is usually given to the mental effect, th

ienc
K i “oF all plans fof improvement of Tiormal
L resulting from the overthrow of all plans for imp

farm work, and the difficulty of making other plans, even in a tenta-
tive way. To give just one specific exa‘mple@z paint has be‘en hterall}f
scoured from our buildings by the storms of this and previous yela;fg

¢ ;7 ows when |
we should by all means try to “save the surface;” but who kn

we might safely undertake such a project? The pleasantest morning

« s 917 [P 4
may be a prelude to an afternoon when the dust devils”' all unite in

one hideous onslaught. The combination of fresh paint with a real
dust storm is not pleasing to contemplate. . . |
The prospects for a wheat crop in 1936.st111 femain extremely
doubtful. @ere has been no moisture of any kind since the light snow
of early ]anuar\y?On a seventy-mile drive yesterday . . . we saw more
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wheat that would still respond to immediate rainfall than I . . . had
expected to see. A few fields were refreshingly green and beautiful to
look upon. There secems no doubt that improved methods of tillage
and protection are already yielding some results in reducing wind ero-
sion. But rain must come soon to encourage growth even on the best
fields if there is to be any wheat harvest. Interspersed with the more
hopeful areas are other tracts apparently abandoned to their fate, A
field dotted thickly with shoulder-high hummocks of sand and soil
bound together by the inevitable Russian thistles presents little encour-
agement to the most ardent conservationist. My own verdict in regard
to plans for the reclaiming of such land would be, “Too late.” Yet such
fields are a menace to all the cultivated land or pasture ground around
them and present a most difficult problem.

The two extremes I have just suggested—that is, the slight hope
even yet for some production on carefully tilled fields, and the practi-
cally hopeless conditions on abandoned land—are indicative of the
two conflicting tendencies now evident through an extensive section
of the high plains. On the one hand we note a disposition to recognize
a mistake, to turn aside from the undertaking with the least possible
loss and direct one’s time and energy to some new purpose. On the
other hand we observe that many seem determined to use even the
hard experiences of the past, their own mistakes and other people’s |
warning signals, pointing the way to changes of methods and more
persistent and effective effort right where they stand.

he first attitude may be illustrated by an incident of the past
week, the attempt of former neighbors to sell the pipe from the well
on their now deserted homestead. This may not seem significant to hode
you. But to old-timers in this deep-water country, so nearly destitute (el \
of flowing streams, the virtual destruction of a well of our excellent, destvchiy,

life-nourishing water comes close to being the unpardonable sin fov pr }DL>
against future generations, '8

The same disintegrating tendency is shown in a larger and more
alarming way by the extent to which land once owned and occupied
by farm families is now passing into ownership of banks, mortgage
companies, assurance societies, and investment partnerships or cor-
porations. The legal notices published in our county paper for the
past week include two notices of foreclosure proceedings and nine
notices of sheriff’s sales to satisfy judgments previously rendered.
These eleven legal actions involve the ownership of 3520 acres of land,
the equivalent of twenty-two quarter sections. . . .

I .am not questioning the legal right of these companies to take
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over the title of the farms for their own securi‘ty or that of thel;;i::r[l)(lies
whose money they have invested. . . . [But] this remote contro
in the way of constructive efforts toward recovery. . .
Yet there are numerous evidences of the: persevering relsjoila o
which I have written. The big road maintainers keep the li dv:;}lf(:ks.
Churches, schools, and basket-ball tournamen’.cs continue mucl:) ;1:
usual. One village church reported forty people in attendanze onThe
of the darkest and most dangerous of the recent' dusty S(;m :(illslm e
state agricultural college for this section has an increase eeﬁardly e
this year. More people are managing in some wazf——wk hardly se¢
how—to keep in touch with the world. of news an. m:ilr ets, p e
and entertainment, through radio service. A lo.cal imp e@;x;t agmov)i
recently sent out invitations toa trac(tiotr }:::ltie;al;ﬁzezz ;N;ltumr;eed o
i i factory operation an .
;Ziif:g;;gid for t)}lle Eccasion proved insufficient for the assembled

crowd. [Within a few succeeding days the company took orders for

i i o. Some
three tractors ranging in price from around $1200 to $150

' faith in the future! ‘
P v t0. s the Saturday rush of activity at the

More impressive to me wa L
i i rivin
small produce house where we did our marketing. Cars kept d g

up and people coming in with pails or crates or cases of eggs. C}f:zm
was delivered in containers of all sorts and sizes, including one. t'fuﬁy
aluminum cooker! . .. In many cases the payments were p1 1d th}er
small, but every such sale represents hard work and economy an
oing.
Stmigtlf}:: }fc?l)lfry tl%ey spoke of slow business through the ;xtremel);
cold weather. The young man in charge also ref?rrec.l to the ¢ ax}gestlcl)
nements in people’s plans because of their failure t%;;:;weﬂne
expected payments under the now extinct allotment plan. Wi stpcong—
in the dusty ait, however, and renewed hope .that. the governr'neri
tracts will later be fulfilled, orders were coming in encouragmt%1 y.mid—
We plan ourselves for four hundred ;)aby Leghorns about the
il. That will be an increase tor us,
(sillx?a(l)lfiﬁ\[:ersltment we can make to yield an all—the—ye;?r—roulrlld bretucrlr;
We shall have to put quite a bit of work an.d expense into t Be ro: e
house to keep out the dust, and the rain—if it ever comes. But we are

happier to keep on trying. N )
: fs impressionistic account of conditions here and of our hop

pOStpO

but is about the safest |
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for the future would scarcely be complete without some mention of
government assistance. We have had only slight contact with the
Rehabilitation Service.'” We know that the man in charge here is tak-
ing his work seriously, trying to give definite aid and encouragement
to those who have reached the end of their small resources and have
lost hope and courage. He stopped here the other morning to see
whether we really meant it when we promised the use of our tractor
and other equipment to a young man in the neighborhood who s try-

ing to make a new start for himself and wife and small daughter

through a rehabilitation loan.@_spite of seriously adverse conditions,

this agent, who meets many people, spoke of a rather surprising gen-

eral spirit of optimism. I suppose there is something of the gambler in

all of us. We instinctively feel that the longer we travel on a straight

road, the nearer we must be coming to a turn. People here can’t quite

believe yet in a hopeless climatic change which would deprive them

permanently of the gracious gift of rain.

To me the most interesting and forward-looking government
undertaking in the dust bowl centers about the group of erosion con-
trol experiments scattered over a wide area. The Pony Creek project,
fifteen miles east of our home, includes all of one congtessional town-
ship and parts of three others, seventy square miles altogether, or
something over 42,000 acres. This is a pretty seriously damaged area,
principally devoted to wheat growing, and even now blowing badly. If
the methods employed succeed in checking the drift and in restoring
productivity, much will have been accomplished, both of intrinsic
value and of use as a stimulating object lesson. We hope some day to
drive over and see how they are progressing. . . .

Our personal plans—like those of all the rest—are entirely
dependent on whether or not rain comes to save a little of our wheat,
to give grass or even weeds for pasturage, to permit the growing of
roughage for the winter, and provide some cover on the surface and
promote the intertwining of rootlets in the soil to reduce wind dam-
age. Our terraces are in good condition to distribute whatever mois-
ture may come{We hope we have learned a little about protecting the
soil which is the basis of our physical lifgln the house the poinsettia
and Christmas cactus are blooming a second time and the geraniums

blossom in spite of the dust. Eleanor has just sent us budded hyacinth
and daffodil bulbs in little moss-filled nests. They will help us to look
forward for a time at least.

ol
({"‘) cFQ)

Sol
@Y\Db/‘m

Presening,
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JAN,/19, 1936
DEAR ROSE: /

Your Christmas letter found us at the same old placé. We made
wo or three different plans for getting away to investigate other pos-
siDilities. Fach time some unforeseen circumstance séemed to block
the Way. There has been no definite or reassuring ghange in weather
conditions here. The hoped-for fall rains were vgry scanty, yet with
even so Might encouragement, people have gong on and put in their
wheat, hoping to accomplish a double purpoge: that is, first to qual-
ify for the benefits under the AAA—in realig the only thing that has
saved the couhgry side here from complgte abandonment and the
small towns froth, ruin; and second, to Keep up the struggle to hold
their land from Blowing, even if thy’ wheat didn't prosper as we
hoped. Logically, I Suppose I've gor the two considerations in the
wrong order. Yet, as an immediate’hope, the AAA looked the more
dependable. Now it is wrecked and only the uncertainties of the
weather for the next few weeks £an determine whether the other pur-
pose may not be quite as illujory. Much of the wheat sown has never
yet come up. . . .

I thought of you and Mabel the night of the Christmas Carol con-
cert and it was pleasang/to know that you could be together. Mabel
also spoke of their anglcipation of a happy evening. I am afraid I do
not remember the Df. Barnes you spoky of, but can understand your
feeling about his ligtle Testament. You may emember Grissell McLaren
(‘98). I had a lettér from her also at Christmas time. . . . I am sorry to
say that my yodng nephew (12 yrs. old) balked. in public school worl,
so they put Wim into a military school, with a'§105.00 uniform! Yet
they are (pglitically) opposed to “regimentation,X the bugbear of all
good indjfidualists.)

Arefft we all funny folks anyway? I wonder if by chance you have
seen the book “Man, the Unknown” by Dr. Alexis arrel?* and

whether it is worth the price ($3.50). I have seen some\very good |

rofiews of itand-iris apparently the kind of discussion thahinterests
e. But I've hesitated about spending so much for one boo which
perhaps 06 one elsewould care for,
You may have heard of Eleanor’s recent marriage as I sent a nyte
and newspaper clipping to Neshanic [New Jersey]. . . . They cam
home for their vacation Dec. 22. We met them in Guymon and I was
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appy t,o sleep tltfat‘night. The next day we carried out a plan of
many years' postponings—to drive out into New Mexico and bring

h ; .
}?me a Christmas tree. It was a beautiful Oklahoma winter day@n
. . o .

e way we fqund interest in visiting the dinosaur pit in the western

edge of Oklahoia,

where the State University is excavating quite suc-
reserved accumulation of
remote and peculiar creatures. Jhey were worki:: i:’;lyti’f:fsﬁ d::;
patlenFly upon a large femur—over four feet long and nearl ythat
much in circumference at the enlarged ends. It was pleasant toylearn
that the man in charge, crippled\with archritis, but with the most sen
tle and gracious personality, was a ftiend of a Mount Holyoke wongmn_
Mr.s. Margaret Morse Nice, whose husband used to be in Okla’
pnlYers1ty but is now in the University oRQhio. They had cooper; d
in bird studies of this western area. We cool st
large striking bit of erosion called locally the Battle Ship and wer
another still more interesting relic of ages gone by, called the Wefi:il' ng
Cake .because of its almost perfect symmetry, cone-s ped sumrrlxr'lg
and distinct stratification in varying colors. The childrén wand 12
around, Will cut a branch from a pinon (I couldn’t be willi inetf'
barren land to sacrifice a whole tree) and we ate our dinner on 2 .
flat rock facing the haze-filled valley leading on to the west- :{‘rge
was a happy day for us to remember. . . . TR
. It smells good tonight with bread just out of the oven and the n
cissus bulbs that Eleanor brought home coming out in all their fj N
grance. Altogether I think your Christmas wish for us was pret ali
fulfilled. Thanks and the same to you for every day. P

our dinner opposite a

L= Y
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Dkc. 8, 1936
DEAI} N‘EIGHBOR——ACROSS THE WORLD: [MR. WALTER ROBB] 7
Pve just b'een reading again your friendly letter which brought to
lus so much stimulus and encouragement. 'm sorry that even after the
(})lng delay I cannot write the kind of “postscript” to my spring letter
that we know you would be happy to receive. . . .

For1936 we must record anorher year of failue, Yet that failure

a

ovop
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might so easily have been changed to moderate success by one good
rain in late July or August that we do not altogether despair. As I write
I can hear the tractor laboring along on the notth field while Will is
Jaying up a fresh set of terraces in the hope that next year may give us
all a better chance. It seems impossible to dispense with that little
word hope, even though at times we are conscious of the pain of hopes
too long deferred. _ '

Soon after my last letter was mailed, @ill suffered a painful acci-
dent which might easily have proved a permanent handicap. While he
was unloading a barrel of coal oil, it slipped and fell, bruising one
ankle severely and, I still believe, fracturing some of the smaller bones.)
At that time the dust storms were at their worst. For a while it seemed
that perhaps, regardless of desire, we could not go on. There were
many days, as 1 struggled to care for the stock, when I could not see
from one of the farm buildings to another through the blinding, chok-
ing clouds. Dust was piling up every where, filling gateways, burying
machinery, drifting around the buildings, making the less traveled

roads almost impassable. The mere matter of getting milk or even
water to the house in a condition fit for use presented a difficult prob-
lem.@ll improvised a crutch from a short length of pump rod and
after the first few days helped all he could to direct and carry on the
outdoor work, actually crawling on hands and knees the length of the

barn loft to break open the bales of Colorado alfalfa and get it ready

for me to drop into the mangc@ln spite of his being almost com-
the injured ankle

pelled to do the things he-shouldn’t have done,
hape and strength and the recovery is one thing to

be grateful for as we look back over a difficult year.

The wind and dust continued without much abatement through
March and April and early May. The first sign of any hopeful change
came with a light rain on May 17 though the following week of high
winds destroyed most of the benefit. By this time any lingering hope
of wheat production in our vicinity had faded away, though limited
areas in the extreme eastern part of the country returned small yields.
The ground was too dry and hard to permit satisfactory preparation |
for spring planting, though Will had done some listing and “chiseling”
as well as the condition of the soil would allow. On June 4 as if to con-
fute all theories about the diversion of our moisture-bearing winds to

Greenland and such attempted explanations of the long-protracted
drought, we had one tremendous rain—a regular “gully-washer’—
when two and a half inches poured down in half an hour. The unworked

slowly regaincd its s
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soil could not absorb it fast enough, especially as there is a strong t
gzrrlecy f?r }:he ﬁ.xlle wifnd—ground silt to coat over the surface closifg ‘EE;
ores of the soi as if with a thin cement and pr ing na
tration. So ml?ch of this precious moisture pr(ir:c‘i, eizzl{?figizufrjrl fcetrliz
;rop productlcz‘n, broke over contour and tetrrace lines and finall
ormed several “playa” lakes in the neighborhood in basins which h .
no ou'tlet. One of our neighbors now plans to pump some of thi zn'Ilel
standing water back upon his fields. o
‘ During the fall these temporary lakes furnished sanctuary t
immense flocks of seagulls, possibly driven inland by storms alyono
some coast or attracted by the hosts of grasshoppers which had hel eg,
;Zl c'omplete the damage done by the drouth. It was a new and delié)ht—
interest to us to watch the strong, impetuous flight of these gulls
they skimmed low over our fields or massed in silvery shimﬁl ing
:}lloucllls ?gai.nst the darkening horizon as they returned at nightle1 Izc%
e
morse ' eltering lake. All at once they were gone and we saw them no

That heavy rain on June 4 before a seed was planted was our only

T (‘fI

A

source of moi th i i
moisture through the growing season aside from two or three

dl()u[ll ShOWCIS whnicn scarce. daIIl Cned the Sul‘faCC. Y ac hCIe our

terrace' lines remained unbroken and held the water back to soak
sllowly into the soil, the effect upon production was noticeabl be;oz
cial. From one small field where the water had stood, which WZS sovsec—i
to cane as soon as the ground was dry, we were able to save two fai
cuttings in August and October. From still smaller areas of maize Zl .
th? terrace lines we threshed out about forty-five bushels of rainofn :
chllcken feed. . . . On the other hand where our terraces brol%e in t}(:r
swift onrush of the flowing water, there was slight penetrati he
ground dried quickly and seed failed entirely to come u o
.A few families have removed from our neighborhotl))(‘i.d.tirin th
spring and summer but most of those who held out through thcgd .
storms are still here, working along various lines toward th%ir indi ujt
ual hopes for the future. There is no constraint and little a reernc1Vl .
to the best methods to pursue in attempts at recovery. Tl;ge Ianrlt .
however, might be divided into two large groups thc.)se W}}:o nerlii
rely upon improved cultivation to conserve every ’bit of naturaIV i
fz.:lll, and those who believe in the possibility of rather extensive irrrzilm—
tion by pumping from deep wells. The first group includes tgli_
adherents of contouring and terracing methods and also thos he
abhor the crooked lines and inconvenience of that type of farmiig“;u(i
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would seek to gain similar results while keeping their fields square and
their rows straight. These people are placing much reliance upon the
further development of the so-called “basin-type” lister, which has a
special device for dumping little dams every ten or twelve feet across
the furrows, thus preventing run-off of water in any ordinary rain.
Each irrigationist has his own pet plan but the great obstacle in all
of them is the initial expense required for the deep wells and an effec-
tive pumping system. Some question the feasibility of irrigating com-
paratively small plots while the surrounding area might be up in the
air or drifting in upon the watered field or garden. Others wonder
whether even our apparently unfailing supply of deep ground water
could stand the drain of continuous pumping. . . . I haven’t myself any
technical knowledge regarding either the water supply or the engi-
neering required to make it available. . . . Some enthusiastic advocates
of irrigation believe that eventually the supplies of gas under the
Panhandle can be utilized to develop cheap power for pumping. Here
again we come up against the hard fact that every material resource
comes to an end unless constantly replenished. But at least these vari-
ous possibilities provide subjects for discussion and some incentive to
look forward to happier days.

So we work on caring for the house and the chickens, the horses and
cattle, trying to make our scant supply of feed go as far as possible, fill-
ing the days with the innumerable tasks necessary on any farm, hoping
somehow, as the passing years steal away our strength, to be able to pro-
vide easier, more convenient ways of accomplishing the essential tasks.

We were interested in what you said about Mr. Cordell Hull’s for-
eign policies, for we regard him as one of our most useful and far-see-

We hope he may be equal to the great responsibility |

fie now has in the South American conference for strengthening and
giving form and direction to the world’s desire for peace. Mr. Hull is
surely right in thinking of international peace as something not merely
to be accepted but to be striven for actively and devotedly.?! We might

think of it as Edgar Lee Masters did of immortality, that it is “not a

gift but an achievement.”*?
... Will joins in thanks for your letter and in the hope that 1937
may be for you a year of accomplishment and generous fulfillment. If

ever you come back to look over those homesteads of eatlier years, just ]

“Ske another step and look up ours too.[We have set back that old cor-
nerstone as you desired and shall probably not wander far away from

it for any length of timéj
So be sure of a welcome here from the Hendersons.
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DBAR ROSE, Dkc. 20,19

1s paper was evidently not intended for correspondencé, buc
Perhap ou can make it out. T got up early to get the chicken ro;sted
in the pressure cooker before we have to start on the thirt/ mile tri
to Guymon'to meet Eleanor who is expected at noon today. We hag
them both with us for a time in the late summer and en'oyzed a fe
blessed days together out in New Mexico where we Have bJefc))’re fo C‘Z
rest an.d refreshment, Later we made a harder, b apparent| net:ln
saty trip to the old fatm home in Towa, where fve spent all o);r ti;:
making some of the mdst essential repairs/On the last afternoo
Eleanor and I repaired the epping stones At “The Ford” on the littlr;

str i
cam where Susie and I spent so much/6f our time in the long sum-
mers of long ago. . . . ’

Iwish I could write hopefully ofhe situation here. Even if we were hepx

W@ »
hl:)?rl:é"g}tteio j:ffe:;eo?ﬂ go‘?d mayfy people stil.l clinging to their litcle
. y “a qudrter of a\urn” in the weather, as Hen
Wallace said of the world’s heait and will xo bring comfort and somry
sense of accomplishment. The very insufficient amount of forage c:
chicken feed that we did/faise was due to the néwer methods ofgtillan
er%couraged by the Sojt Conservation Service, The canty cro hadage
rain during the growing time and grew entirely on stoted moislzure -
M:r. Hendersod's chronic cough is much worse this wikger and hé h
become very hard of hearing and has no teeth, not even th\acto soratis
I have only a few with just two matching and show the wear ax drt};.ar in.
many ways: S0 we see we aren't going to be young any more n m
get whaygood we can from those whom we hope to see going on N

I ]éve to get 1
of e family,g your letters and hope to hear of yourself and the rost

« UNE 1
SPRING IN THE DusT Bow1,” ATLANTIC MONTHLY - ! >

DEAR ATLANTIC: APRIL 6, 1937

The ki
i d‘ffl‘le llundness of your letter brought us definite encouragement, I
S . . . )
1Hticuit to appraise our present situation with any exactitude, but
>




164  Leuters from the Dust Bowl ’
Dust 1o Eat, 1935-1937 165

w1ndm111' tower. Yet any attempt to proceed with planting under
ent cpndlti9ns would be stubborn and expensive folly. . .g o
ET;he stripping of humus from the top soil is one of 01l1r most seri
ous losses during these critical yea;s;% striking evidence of this re f;:
table waste came to my notice last summer. I was herding our cittle
near a temporary lake formed by the run-off in one rain which fell
fast that the unworked, wind-swept fields could not absorb more th -
a s.mall portion of the precious moisture. Surrounding the lake e
thick sheets of pure vegetable material, ground by the windsvzerg
w;.).shed away and deposited by the flowing waters. Both humus nd.
rainfall should somehow have been saved to fill and fertili arlll
depleted subsoil. . . . Verily we are losing the “cream” of our larllch o
Seeds for field crops are scarce and expensive, and their urc.h

requires the closest planning. Forage crops are all-important aiw an
go no further with cattle or poultry unless we can provide ’themewcii}ri
hc.)me-grown feed. Our seed supplies include cowpeas, pie melons (fo
wmte‘r greens for chickens), sweet clover and crested wheat grass fi .
experimental purposes, Indian corn, cane seed of differengt .
Sudan grass, Kafir corn, hegari, broomcorn, and millet. If rainstzpes’
even by the middle of June, we must somehow secur.e seed of ;rilllce)

some incidents and observations from our daily life may help you to

judge of the prospects for 1937.
On our bleak Easter morning a jack rabbit sat crouched in the kin-

dling pile by the kitchen door. He was, however, no frolicsome Easter
bunny, but@tarved, trembling creature with one eye battered out by .
the terrific dust storms of the preceding week. JHe made no effort to
escape. I bathed his eye and put him into shelter with our guinea pig,
%K\\(\ hoping that he would live until showers might bring some tinge of
\9\0¥ green upon our dust-covered wasteland. Another blinded rabbit picked
Q%‘T @ up in the yard had just died in spite of all my care.@en these wild
O’}@ creatures, ordinarily so well able to take care of themselves, come seek-
ing protection, their necessity indicates a cruel crisis for man and beasD
After another dry summer in 1936, with only the scantiest produc-
tion, hope was revived by light rains in late September. This moisture
was barely sufficient to encourage the sowing of wheat for the possibil-
ity of spring pasturage. Our acreage, like that of our neighbors, was
" materially reduced. The seed sprouted, but again the hope of a crop has
. vanished with the dry winter and the raging winds of spring.[We are
Vot now reluctantly feeding the last small remainder of the crop of 19@
High winds and consequent dust storms began early this year and

\ o
7 G \ still continue at frequent intervals. While perhaps no more violent ; .
e han th ¢ que e off p b _P i n'lee, our most dependable grain crop, which, under normal condi-
than the storms of previous years, their efiects, being cumulative, seem tions, could still mature before frost.

Tn . )
attacking the problem of erosion control, one great handicap

more disastrous and overwhelming] On some days the limit of vision
lies in the scarcity of people left to do the essential work. On a recent

& has been a row of little elms about thirty feet from the front windows.

Bt , RS

09)& No eye could penetrate any farther the swirling, blinding clouds of drive to our county seat thi .

‘5%)(0\{ W\% dust which made noonday as dark as late twilight of a clear evening. occupied homes ti};lcl?ldinuttyhr:lles f"::ﬂ}’, we Couk,l count'only sixteen eccupred
,X€ D  The worst storm thus far in 1937 occurred immediately after a slight | the federal highWayj g those within halfa mile on either side of ho e s

. Yet experienced people with ample opportunity for knowing th
dlfﬁchlty of the struggle are advising against general abandonmengt Az
tl:lC‘ dirt ploughed up here by the unrelenting winds darkens the sk;r i
cities hur?dreds of miles away, there is a growing realization that tllln
problem is not simply that of a few unsuccessful farmers who mi he
be as well off in one place as another. @eople are beginning to undg t Beainmi
stand that such conditions, if left unchecked, are pro %essive er(;. h% ‘j
threat‘e.n the welfare not only of other agricultural areas lfut of t r ceali e
and cities dependent upon rural prosperit@ | T Seewsie:
I'am almost ashamed to remember that some years ago, when we
first saw the extreme desolation in parts of New Mexico ’I though
that surely our own locality could never experience such t;a ed uTght
answer to that mood of unintentional pride is all around usgto—iilay irel

o

<O\U\ showfall which again roused delusive hopes. That snow melted on a
Tuesday. Wednesday morning, with a rising wind, the dust began to

move again, and until late Friday night there was little respite.
Almost as distressing are the more frequent days when the north-
ward-creeping sun shines faintly above the dizzying drift of silt, ground
to a fine whitish powder, which gives a ghastly appearance of unreality
to the most familiar landscapes. On such days we suffer from a painful
sense of helplessness and utter frustration. We need no calendar to tell
us that planting time is here again. The cranes went north some time
ago. Our hyacinths bloom fragrantly in the windows, and the Easter
lily has a bud ready to open. The hardy yellow roses are struggling to
put out a few green Jeaves on the tips of twigs rising above the dust.
The other morning a solitary shrike trilled his spring song from the
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barren fields, ruined pastures, buried fences, dead trees, abandoned

wells, desolated homes. _
We can easily understand the skepticism of those who ask what the

government can do to help, since obviously it has no power to rule the .

winds or grant the of blessing of rain. But other important things do
come within its legitimate scope. In fact, to restore large areas to produc-
tion and to prevent the increase of the seriously damaged acreage, rain
alone no longer seems sufficient. We may say, as Robert Frost said to his
young orchard trees, “Something must be left to God,”? and still recog-
nize the need for human toil to counteract the damage already done. . . .

When the entire root system of the hardy yuccas may be seen in
places of special exposure, with their thick woody roots writhing on
the surface and the finer rootlets extending like guy wires for perhaps
twenty feet in different directions, the indications of serious erosion
ate too plain to be ignored. Often, while trailing the cattle around for
scattered grazing, have been dismayed to notice how tracks of cattle,
horses, or tractors, made some time on dampened sutface, now proj-
ect sharply several inches above the surrounding soil like rude cameos
carved by the restless wind.

We cannot criticize the conservation plans of the Department of
Agriculture. They embody many of the control measures that our own
experience would recommend. They grant large individual liberty in
working out contributions to the common welfare. The proposals
seem practical and sufficiently generous. . . .

We personally hope for the gradual success of these methods,
because for the past two years we have had cane on terraced land.

@hough the crop was lighter than in normal years, enough stubble and
roots remained on the ground to prevent appreciable erosi@Moreover,
that particular plot still holds subsoil moisture. Dirt brought up with
a post auger from a depth of over three feet retains sufficient moisture

to be packed into a solid ball.

K:Naturally, all these plans must fail, at least for this year, unless rains |

come soon to settle the soil and prepare a normal seed bfagi:or that
we must trust a government established in the nature of things beyond
our utmost reach. It is good to remember that the laws of the universe
recognize no favorites and cherish no hostility or small vindictiveness;
that before sun and rain, stormy winds, or summer’s kind beneficence,
we all stand upon one common level.

Your interest and that of other friends have been to us a very real

and present help.

his chapter documents a period of slow recovery for the

Hendersons and Yor the Great Plains generally. From 1938 to
1940, .the region continyed to experience damaging winds, but
17.64 inches of rain in 1938 and 15.77 and 16.32 inches in the,next
two years provided enough\moisture to stimulate some recover
Resord—breaking rains in 1940\effectively ended the dust bowl an};
agricultural prices rose sharply\with the beginning of the Se,cond
World War in Europe. In 1948,\the Hendersons reported their
best.year ever financially, but the\hard years of pioneering and
persistence through the Depression %nd dust bowl had exacted a
human toll far more enduring than the damage to the land.

The spirit of optimism that had defined Caroline’s early years
had b'een replaced by a generalized sense of anxiety. Her physical
deterioration paralleled the destruction of hyr hopes. She suffered
from chronic asthma, undoubtedly exacerbated by the dust
storrfls of the preceding decade, while other injiyries and ailments
continued apace. Even as the Hendersons celebrated more than a
decade of largely favorable weather, Caroline lived it dread of th
next disaster. )

. Something of Caroline’s state of health and mind can be seen
in her first expression of concern about aging. In 1935, a\newspa-
per account of her visit with her sister Susie in Wichit;l ha idSn—
tified her as Susie’s mother, and the accompanying photoggaph
co.uld well justify the writer’s error. The picture presents her } pa
thin, wrinkled, and worn woman who stood in stark contrast
her much better dressed and sleeker sister.!

Caroline’s letters from 1938 to 1951 include her continuing cor-
respondence with Rose Alden plus two new correspondents: In
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nd “time to retire” so I'll close with every good wish
h personal and social. Your Sincere

music. It
for yourself and your wo
Friend

MaAY 29, 1939

DEAR ROSE: )
Your letter was most welcome and I was interested in all your

employments and reflections. Just last night while waiting up to see
whether a young heifer was going to need our special help, I filled in
the time with the closing portion of Reaching for the Stars.® I too was
impressed with the writer's complete sincerity and yearning love for all
people. Her restraint and generosity in writing of the gross brutalities
of the Hitler regime seem admirable and wise—considering her pur-
pose—even though I couldn’t duplicate them myself. (The young cow
has a beautiful daughter this morning.) :

If this attempt at an answer to your letter lacks any sort of coher-
ence, perhaps you will be forbearing enough to lay part of the blame
upon our restless cows. In the recent desperate years, our greatest loss
has been the ruin of our native grass pastures. The soil conservation
service now admits the sad fact, and in 1939 for the first time the sow-
ing of grazing crops on denuded pasture lands is permitted. Heretofore,
the theory had been that with normal rainfall the grass would come
back. That too optimistic idea is now officially abandoned. So on this
breezy morning with the dust resting for a time I am straying with the
cattle among the dust filled hammocks of a once smooth field then
thickly set with buffalo and grama grasses. They eat eagerly the
Russian thistles which form a heavy mat among the masses of dried
thistles remaining from last year’s growth. I must try to keep them

from wandering to our neighbor’s withered wheat or to our own |,

freshly planted furrows. Many small lizards go scurrying among the
dust heaps, big brown crickets work industriously at digging under-
ground shelters, and the bob-o-links fill the air with their cheerful

music.

Across the road Will is planting Sudan grass in the old pasture for ;

later grazing. The continuing noise of the tractor makes a kind of
background for all lighter sounds. Though we are far away from’ nor-

mal conditions as yet, we are thankful for a little gain during the past

year; for home-grown feed through the past winter; for some replen-
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ishment of subsoil moisture;
though it has been seriously
dust storms of the spring. Th
ment but it will take years o
effect any real recovery.

. We have both worn down fast during the years of extreme desol
tton since 1931. Every small accomplishment now seems to dema da—
greater output of energy and resolution than in the years that one,
But perhaps that is common experience e

Aside from our own absorbing task, our supreme interest lies i
our daughter, Eleanor, and her home in Kansas City, Kansas. Sh hln
found 1.'161‘ year’s work as anesthetist in the Kansas UI;iversi ﬁo o Zj
professxonally profitable and stimulating and is offered the tsitm Spltk
again at a substantial increase of salary. ., . . o

I'am gla.d you and Mabel are going to the reunjon. It will be a
happy experience to mingle again with those who in my mind at least
are endowed with the charm of perennial youth. Pictures or hint. 1,:
change make no difference. I think of you all just as you were lslo

you and I were young,” e hen

Greeting to all and “quietness and confidence” for th.
come.

for the possibility of a partial wheat crop,
damaged by the dry winds and frequent
ese changes indicate some slight improve-
f favorable seasons and persistent effort to

€ years to

I have just been reading again your friendly letter of gway back in
be ashamed to admit that I didift do anything

abo ion f
about your suggestion for_ some sort of cooperaive movement for
improved conditions for Oklahoma workers

would be expected and distrusted

wind up the scattering tasks of the fall h
: arvest, and have
got the f6dder in the barn or stack and the small amount of grain
sied and stored away. We haven’t sown any wheat this fall and
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doubt now whether we shall as conditions are all against any regson-
able hopes for success. ‘

I am enclosing a teview which I thought might interest you. It is
from the Manchester (England) Guardian, one of the leading liberal
papers of Great Britain. I've never had a chance to read T.
Wrath? but have seen many favorable comments. On t
a student at the Panhandle College at Goodwell (we
said the English teacher there condemned it as givi
sion of Oklahoma and its people.

We should like to know of your work and wiether you still find
time and inclination for literary work. I hope the increased feeling
against Communism since Russian’s ruthlegé purposes have been
revealed has not caused you personal inconvgnience or discomfort.® I
feel that you are too good an America and too appreciative of
whatever our imperfect democracy meays to all of us to be able to
rationalize the Soviet policy. As I think you know, I was sincerely sym-
pathetic with their aims and while £ couldn’t see in out-and-out
Communism the solution of our national problems, I was entirely
willing and even glad to have them ake the experiment, and ready to
accept any phases of their syste which promised social betterment
for the under privileged group, provided they could be adopted by
democratic procedure. I am alf against dictators where or whoever they
may be. So I can't go along fn mind with Stalin or Molotov anymore
than with Franco, MussoliAi, Hitler or the Japanese cut-throats. They
all look alike to me now, however much I may previously have tried to
distinguish among they.

Eleanor and Augdst came in early September and took us for a
delightful vacation jh New Mexico and Colorado. . . . The real climax

other hand
of Guymon)
a false impres-

of our trip was tife night and day we spent in Mesa Verde Park in |
south western Colorado among the ancient homes of the cliff :

dwellers. Donf miss it if you are ever anywhere near, for it seems to

me of surpasging interest and charm, both for scenery and for human |

appeal. . .,
You rfay be tempted to say, “The struggle naught availeth; The

effort arfd the wounds are varied.”® But don't give up. There is much
need fér constructive thought and work and above all for human sym-
with which to weave “the garment of praise for the spirit of

friendly hopes from the Hendersons.

Grapes of

iness,” 9 which does at times afflict us all. So good cheer and all'
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DEAR MR. JAFFE: 7 CA. 1940

' I'was deeply touched by your letter and expressions of loyal friend
ship when I know your mind must regard us as hopeless “Kulaks” o;
worse. We have been plodding along through heavy going since th
s,torm of Dec 23. Roads have been blocked and everything difﬁculte
‘I ve done my share of ploughing back and forth through the drifts ¢ .
see what 'might be going on at the “maternity ward” as Mr. H0
expresses i, We have nine very pretty little calves now and you w;)ulci
enjoy the “moving picture” when they get out and frolic in the snow!

I respect the constancy of your faith in Russia, even though I CaI.l

no lox.lger share it. You may think me a miserable opportunist ir com
promiser, but I can’t see why a person might not be sincerel —
vinced of the merits of socialism as a method of distributil)ll CO}I: _
wtetaltlh ;reat‘ed by all working together and at the same time congertm(:
utter ) . .2, .

States.y ussias foreign policy in Poland, Finland, and the other Baltic

E realize that argument accomplishes little and I didn’t mean that

the “Guardian” should be interpreted that way, but I did want yo ;
know that we are some what familiar with your own point of vieiv 121:3
that of the pamphlet you sent. (Il return it soon). In spite of all T have
read and heard and thought, my own conclusions are substantiall on
p- 442 of the “Guardian.” Lest you think this is merely another c); i
talistic paper, I must say that for years I have found it the most i
c§rely fair and impartial of anything we read: (they were as he SI'Ill—
dllsgusted with Chamberlain’s deal with Hitler at Munich as th e
w1th.Stalin’s). I think as Americans we should try to give mor: gor.
ous life to the basic principles of our own democracy. Let’s go'e e

: Arrt ‘
DEAR FRIEND ELI [JAFFE e
t Fo(i‘ fsome' obscure reason I'a trangely moved this morning
dcl)war ulfilling my Christmas promise f<a_letter soon.” We were
istressed by the uncomfortable tidings of your car

grateful for the good wish i
o g vs‘ns es and glad for your hopeful spirit
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