


E Bar Ranch
Route 2
Toppenish, Wash.
January 26 1952

Click Relander
Route 2 Box 145
Yekime Wasgh,

Deer Mr. Relander:

In enswer to your letter I wish to sey thet I am willing to
perticipate in the reseerch work if I cen be of help to you. As you probably
know Father Wilbur end Fort 3imcoe have been my speciel hobby for years end
I will be glad to meke the meterial I have elresdy collected eveileble to you.

However 1 do heve e heart ailment thet interferes with my
driving and activities to some extent. If the meetings come on evenings or
Sundeys I would be more cert-in of trensportation. I will be glad to do sll
I can through correspondence and in ceteloguing meterisl at home,

Stete and County Libreriens heve been most helpful to me
so far in collecting meterial for e biogrephy of Fether Wilbur. George Olney
end Judge Kuykendall, who knew Father Wilbur well, heve also helped me but
they are now getting to en advenced ege where it is rot so'essy for them to be
interviewed,

Seversl years ego Milton Johnson, then Indien Agent et Toppenish,

showed me 2 book of Wilbur's letters. Lster I could not find these sveilable

and I heve heesrd since that the book hes been removed from the Agency. 1 believe

the letters would be a boon to the resesrch.

As so meny hed sent to me for meterial, and I could not snswer each &
demand separastely, and as the time seemed right for stimuleting interest in Fort
Simcoe, I permitted my notes to be published in the Toppenish Review. I do hope

hovever to effect = more complete biogrephy.




At present I sm trying to locete the site of the Paiute Agency
(Wilbur's)
built et Fort Simcoe (within five miles of it) in 1879,His diary is supposed

to be in the Willemette University =snd I have the hope of obtaining it eithe
through a loen to our centrel librsry or by heving it copied. This is concerned
with his trip West. Perhaps you have some suggestion here or friends et the
University who might copy the materiel for us.

Neturally I em most interested in this pert of the research
but I will be ready td help with any of the work you mey suggest. I believe
I cen find others who mey be willing to help in locating meteri=sl,

Several sum ack & Catholic priest spent several weeks
in White Swen visiting with George Olney end treveling ebout the country side
collecting meterial for a peper. I have not been sble to find where his was
published. ®eorge Olney told me +thet the priest spent dsys visiting with
himeand going through old possessions. I wse also told that Lester Fearne
hed =sn original photogreph of Father Wilbur. I heve many le=zds that mey be
followed up .

Saveral teschers end students have asked for = booklet form
of the Fort Simcoe Story ss it was printed in the Review. I wish the publisher
might be induced to print it in pamphlet form for sale et the Toppenish Pow
Wow with proceeds going inbo the mussum fund.

I will ewsit your suggestions and I thenk you for

my intersst in this project.




E Bar Rench
Toppenish, Wash,

February 6 1953

Ckick Relander
Resesrch Chairmen
Dear Mr, Relander:
Since writing to you I hsve received a letter from Judge E.V,

Kuykendell of Pomeroy telling me of the articles (concerning his 1life st Fort

S8imcoe) which he is writing for the Esst Washingtonian peper there. They begin

with the Februery issue (Feb.5).

He told me thet The Holland Librasry of Weshington State College
has some of his fether's menuscript's sbout Fort Simcoe. A collection of
Indien legends written by Doctor Kuykendall appesred in the West Shore magazine
which is no longer published.

Judge Kuykendell read an erticle on Fether Wilbur at a Metho-
dist Conference in June of 1542 and he says thet any Methodist minister should
have a copy.

As he is in his 83rd year, the judge feels that he could best
meet his eny committee members et his home where he hes his own tecords snd
files. I cennot meke the trip et this time. I em writing to Mrs, Brock of
Kennewick whose husbend also spent some boyhood years st Fort Simcoe while
Wilbur wes in cherge - and if she is still alive swe mey have more materisl as
he was a prolific writer.

As there is no possibility of gaining a loan of Wilbur's
early Journel , I em having a microfilm mede of it.
I talked recently to = wife of one of the Agency officials
and she told me thet meny of the Indians hed rere relics in their possession.
I don't know just how one would go esbout procuring these for the museum but

I am going to try.

Sincerely,

Thelma Kimmel




Click Relander
Route %, Takima,

Desr Mr. Relander:
After receiving your lest letter I have been a bit worried and thought
I would write to you. In discussing my writing articles for the Centemniel I

suggested to the Editor of the Toppenish Review thaet he run an add asking for

nemes of snyone heving meteriels or pictures pertsining to Fort Simcee that they

might let members of the Restorstion Society copy. I do not know whether he hes
:: : Py

done this. If it hes been done slresdy I hope it will not interfere with your
plans, I have spoken to ngone personally for materisl except friends,

I wonder if you have thought of Katie Evler( I believe she is Mrs.
Jlyde Hyler) who liwes on her farm out of Toppenigh, as one who might help
witnh the work. She is the deughter of Fred Jensen eand one of = family (small
part Indian) cloeely cormected with many on the Reservation. I have heard
thet she is en efficient end intelligent person.

Mrs, George Foster ( her husband is e member of the well known femily)
is a capeble and intelligent helf-breed lady who would give you help I believe.
She is my neighbor here and has worked years with the Satus Home mskers snd
Garden Club. Mr. Foster and his brother attended the Fort Simcoe boarding
school snd later Chemaws,

Leland Streit, Extension Agent at the Agency, has close contsct with
the Indians end is quite interested in writing end spesking. fou might like to
talk to him if you heve not already done eo,

I have the micro-film ordered end hope we will be sble to get it
copied successfully. Perheps the minister you mentioned has this eddress but I
will send it to you, ss he is supposed to be good suthority. (Dr. Thomes
Yornes, President Yregon ethodist Historicel Soclety, 1108 E=st Hancock St.,
Newberg,Oregon. ) Fred W, Wilson - long time Circuit Judge at the Delles-

with
in his boyhood )knew Father Wilbur well. A visit %e him should =lso be very

interesting.




.

(concerning Fort Simcoe)
~ a
Any meteriel that I have collected for personal use will also be

aveilable to the ressarch progrem, At present I em working on e novel but
I heve all my resesrch finished.
Our neighbor plowed up 2 most unusuel stone bowl last summer thet
was evidently made by early Indisns. The Howsrd Splawns of Ellensburg may still
heve some of the relics they found on their White Swan ranch.
My husband's nephew,who teaches at White Swen , tells me thet there is

some meteriel (Wilbur's letters) in possession of the high school. My sister,
who is the school librerien st Grenger , mey be sble to give us some help in the
research work although her time is quite filled,
I do hope the matter expleined et the beginning will ceuse no difficully.
I am most enxious thet the restorstion progrem will prove
Sincerely,
Thelme Kimmel

Route 2 Toppenish,Wash,
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Toppenish, Wash,
Aprid 10 k9%

we enjoyed having

place and hope thet you cen.do : oa i Anytime you would like to meet

'rs., Travis( she e friend of my husbend's family),Mr. Bennst,

glad to have you all here for

meet the interesting young
ny knowledge of anthropology
Julture®, I would 1il

I told you about,

repeir work.
and evidently ar
fany thanks for the burs diery lense d nake & burdgm
of copying it for me if it is i eni 3t this tin Juite an insight into
the good man's personelity.! Reminds n f o Missionary uncle who used to come
home from China every seven years it us, Do wish he had been a little less
intent upon his own sslvation and told & bit more about his com
voyage. However I am most
Concerning the "
your own, had igh a I might pey back some
do get story lead occession 7. Mr. Charles ("Hub")
cese you'd 1 o see him and get = picture.
wey just out of Toppenish coming toward Satus

2 smell squere white house., He was an old

ville and slso moved the first house from 0ld Town to




All I cen learn about the blind Irndien lady is thet she was Indien
Nellie now decessed. I heve written to Mr., Barrett » enclosing & return envelope
but have not heerd from him es yet.
who ,Wblbur says in his letter, wes the

E Shaoas "

The old 2Turkey Eedy" who

wore a patch over one eye) is

an old turkey

been informe ¥y sheep herders thet the deserted Johannsen
house on Sstus Creek, between here and the lendale highway, is full of old
letters and pictures. I can get rise out of the remeining memt of the
here(Bessie Tuli Hol yvho is definitely moronic) end I don't wentito me
raid,

Our rock hunting trip wes quite productive and the men are on the

NT

treil of more new fields. Mrs, Nelson of Bickleton wrote that the Indien fest-
would telke place this Sunday as pou probebly know.
sbout the Oregon History I had and I forret to tell you that

you ooghd telte it home with Would you like me to mail it? You might also

French home just the yesr btefore it burned snd pot gom
thet we did not go there to get pictures when we were so close and the buildings
stending. I have a snep of the location of Fort Harney but there is
to remind one of & fort or even a town,

thrill we did have while visiting in Burns wes the privilege af

attending a Basque ;ﬂvﬁet with all the d4bICIOUS- delicious native foods.

ey

4gen attended and he is a chatming personality. -You heve perhey
the Oregon Priest who wears riding boots all the time. He is

and wes given the right to wesr boots while he was Chaplain in World




A little French Ea heepman
(eight I believe) langueges wes our host and he

nd dencing thet improved with the rieci ne that literally flowed.

singing s

He never lost his charm or eourtesy though. Father Ezan invited sll of us to

be held two weeks later and I regretted that we couldn't be there.

u

-

Reelly Burns, the "Saturday Evening Post Town"

heve little new to contribute.

Thenk you agein,

my
) |

helme

ling envwav,
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PARKER BARRETT
1041 Isaacs Avenue

Walla Walla, Washington :: . P a \‘:4 / ? J.. 3.
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PARKER BARRETT
1041 Isaacs Avenue
Walla Walla, Washington
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E Bar Rench
July 13 1953
Click Relander
Dear Mr. Relander:

First of all: many thanks for the completed Journsl; I know
it represents a tremendous emount of work and I sppreciate it a great desl. Also
thanks for the interesting clippings and the membership card,

I have had considersble illness and a lot of company so my
summer hes been far from productive though I have a few new leads to follow, I
would like to see you before I have some of the letters typed (Wilbur) as it
seems useless to make duplicete copies if you have these already on file, I
am just beginning to take downlzilie 1865-1856 report so you cen see I am slow,

but I want to have all the letters authenticelly on file. When I took them

down before I just took the parts I wished for my own use so my notes were not

authentiqﬂill have been sharply criticized for not giving a bibliography as

you have done,much to your credit.

I heve hed no time to reflo my Wilbur story (Toppenish Review)
so I am letting him use my original rather than prolong its publication, how-
ever I feel now that with time I could make a much better biogrsphy., I wonder
if you have uncovered much concerning his New York period., I am afreid I will
never find the time to take adventage of your grecious offer to go through your
material,

If you ever heve & call for sketching or mural work, I hope you

(Larry George)
will call on my Indien neighbor boy who is doing some excellent pictures. Mr,
Skarra suggested thet I consult Mr, Hart in obteining permiseion for Larry
to sell some of his work at Fort Simcoe on tourist days.(Which I em doing by
letter immediately.)

I have hed quite a few calls for materiel and at present I em
spmewhat bogged down with letter writing. I hope you hed a very pleasant
end productive vacation.

Thank you sgein ,

Sincerely, Thelme Kimmel,
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E Bar Ranch S
July 26 1953

Click Relesnder
Dear Mr. Relander:

Thank you for the River articles. They are most interesting
end well done - as usuel- and I eppreciste having them. I was thrilled to see
the old river boat models on display st Maryhill Museum recently.

No,I do not have the Oregon Historical Quarterly but I have
written to the library for it, In case I do not get a copy I will appreciate the
use of yours very much,

1 did not write to Dr. Thomess Yaernes or Dr, Thomss Griffith
(as Judge Wilson suggested thst I should) es I understood from you thet material
was being sent by them to Dr. Johnson. Nor Have I heerd from Dr. Johnson,

I had a visit from Rev. Hubert Vincent of Rock ford-(who is an evid Lincoln hist -
orian)-who has become interested in Fort Simcoe and Wilbur ss he is writing e
story of pioneer deys. Hid people pioneered in the Bickleton erea and Rev.
Vincent hes held severasl psstorstes about the velley. Hies son is music instruct-
or et Wenatchee Junior College.

I have sent out numerous letters with return envelopes but am
disappointed in the unusual lack of response. Perhzps everyone is vecationing.

I heve not heard from Supt. Hart concerning the possibility of Larry George
putting his work on display et Fort Simcoe. However I have him busy st present
getting some exhibits ready for the Feir and Mr. Cheausee at Satus Store has
pemitted him to put up a display there for selling. Lerry's pen and ink

and chercoal worke are much better than his colors es yet. I hope his art

teachers will give him more help but some of these youngsters fresh out of

0o
college and steeped in "Modern Art" cen't be bothered with a qpaly little

Indian boy redolent with buckskin end segebrush, I have given him some Fort
Simcoe sneps and he is going to try some sketches.

About the "Wilbur" articles: sometime ago Mr.Allen (Toppenish, Review)
asked to publish them in = booklet. I gave him the original manuscript to

use es he wented = longer work then thet I had condensed. I do not know

T Sy




which He will decide to use but I believe he is beginning on it this week, I

Just do not have time to re-do it now but as my material grows I still have dreams
of a real biography.

My novel waits for Hyping. It is the one Dr,Savage felt I should try
on some Eastern Pub. Co. The first version, a Seettle Co. (McCeffrey) wrote me
they planned to use as their novel of the year but that they ren short on funds
and paper. Then Binford and Mort kept it e year giving me the impression (by
letter) that they would use it, but eventually sent it back, They asked for a
fictionalized Father Wilbur novel but I have not tried that, Cexton's asked me
to weit my turn on the list to send in e book length Wilbur story but I haven't
done thet either--same excuses: lack of time, and illness,

I thoughtt you might get a small kick out of this story I sold some pe
years ago to McFaddens when Fulton Oursler waes editor of their magazines. Rem-
ember I told you I sat down one evening end wrote a local story and sent it in
longhend, I've sold others but not for that price, (You cesn catch an editor off
guard once in a whileR)

The trip to Europe sounds wonderful and I hope thet Mrs, Relander has
a grand time. Three years asgo a young friend, Beth O'Brian of Pasco, took the
tour to the Vaticen via London, France, etc., and the pictures she brought
back were marvelous,

I also hope that Mrs. Relander can find us something more of Wilbur's
New Yorit period and maybe a bit about the aberrstions thet cesused him to pray

. . 2 i
with such self—abnegg}zn c;:;;t‘}ft ‘lJong trip ‘n‘est: 4 5 b’,,g.,)

I wonder if she would be interested in visitingﬁaerand'd Music Box
headquarters in New York., Some of our friends visited there and had thefr old
music box repaired and bought a lot of fascinating music box recorde(é,ﬁ‘%)

Of course we'd like her to find out what Tiffany's did with the Lynch
Fort Simcoe collection.

Thanks again for the splendid articles.
Sincerely,

Thelma Kimmel




For this I had left the pleasant order and

cleanliness of the Indian school! Even the creek, where

I now sought solitude on a fallen alder, was strewn with litter
that spoiled its natural beauty.

I had taken my handwork upstream a short distance from
the camp, but I had no inspiration for work. They had told
me at the school that I had unusual talent for basketry and
beadwork.

After my graduation, the 'matron had advised me to go home
for a rest and, as I was not strong, to live out-of-doors.

I had not been back to my birthplace for over eight years.
My mind had been filled with pleasant childhood memories;
of wild ducks flying against the sunset; of migratory swans
settling down in a white cloud over the reeds of a swamp lake;
of wild hawthorn, snowy with sweet blossoms, above the rest-
less water of the winding creek.

My mother had taught me to love the wild life of the creek
and the lake. She had told me many wonderful legends of the
coyote, the beaver, the muskrat and the badger. The coyote
held an important place in the primitive religion of our tribe
in which many animals are personified.

Together we gathered the wild flowers; the violets, the tinted
penstemons, the syringa and the lupines.

My mother had taught me to gather the early, edible greens
and to find the herbs used as healing agents, while she warned
me of the poisonous plants—the parsnip, the nightshade and
the nettle. I helped her pick the wild currants and elder-
berries, as well as the edible roots.

Into my beadwork, as a sort of consolation to my home-
sickness, I had woven these memories; woven the delicate golden
mimulus, the iris and the rose, the larkspur and the cactus, woven
the heron and the wild goose, the coyote and the badger.

At my mother’s last request, I was sent to the Indian school
several hundred miles away, after her death. At first, my hand-
some young father came often to visit me, but during the last
few years I had received no other word than an occasional card.
He had married again, and no longer sent me gifts or the money
with which he had been so generous before. I had mourned
my mother’s death greatly, as I knew he had, and I was deeply
hurt at the thought of a stepmother.

My mother had been the daughter of an American officer
in the early days of our territory. My grandfather had followed
the example of many white men who had come to the West
without families. He had loved, and left, a broken-hearted
Indian girl.

My mother was educated by many years in a Mission school.
My father could read and write fairly well, and could speak
intelligible English. He often
filled the position of interpreter
for the Indians. Unlike many
children of the reservation, my
early childhood had been spent in
clean, pleasant surroundings.

Now, as I.meditated I was,
filled with wutter desolation.
Surely all my school training
had been for nothing. I had no
place in the old home where rela-
tives of my stepmother, both
near and distant, had set up
housekeeping in tents and
shacks. When my mother lived,
my parents and I had dwelt
alone in the small clearing, in a
clean little cabin on the creek’s
edge, just high enough to miss
the spring floods.

26

Where did happiness lie for
this girl, loved and adored
by a man of her own people,
yet fiercely hating their
ways? Should she submit

to his nlad love—or revolt?

w

MAN
mﬁOWM'PwP’z

OME! T looked down at the scattered tents and shacks,
sick at heart.

My reverie was disturbed by a sudden attack. From be-
hind, I was seized bodily in big, rough arms; my neck and face
were bruised by fierce, hungry kisses. It was a few moments
before I could summon strength enough to fight for freedom. I
clawed and bit in savage anger until I was released. I looked
bitterly at my assailant, not admitting to myself the thrill I
had felt in the strength and passion of those arms around me.

“So it’s you!” I said in a shaking, scornful voice, trying to
squelch with a glance the tall young Indian, Harry Jo.

Since my return home, Harry Jo had trailed my footsteps.
He was an orphan, and distantly related to my stepmother. A
white family had raised Harry Jo and had given him the ad-
vantages of home and the common school until he had found
work for himself. He was clean, and dressed like any young
white man. His good-looking face, above broad stiffened shoul-
ders, was both hurt and angry.

“I want you, Nellie. I want to marry you,” he said violently.
“We'll live on my eighty acres. I'll settle down and farm.”

“I won’t marry you, or any other of your dirty tribe,” I
raged, still trembling. “And you leave me alone!”

I was a little ashamed, in spite of my anger; for I knew that
Harry Jo really cared for me, but the feeling of distaste for my
stepmother’s family tried to include him. I had, since my re-
turn, been molested by others far less pleasant than Harry Jo,
and I was very bitter.

HEN I had tried to explain to my father, hoping for
sympathy, he laughed, much amused.

“You'd be smart to get Harry Jo,” he said shaking his black
braids. ‘‘He’s one fine boy.”

My father, once so clean and handsome, was now dirty and
ambitionless. It hurt me greatly to find that he had fallen
back into the ways of the tribe. My stepmother, only a few
years my senior, was all blanket-native, scarcely able to utter
a word beyond the jargon of the tribe, and she seemed to revel
in dirt and disorder. Her pretty face and youth must have
been her attraction to my father, and evidently she did have a
sense of humor, for she was always laughing.

She took no care of my two little half-sisters and one little
half-brother, and laughed at me when I made any attempt to
clean them or feed them properly.

Little Jerry looked so much like my father, and was such a
bright, friendly little fellow that I liked to do for him. I found
my only real pleasure when I was teaching him or playing with
him.

My father treated me with good-humored tolerance, giving
me a corner of the kitchen for my cot and a chest of possessions
which I now found necessary to keep under lock and key.

My first Sunday home had
been the day of the annual Root
Festival at the Common Meet-
ing House where all members of
the tribe collected to feast upon
the bitterroot gathered from
the hills. Combined with canned
salmon, it made a savory dish.

My mother had often prepared

it when I was a child, but the

stench and crowded disorder of
the festival made it impossible
for me to enjoy the once-relished
dish.

I had not wanted to attend
the celebration, but my father
insisted that I go anyway.

“They’ll think something’s
wrong with you,” he said. “You
ride with Harry Jo.”




considers it a duty and
its readers great

as this extraordinary
Effie Crawford, mother
miracle baby. Here
and fascinating picture
untold thousands in
a way of life totally
unbelievable to millions
other Americans

I knew what had happened in that
brief instant when our eyes first met.
I began to tremble. I didn’t love
Louis; but the strangeness of it all
stirred my ‘emotions.

By the time we reached my gate,
Louis had asked me to marry him.
He spoke to me frankly and honestly.

“I’'m twenty years older than you,
Effie,” he said, “and I’'m a poor man.
But the Crawfords are respectable
folks, and you’ll always have a good
home—even if it’s not fancy. I
don’t expect you to love me now,
but that’ll come. In a few days my
job’s out, and I’'m going back. I
want to take you with me.”

I left him with the promise that he
could come for my answer the next
evening.

DIDN'T sleep very much that

night. Louis Crawford wasn’t
the kind of man I'd dreamed of for
my some-day-to-be husband. His
reddish-brown hair, blue eyes, work-
worn hands and nearly forty figure
did not spell romance, But I knew
enough to recognize within him

o,
3 2 ke

something more than good looks— Effie Crawford and her “wildemess baby™ whose amazing story is here

sincerity and kindness and an earnest
sense of right.

My mother was delighted with the
idea of a son-in-law. My marriage
made the way clear for her own plans. But, quite aside from
that, I am sure she thought Louis would make a good hus-
band; and she was happy to imagine me safe in the protec-
tion of a home I could call my own, with a future—so she
thought—free from want.

" Louis and I were married quietly in Green County a couple
of days later. The same afternoon, we took the train back to
Pearl River—where, for generations past, Louis’ people have
lived, loved, and died.

My marriage had been without excitement—without love
in my heart. And certainly Louis had not painted any rosy
pictures of what he had to offer me in the way of worldly goods.

Still T wasn’t prepared for the bareness that awaited me in
the lonely silence of the Pearl River pines. i

The town of Pearl River is a dismal little place in itself,
springing up from the heart of a dreary Louisiana swamp; but
we were not even to live in Pearl River. Louis’s place was
more than three miles out from town, on the Bogalusa
Highway.

We got a lift that far. Then we had to trudge up a rough,
dusty wagon road three-quarters of a mile to—no, not a modest

told completely for the first time

cottage, not even a shack—but to a weather-beaten, two-
room cabin! A rickety wooden step led up to the narrow
door, and two tiny windows stared out into the dusk like
empty eyes.

My heart sank, but I didn’t want Louis to know. He was
so happy to be “home”. I couldn’t spoil his high spirits. I
swallowed the lump in my throat and went into the cabin
with him.

LOUIS lit a kerosene lamp. The yellow light flared up along
the bare board walls. Numbly I looked about me.,

At one side of the room stood an old, white iron bed, the
paint peeling off into ugly black scars; no curtains at the win-
dows; no rug on the rough floor. An oil drum, set on its side
and fixed up with a home-made flue, served as a stove. Two
rickety chairs, a worm-eaten bureau, and a battered trunk
were the only other furnishings. Beside the door, leading to
the lean-to box of a kitchen, stood an old-fashioned hand-
lantern.

I had never felt any of the thrill of a bride; but now a dull
kind of despair began to creep through (Continued on page 119)
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So I had gone with
Harry Jo in his roadster
and he had kept close
watch of me, keeping
the other young fellows
away — the real reason
that I went with him.
Ever since that day he
had regarded me as his
special charge.

My heart was racing
wildly from his passion-
ate attack on this after-
noon as I sat on the bank
of the creek. I gave
him a withering look and,
gathering up my work,
I made my way back
to the camp.

Old cars, parts of cars,
hacks, skins, tin cans,
feathers, bones, and de-
caying fish surrounded
the tents, houses and
sweat houses. One old
shed held the grim spec-
tacle of drying eels. A
large number of shaggy
dogs and nondescript
ponies added to the hap-
hazard effect of the scene.

Some of the tents were
of reed and some of can-
vas; some artistic young
Indian had covered the
latter with large painted
figures. Even the home-
owning Indian holds to
the tent, and one is al-
most always seen at the
side or back of a shack
or house.

It was no wonder that
my heart sank as I picked
my way to our house,
where my stepmother
sat on the doorstep, a
place she enjoyed for
hours at a time, scarcely
moving her fat body
beneath its layers of
cloth and blankets.

She liked an abun-
dance of everything, in-
cluding frills and finery.
It was not unusual to
see the baby in a dirty
lace bonnet, wearing a
dress of lace and beads, and a blanket for a diaper. She had
fashioned the carrying boards herself with much decoration.
It worried me to see the baby laced tightly in its stiff board,
gazing cross-eyed at the dangling beads of the head shade.

The greatest cross I had to bear was in the changed religion
of my father. Religion had been taught to me in the hopeful,
conservative manner of Christianity. Now I found that my
father had wandered from the faith of my mother, and had
become an enthusiastic Shaker, the favored religion of many
Indians.

He seldom missed a meeting at the Shaker church, a weather-

“Don't, don't, Mr. Cary!" | cried. '‘Let me go! You must be drunk!"'

beaten sentinel in a lonely district. These gatherings lasted for
days, and were like some heathen festival, a queer blending of
Christianity and paganism. The first meeting filled me with
terror. The long, very dilapidated room, packed with natives,
shaking violently as the spirit took hold of them; the robed
preacher with his outspread hypnotizing hands, the bells ring-
ing, the frenzy of unloosed emotions filled me with terror. The
smell of burning candles mixed with the sickening odor of sweat.

I tried to explain to my father this feeling of fear, but he
shook his head gravely.

“You need the spirit, Nellie. You need help. You must
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bave a devil.” This feeling seemed to widen the break between
us. I had no one to turn to for understanding or sympathy.

Early in the summer my youthful stepmother gave birth
to her fourth child. She performed this function with scarcely
a spasm, and was assisted only by an old squaw and myself;
no medical attention was deemed necessary. The infant lived
but al few hours, and soon the camp began preparations for the
burial.

While my stepmother stayed at home, wailing and chanting
to the great wonder of her older children, the relatives went
into town to purchase toys and beads and trinkets. My father
went to the agency where he obtained a small box coffin for

the infant. Back home the trinkets were strung by the mourners,
with the beads, into a long fantastic string. :

After a long night of weird praying and mournful wailing
accompanied by the low thud of a tom-tom, morning found a
mysteriously-gathered procession making its way toward the
little Indian cemetery at the top of a lonely sage-covered hill.

Approaching the burial ground, there was wild whooping;
horses were whipped savagely ; car horns were honked and all was
pandemonium. :

There was behind this outburst, I knew, a challenge to fear;
to imaginary spirits that might abide here. An Indian does not
return to his burial ground alone. An unwilling member of the




gathering, I watched it all with dismay and bewilderment.

A high fence, with a government sign against trespassing,
protected the yard, but the graves showed no care.

The new grave was covered with the toys and beads for the
use of the departed spirit. Similar articles, bearing the ravages
of weather, covered other graves where badgers had played
havoc. The wind moaned through a fallen jar, adding a ghostly
accompaniment to the ceremonies.

To me, accustomed to the hopeful beauty of real Christianity,
of services filled with soft organ music and song, there was some-
thing terribly wrong about it all. ;

As the summer drew on, I was forced into many such cere-
monies, into fishing trips, berry hunts and festivals until I felt
I would go mad.

One day a wise old squaw nudged me, winking slyly as she
did so.

“You awful pretty, Nellie. Why don’t you go town, get
work like lotta girls, get money, get white men?”’ She named a
house of ill-fame in the main reservation town. I was sickened
with disgust and filled with desire to escape from the whole
tribe. ' It was no uncommon thing for an Indian girl to have
white customers.

Harry Jo persisted tirelessly in his advances toward me,
doggedly protecting me from rough or drunken assaults of other
young Indians. My father urged me to marry him. I think he

felt that I would be safe, and that he really wished to be free
of the responsibility of my care; and perhaps the memorv of
Mother that I brought to him, for he had told me once, in a

brief moment of confidence, that I looked like my mother.

The camp had been buzzing for sometime with talk of a
frontier Fourth of July celebration. The head of the agency, a
man of rare talent, with a real feeling of good will toward the
Indians, was inducing them to take part in a parade and pageant
which would be a revival of the early days of our country.

There would be some money and a lot of sport in it. A tent -
village was to be built up in a corner of town for the accommo-
dation of all Indians taking part.

I could not rouse any interest for it, as the others seemed to
do. It was too much like making sport of tragedy. 7" story of
the brave old chief, Kamiakin: his own men turned from him,
seeking refuge in another part of the country after the late
Indian wars—always struck a chord of pity in my heart.

There are still a few Indians who remember that last battle,
and the fall of a great leader. 1t was he who had brought the
cattle industry to his people. It was he who constructed the
first irrigation system of our state. It was he who had gone to
the white people to ask for Christian ministers for his tribe, and
whose greatest desire was to preserve their land, the great central
position of the state.

My father reproached me when I begged to be left out of
the celebration.

“We need the money,” he said. “You want to help. too,
Nellie. You’re pretty. Get out your mother’s things and you’ll
lead the show.” T couldn’t understand how he could so lightly
sacrifice old memories in this way.

The day before the Fourth, we (Continued on page 73)

I felt myself struck with
inward admiration as |
watched Harry Jo, splen-
did in breech cloth and
feathers, his brown skin
oiled to perfection




Recently, in the death house at
Sing Sing, there were six youths,
all under twenty-one, awaiting
execution. What is back of this
terrifying parade of modern
youth from high chair to electric
chair? Who is responsible for
the boys and girls that are
sucked into lives of crime? You
will find much to think about in
this fascinating story of one

youth's career outside the law

By Warden
LEWIS E. LAWES

of Sing Sing Prison

have spent in the study and supervision of criminals,

are the five years—from 1915 to 1920—that I was
superintendent at the New:York City Reformatory for Boys
at New Hampton, New York. There you have boys gathered
from every part of a big city; from the slums to the over-indul-
gent homes of the rich. And it is the duty of the institution
to see that these boys, when they leave, are re-educated and
readjusted to take their places as normal members of society.

What happens after a boy leaves a reformatory depends on
the boy himself, his family, his environment—and how ready
society is to receive that boy. -

And the fact that so many of these boys do not make that
social readjustment, is a tragedy for which society has to pay
heavily—for, in the making of second offenders, society itself
is not altogether blameless.

The next step, usually, for a boy who has not made that re-
adjustment to society is Sing Sing.

Sing Sing is a prison with many second offenders. The new
men who are admitted almost daily are often men whom I
have seen behind these or other walls before. Our modern
system of identifying criminals makes it easy enough to recog-

30

ﬁMONG the most informative and instructive years I

nize them—the gangster, the burglar, the habitual forger, the
racketeer.

Therefore, I just glanced casually at Prisoner 540297 as he
stood in the line-up. There was something vaguely familiar
about his tight-lipped mouth and sullen eyes. But the thing
that caught my attention particularly was the color of his hair
—bright red it was; the reddest hair I had ever seen. He did
not look at me as I walked by him, but kept his eyes fixed
straight ahead. I knew that I had seen that face and that
hair somewhere before. But where? I was disturbed. I stared
at the prisoner for a moment.

E moved nervously under my gaze, and then a smile, thin,
sardonic, flickered at the side of his mouth. A multitude of
thought associations flooded my mind, and then a clear, sharp
picture began to form—that same thin smile, the same red hair,
gray eyes glaring defiance. But they belonged to a boy, not a
man.

George Bramley, who now stood before me in the line-up
here in Sing Sing, had been admitted to the reformatory at
New Hampton in 1916, He made a strong and not altogether
agreeable impression. About eighteen, tall, broad-shouldered,




moved in a mass to the mock village, with
our regalia, to join the many other partic-
ipants. The town was alive with people,
horses and banners.- At the street inter.
sections, they were holding mock trials and
hangings. ;

Old wagons, stage coaches, and even an
ancient box hearse, had been resurrected. In
spite of its being prohibited for the Indians,
liquor flowed freely, and many of them were
under the influence of it,

Many of the Indians were in native cos-
tume, but many dressed as the white people.
Still more wore a comical half-and-half
ensemble. Indian girls boasted permanent
waves, lipstick, high heels, and cigarettes. I
found myself an outsider. I had been trained
to dress in simple clothes and sensible shoes,.
I wrapped my braids about my head and,
except for the earrings that had been my
grandmother’s, I wore no jewelry.

ARRY JO scarcely left my side and was

persistent in his treats of ice cream and
candy. He seemed eager to show me that
he did not get drunk as the others did.

At ten o'clock on the morning of the
Fourth, the parade started with a blare of
band music. The floats and decorated cars
came first, followed by animals, the ancient
vehicles, clowns and quaintly attired people
on foot. Then came the seemingly end-
less procession of Indians on horseback in
war paint and feathers, beads, furs and skins,
some dragging the ancient travois and bear-
ing the double-horned saddle.

I wore the buckskin dress that had been
my mother’'s with its heavy beads and
fringe, while my white horse, borrowed for
the occasion, staggered under his exhibit
of beadwork and basketry,

Harry Jo was splendid in breech cloth
and feathers, his brown skin oiled to shining
perfection, his own pinto pony gleaming from
days of brushing. I felt myself struck with
unwilling admiration as I watched him.

Tom-toms beat rhythmically, accompanied
by war whoops, shrill and drink-loosened.
Everywhere there was noise, yelling and
hooting. Two little Indian boys did a war

ance on the back of a truck to the great
hmusement of the crowd crowded close to
he sidelines.

Now and then some energetic photographer
leaped out to halt us for pictures.

“There’s a beauty!” some insolent by-
stander yelled at me. “How’s a chance to
date you, Pocahontas?”

I felt miserable and humilated, but the
others seemed to be enjoying it all a great
deal.

I am afraid I made a poor showing in the
pageant, where I went wearily and auto-
matically through my part.

I was glad when it was all over, when the
last of the fireworks had died away. But it
was late the next day before my crowd had
sobered enough to start for home, their
money burned up in sport.

I was ashamed of them all and, lonely and
desperate, I resolved to leave the camp at
the first opportunity. I had sold a couple
of bead bags as souvenirs, and I determined
to find some means of escape.

I felt dirty and cross after the heat and
dust of the celebration. Not caring for the
common sweat house bath, I went up the
creek to find a secluded bathing spot where
I would be unmolested. It was not unusual
to see my stepmother or any of the others
in the camp come from the sweat houses,
where the hot stones left them dripping with
perspiration and leap naked into the cold
water of the creek, where they would swim
or crawl idly about. The utter lack of
modesty disgusted me.

Man of My Own People

(Continued from page 29)

My mind tormented with thoughts of
escape, I wandered a long way from the
camp. In a sheltered nook, where the tree
trunks were covered with rose vines, I
stripped off my clothes and plunged into the
cool water, cleaning myself luxuriously with
a treasured bar of sweet-smelling soap. There
was something soul-easing in the clear ripples
over my bare body, and I felt a little more
cheerful.

Reluctantly I climbed out at last and be-
gan to dry myself briskly. I was startled by
a crackle in the brush upstream and quite
near to my hiding place.

I dressed quickly and peered through the
vines. Just beyond, a fisherman sat, leisurely
watching his line.

“Hello!” he said, not even turning his
head my way. Seeing that I was discovered,
I stepped out, wondering how he had re.
mained so silent that I had been unaware of
his presence. My turbulent thoughts must
bave absorbed me completely,

He turned at length and his friendly,
middle-aged face showed surprise.

“Why it’s my little Princess of the big
parade. You were really quite beautiful,”
he said pleasantly,

“I—I didn’t know—any one was here,”
I stammered.

“I won’t bother you, make yourself at
home. I'm Wayne Cary if you don’t know
me. I have the advantage of knowing you.
I couldn’t ever forget the picture you made
on the Fourth.”

I had often heard of Wayne Cary. He was
foreman of a big cattle ranch farther up
the creek, and often hired Indian riders,
Harry Jo among them. His kind and friendly
attitude inspired a fatherly confidence, and
before I was aware of it I was pouring out
my troubles, forgetting that he was a white
man,

"I WILL do almost anything to get away,”

I said with fervor, after telling him my
history. “I have been taught to keep house,
to cook, to sew, to be clean.”

I even told him of Harry Jo and his de-
sire to marry me.

“Harry Jo is a good Indian,” Wayne Cary
said. “I'm sure that he would be good to
you.”

“But I want to be different,” I cried im-
pulsively. “I can’t bear to live as my people
do. My mother was different. My school
was different. I want to work and be clean.”

“Would you like to keep house for me?
I get tired of eating at the mess house. I
could pay you to keep my house, and get
my meals.”

I was filled with hope as I accepted his
offer eagerly.

“I'll talk to your father. If it’s all right
with him you are hired as my housekeeper.”
Mr. Cary said seriously.

My father was not at all pleased, but when
he saw how eager I was, he couldn’t do
much but agree. He had the Indian’s
natural distrust for white men.

“I'm never coming back—never!” T told
Harry Jo whose face had become a picture
of black gloom,

“Maybe some day,” he answered bitterly.
“Maybe I won’t want you then, Nellie. 1
guess I love you awful. Won't you stay?
Won’t you marry me now—before it’s too
late?”

“I won’t marry you any time,” T answered
as I shook off his urgent hand. But I felt a
little sorry to leave Harry Jo and his faith-
ful protection. I wanted semehow to atone
for my past harshness. I held out my hand
10 him.

“Let's be friends, Harry Jo. Good-hy.”

There were several hired hands on the

cattle ranch who shared a mess house and
a bunk house, but the foreman had a neat
cottage set apart from the other buildings
beneath a small grove of cottomwood trees.
It was this pleasant house that I was to
keep in order. Everything was modern, and
it was well furnished. I had a small room at-
tached to the kitchen, and I was eager to
begin my duties at once. Here was all the
pleasantness of the school with the added
incentive of responsibility; for Mr. Cary
turned everything over to my care, even his
own room that led from the long living
room filled with easy chairs, books, a radio
and a fireplace. I was mistress of the do-
main; a paradise after the past months of
harrowing experiences. ;

I saw little of Wayne Cary, save at meal-
times, when he insisted that I eat with him
and he praised the food and order of the
house. His duties took him out for long
hours, and he seemed always tired. Whenever
he returned from town it was always with
some gift for me, candy, a magazine with a
gay cover, or material for handiwork.

URELY it must all be a bright and beau-
tiful dream from which I must sometime
awaken!

Mr. Cary was very kind and fatherly, and
I looked up to him with the feeling I had
wanted to have for my own father. I learned
that he had a wife and family in the East,
but why he had left them I never knew.

Occasionally I would catch a glimpse of
Harry Jo riding past, and the sight of his
handsome figure, with face turned longingly
toward the house, made me a little sad.
Only once had I spoken to him. This time 1
had been in the yard when he had ridden
up unexpectedly.

“When are you coming to me, Nellie? I'm
waiting, I can’t wait always,” he pleaded as
he leaned from the saddle.

“I'm making my own money, and I don't
want to leave—ever,” I answered. “I'm
awfully happy here.”

What wonderfully happy days those were,
speeding by too swiftly on the wings of my
happiness.

In my spare moments I was working on an
intricately designed pair of leather gloves
for Mr. Cary’s Christmas gift. T wished to
show in some way my appreciation of his
consideration and kindness,

It was late autumn, and the trees of the
canyon had turned into a myriad of colors,
the late greens and browns splashed by
patches of flaming sumac. Here and there
a late flower hid from the frost beneath
tangled vines.

Ducks were settling down over the lakes,
and feeding in the fields and swamps. Now
and then a flock of geese passed over in
formation, honking harbingers of winter,
and on moonlight nights coyotes serenaded in
the near-by hills,

I loved it all. It was home as I had
hoped it to be; though I sometimes regretted
that T had no one of my own kin near to
me and I found myself at times praying to
my mother’s spirit.

Occasionally Mr. Cary’s work took him
away overnight, and on one of these eve-
nings, when I decided that he would not be
coming home, I locked the house and went
to bed. I went to sleep to dream of my
mother. She came to me with her arms laden
with wild flowers, her lovely face smiling.

“Come, Nellie,” she said, taking my hand,
“I am going to show you the way to a land
of happiness.”

She led me up a hillside fragrant with
flowers and trees. Then abruptly we started
down in to a valley. Suddenly she paused,
listening.
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“Why are you waiting ?”’ I cried.

“Some one is coming to take you the
rest of the way. Good-by, my dear.” She
kissed me gently, and her vision faded away
as out of the trees came a handsome figure
on a pinto pony, his naked body gleaming
above a breech cloth of gold, his dark hea
thrown back. y

As I went forward to meet the dream
figure he said, “I have come for you, Nellie,”
and lifted me up behind him on his pony.

We started down into the valley where
ducks played above a mirror lake, and
swans floated like graceful boats on the °
water.

I was awakened from this beautiful,
haunting dream by the sound of Mr. Cary’s
car in the driveway. I slipped a wrap over
my nightgown and went to unlock the
door, thinking to slip back to my room
unnoticed.

“Wait, Nellie! Help me with these pack-
ages,” Mr. Carey called and I gathered my
robe tightly about me as I held the door
wide for him to enter with his arms full.

“YOU must have been shopping, Mr. Cary,’
I laughed.

“So I have, little princess.
shopping for you.
for you, my dear.”

“Wait until I get a dress,” I cried eagerly.
Then with an afterthought, “Oh, dear, it’s
after midnight.”

I started to go past into the kitchen, but
Mr. Cary, turning from the table where he
had laid the packages, suddenly seized my
hand. My wrap fell away, disclosing my
figure, thinly clad in my white nightgown.

“What's your hurry, you little beauty?
You aren’t afraid of me, are your” -

Paralyzed by this sudden change in his
attitude toward me, I stood bewildered.

“Don’t you know thinking of you has
been driving me mad, Nellie? I can’t stand it
any longer. I've waited and waited, trying
to make you care too. Come, see what I
have for you. Gifts for your loveliness.”

He drew me to him, crushing me in his
arms, his eyes burning with a strange, new
light. This could not be my fatherly Mr.
Cary, his kind face become suddenly old
and repulsive beneath its mask of passion.

“Don’t, don’t, Mr, Cary!” 1 cried. “Let
me go! You must be drunk!”

“T am drunk, drunk with your madden
ing beauty, Princess. Did you think I wad
more than human, that I could go on and
on without touching you? Don’t you care,
Nellie? Why did you come here? Surely you
want me as I do you.”

Trembling, I fought free of his hot hands,
working my way backward to the door,
my robe left behind me in the struggle. It
must all be a bad dream, a nightmare. I must
soon wake up.

1 stumbled out into the yard blindly, not
caring where my feet led.

“Come back, Nellie, come back!” Mr.
Cary called from the door. “Don’t be foolish,
You'll catch your death of cold. Come back,
1 tell youl!”

With thumping heart, I stumbled ‘on down
the canyon, bruising my bare feet on the
rocks, not conscious that I was headed for
my old home. I felt that I must escape;
that Mr. Cary, now enlarged by my emo-
tions into some destructive monster, was
behind me in pursuit. The rose bushes caught
at my nightgown, tearing my flesh, but I
hardly noticed them. It was not light enough
to see the trail, but I ran on, not stopping
until I was past the bunk houses, the barns
and the corrals.

At the bend of the creek I paused for
breath, my heart ready to choke me. All
was silent behind me, but just beyond the
curve a lone figure bent above a campfire.

I tried to move quietly but a twig snapped
under me and I saw the figure leap to his
feet and pull a gun from its holster.

I have been
Come, see what I have




“Don’t shoot!” I called in a shaking voice.
I knew that my white nightgown would
stand out in the darkness.

“Who is it?” Instantly I recognized Harry
Jo’s voice.

“It’s Nellie,” I cried, amazed at the fate
that had brought me to Harry Jo. I felt a
warm sense of relief sweep over my shak-
ing body.

“Nellie, what you doing here? I thought
vou were a coyote or some wild creature.”
Harry Jo came swiftly toward me.

“I—I ran away from him, Harry Jo. I
couldn’t care for him that way. He was
so good to me, but I couldn’t, I couldn’t!”
I was crying hysterically, each sob bringing
relief as Harry Jo’s arms went roughly
about me.

“TELL me, Nellie,” Harry Jo said, fiercely
shaking me, “Tell me, you haven’t been
his woman?”

“Oh, no, I couldn’t! He was like a father
to me, and then so quickly he changed. I'm
so0 sorry, I didn’t want him to be different.”

“It’s high time you was coming to me,
Nellie. Every night I come up here to be
plose. 1 said maybe I come close, you can’t
orget me. I couldn’t let him have you.
You're meant for my woman.”

Willingly I let Harry Jo wrap ‘me in his
blanket and place me by his fire. There
seemed to be no one in the world so good
then as Harry Jo.

“We’ll go to that white preacher tomor-
row, Nellie. I've waited too long already.
I'll be good to you. I'll work for you. Don’t
worry, I'll never be a lazy Injun.”

* * *

I have been Harry Jo’s wife for four years
now, and we have two precious babies. We
live on Harry Jo’s allotment where renters
have left a modern little house.

We are just below the foothills of a
historical old mountain range. Looking into
the sunset I can see the grove of mighty old
oaks that hide the buildings of the old fort
where, years ago, my grandfather lived for
a brief time.

How different from my grandmother’s
home, is my little home with its garden and
flowers, its gasoline washer, its radio, and
sewing machine.

Harry Jo tries courageously to farm the
land well, though it is still a new and strange
occupation to him. And he is also building
up his herd of cattle.

I know there are times when he longs for
the freedom of the old life; the fishing trips
and the berry picnics, but his love for me
and the babies holds him. He never com-
plains, and has never become a “lazy Injun.”

To the white people, we are just “Injuns.”
The half-breeds ignore us and we do not
want to fall in with the tribe. We want to
bring up our children as the white people,
and to keep them free from the disease and
drink that are a scourge to our race.

We want to win a place among the white
people by our efforts and determination
but we can never hope to be accepted
socially.

I know there must be many other Indian
girls with problems like mine.

In the nearest town, a large, modern
school is being erected which my children
will some day attend. Will it be an advan-
tage or a disadvantage to them?

But we are going to fight to make a home
for our children and we have each other
and our love; although I must be called,
with the other women of my race, “a squaw.”
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ARE YOU MOVING?

If so, obtain Form S22 and 22B from the carrier

or your local Post Office_and mail it to the follow-

ing address at once. You will then be assured

of the uninterrupted delivery of your magazine.
ADDEN PUBLICATIONS, INC.

205 East 42nd St. w York, N. Y.
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7!!. mi. Is this how you look
and feel? Too tired to wake up?
Is your skin dull and pasty, slug-
gish and lifeless? How badly it
needs a gentle cleansing treatment
to arouse its healthy tone and
clear, fresh color!

Woodbury's famous formula,
now containing ‘‘Filtered Sunshine”
Vitamin D, rouses the skin to new

vigor, gives it new radiance.

NSTEAD of a yawn and a groan, you’ll
be giving a rousing cheer at seven
A. M., when you've learned to get Wood-
bury’s “Filtered Sunshine” in your bath.
Woodbury’s invigorating lather will help
you to start the day on your toes. ;
You see, Woodbury’s—long famous
for its velvety care of the skin—mow
brings “Filtered Sunshine” Vitamin D
directly to your complexion.

In the skin is a substance known as
ergosterol. When certain rays of the sun
fall upon the skin they change this inac-
tive substance into Vitamin D. And Vita-
min D is important to the skin’s vitality.

Now you get “Filtered Sunshine”
Vitamin D in every cake of Woodbury’s
Facial Soap! This sunshine element is
absorbed by your skin. Tests by a lead-

Then Woodbury “Filtered
Sunshine” bath for you, lady! Let
Woodbury’s, containing Vitamin
D, tone up your skin, make it
glow with life. Start your morning
with “Filtered Sunshine” and the
whole day will be sunny for you!

ing American university have proved it!

Because Woodbury's invigorates the
skin, it helps the skin to throw off its
wastes and overcome its own defects.
Blackheads, blemishes—all the common
faults will give place to clear, velvety skin.

So begin today to give your complexion
Woodbury’s “Filtered Sunshine”. Let this
soap with Vitamin D keep all your skin
fit and healthy, fresh, alive.

Only 10¢ now at drug, department, ten-
cent stores and grocers’ everywhere,

>




One morning, | was walking back to my
room. It had been a particularly happy
morning, the echoes of my instructor’s
praises were tingling pleasantly in my ears.
I was going back for lunch and an hour’s
rest before the afternoon’s arduous practice.

But, instead of the customary letter I had
been expecting from Dad, Mrs. Betts
handed me a telegram. It was brief, but
for several tense minutes I could not
grasp the full, terrible meaning of it.

“Come home immediately, your father
very ill,” it read. It was signed “Bob.”

The receipt of the message was so unex-
pected. Somehow I could not connect Dad
with real illness, he had always been so
robust. An icy hand seemed to clutch at
my heart, something immovable seemed to
stick in my throat.

REMEMBER the next hour vaguely; my

dazed, yet hurried throwing of some things
haphazardly into a bag; Mrs. Betts trying
to help in a flustered way, and promising
to pack the rest of my things in my trunk
and send it on. The interminable, agonizing
ride on the train, the meeting with a white-
faced, serious Bob at the station. The im-
ploring, sad look with which he answered
all my questions, and at last, entering Dad’s
room, knees trembling, heart beating to near
suffocation. Dear God, how pale and weak
he looked! 1 looked questioningly at the
white-capped nurse; she nodded, whispered
that I might speak to him. Trying desper-
ately to still my trembling, summoning all
the courage he had always tried to instill
in me, I placed my hand lightly on Dad’s
pale one.

He opened his eyes, and the dear smile
broke over his face. “Helen, my darling,”
he whispered, so low and weak I could
hardly hear, “I'm glad you'’ve come, it’s
good to see you again.”

After that, he had rallied long enough to
tell me, “Sit down, here next to me, my
darling. Put your arm around me. I want
to say something to you.” I had done so,
and then he had continued, “Now, dear,
I want you to listen closely. I'm afraid I
won’t make the grade this time, but I don’t
want you to be too sorry. Promise me that.
You see, vou mustn't forget that when I
go, I will be meeting some one I've been
waiting a long time to meet—your mother
—and the two of us will watch over our
darling.

“But this is what I wanted really to tell

you:
“Bob loves you, has loved you for a long
time. | hope you will find you can return
that love, and marry him. He’s a fine chap;
I could not find a better husband for my
girl.

“I know you've planned and looked for-
ward to a career, and if I were granted more
time, I'd want yvou to go on with it first,
for after all, you are very young. But, as
it’s turned out, I'll go happier, knowing
that you and Bob will be together always.
He has promised to look after you, even
should you not care enough to marry him,
Do as your heart dictates, Helen. I know
my girl can think for herself, but I hope
your answer to Bob's question will be ‘yes.’
But, at any rate, you'll think about it,
dear?”

I could not speak; could only nod my
head. He leaned back with a sigh of con-
tentment. After that, he apparently fell
into a peaceful sleep, but he was never to
awaken again. The doctor told me that Dad
had been suffering from a leaky heart for a
long time, this last attack had been the
fatal culmination of a series of milder at-
tacks, And I had never even known! He
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(Continued from page 49)

had not wanted to distress me! As quietly
as he had lived, so quietly he left life.

The weeks following the funeral were
heartbreaking enough. I don’t know how I
could have stood it without Bob’s constant
presence. Everything reminded me of Dad.
His books, his desk, his old favorite chair,
with the lines grooved in as a perpetual re-
minder of where he had sat. But through-
out my grief my intense suffering and long-
ing for the gentle man who had been every-
thing to me, I was conscious of one happy
thought—that Dad had died happy in the
belief that he left me well provided for. I
was glad that Dad had not known that most
of the money he had invested to provide
for my comfort, was lost. The lawyer had
explained it. Had Dad lived, he probably
would have pulled it through, but his sudden
death had left things at loose ends. Just an
insurance policy remained. Though the
lawyer’s words had frightened me, still I
was glad that Dad had not known.

The career I had so blithely looked for-
ward to such a short while ago, seemed very
far in the remote past. There was no money,
but even if there had been, it became mean-
ingless with Dad not here to share my hap-
piness. I did not go back to the conser-
vatory.

Several months passed. The house had to
be disposed of. Heartbreaking thought! But
I could not keep it—its upkeep was beyond
my slender means.

It had not seemed so before, but during
those months after Dad’s death when only
Kate, my old nurse, and I lived there alone,
the house seemed so big and empty. It was
then, when I talked with Bob about dis-
posing of the place, that Bob spoke of
what was nearest his heart. He told me of
his love, the sweet, tender love he had al-
ways felt for me.

“(YH, my sweet,” he whispered, “I’ve never

dared to say anything before, though it
was awfully hard at times. You've always
treated me as a sort of older brother, and
then you've always been wrapped up in
your music. But now, Helen dearest, I want
so much to take care of you, to love you,
to have you with me, always. Could you
care a little in return, enough to make the
thought of marrying me not too hard to
bear?”

Darling, lovable Bob! With his arms
around me, his whispering lips so close to
mine, I realized suddenly that I did love
him in the only way a woman loves the only
man, the way he wanted me-to love him. T
raised my face for a kiss. He crushed me
to him, roughly, and yet so infinitely tender!
Oh, how wonderful it was to be in his arms,
?5 again and again he rained kisses on my
ace.

Our wedding, naturally, was a very quiet
affair. Just the minister and Kate and Bob’s
parents, I had no family of my own. My
aunt, Dad’s only sister, whom I'd never
known, lived in Vancouver with her husband
and family. As | stood there, with Bob by
my side, listening to the minister’s words,
I suddenly realized how utterly alone I was.
For a moment I was terrified. Then, look-
ing up at Bob, with his reassuring smile,
the feeling passed. I could never be alone,
no, not when I had Bob. He was my world.

There followed weeks of happiness, such
as I had never dreamed of. It was with
renewed wonder and awe each time that I
gazed at my husband. He was the same Bob
I had always known and yet what a won-
derfully different Bob! But while I had
always looked upon him just as a wvalued
friend, | now saw him with the eyes of
an adored wife. He was wonderful!

I delighted in the new house he had
taken on the other side of the town, not
far from his office. I found enchantment in
fixing it up with new furniture and dra-
peries. I had taken only a few things from
the old house; books, Dad’s chair and desk,
and my beloved piano. The rest was sold.
And Kate—the dear soul—was with us in
our new home. She had been overjoyed at
coming with us.

Bob and his old chum, Ben Parket, had
formed a partnership together. Both had
taken an accountants’ course and had
finished together. They were both well liked
in the community, and when they estab-
lished their office, the business flourished al-
most from the start. In fact, they were on
the way to becoming amazingly successful.
Ben and his wife lived not very far from
us.

WE lived very quietly the first year, with
friends dropping in for a quiet evening
or we visited some of them occasionally. Bui
mostly we were contented to stay home,
just the two of us, Bob relaxing in the
easy chair, reading and smoking his pipe,
while I played the piano softly. Or we’d
sit and chat, giving each other the small
news of the day, happy and satisfied just
to be together. If, at times, there was a
pang for my lost career, I put the thought
aside. Bob was my only career now. His
quiet satisfaction when I played, was worth
more than the applause of thousands.

Later; we were drawn into the social life
of the town. We could not very well help
that. Bob was popular and we were re-
ceived with open arms by everybody worth
while, and soon we were part of society. My
services as a musician were in demand often
at this or that function. I gladly consented,
feeling that after all my accomplishment
was not wholly in vain if, in a small way,
it helped in a worthy cause. Between the
praises and compliments of friends, and my
husband’s all too evident pride in me, I'm
afraid the flattery of it all turned my head
a little. It was delightful to know that I
was liked a bit for myself.

A second happy year went by. Then a
brief consultation with the doctor confirmed
my suspicions that my secret longing wa:
to be realized. When I whispered the glad
news to Bob, his expression of unbelief,
amazement, and then joy, was wonderfull
Almost as if he were breathing a prayer,
he whispered huskily, “My darling, our
baby! Yours and mine!”

It was next to ridiculous to watch Bob’s
attitude toward me in the following months.
If he had loved and adored me before—well
—now I had become something almost
holy. He seemed almost afraid to to touch
me, as if I had become too {fragile to
touch, and would break at the least little
jar. It was silly, of course, but I loved
the absurdity of it. What woman doesn’t,
when she knows and is told over and over,
that she is the main object of her man’s
devotion, and adoration?

At the appointed time, I entered a private
maternity hospital. I don’t believe my case
was any more difficult than the average,
but it did seem pretty awful at the time.
Bob was the picture of despair. When, at
last, the awful racking pain was gone and
I lay weakly on the hospital bed, our son
was brought to me. What a funny little,
red-looking, adorable monkey he was! Bob
was simply wild with joy!

I was of a naturally healthy constitution,
and very shortly I regained my strength,
Kate, who had been my nurse, was crazy
over the baby. She would not hear of my
getting a younger and stronger nurse. I had
long ago vowed that Kate would always
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Dear Mr, Relander:

I have just received word from Blanch Emery that the U.S.
Dept. of Interior ennual report for 1851 ( from the University ) is in the
library et Yakime for my use there but cemnot be takzz? It will be held until
September 20, but it is almost impossible for me to be in town long enough to
copy the material if it is of any length. I wonder if you have this report,
and if not, if you would have time to copy it for us as you will probably want
it in the research files. It is held et the main desk in my name.

I am sending a picture of Larry George and a bit about him

with the hope that you might find e corner for it in the peper (no reference to

me or charge)'I think it would give him a little publicity and encouragement.

I think that he is improving and I em hoping to get some of his work mounted
for display at the Fair, I feel that he deserves a place in the regular art
display but so far I have been able to contact only the Indien Club leader-

Mr- St!‘ait.
Sincerely,

Thelma Kimmel




Indian Displays
Artistic Future

Larry George, Yakima Indian boy
who designed the cover for Mrs.
Thelma Kimmel's “The Fort Sim-
coe Story”, continues to get. calls
for his copies of Charles Russel
pictures.

One of his pictures recently
went- te an Oregon collector of
western pictures by Russel. Al-
though Larry perhaps has some
distance to go to reach Russel’s
color technique, critics are amazed
at his drawing skill that all but
surpasses many of the originals.

His work is not all copying, for
he has done some excellent design- |
ing. He is studying hard by corres-
pondence drawing courses with an
eye to developing his own style.

7)(: eon fh Royow
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nigh.” Luke€ 21 28-50" ]
We know not the hour—but it
is near, “even at the doors.” The
hour is striking. It is the begin-
ning of God’s tomorrow! Are you
ready for it? (Next: What Your
Adventist Neighbors Believe.)
This is No. 11 of a series, telling briefly of

| the beliefs and hopes of 750,000 of your
|l Seventh-day Adventist neighbors and friends.

‘ .....CLIPTHISCUUPON...-I

FULL~-
COLOR
PAINTING

A BEAUTIFUL

addition to

¥our homel Larrc size, 22 % 26 inches, in
ull, glorious color, designed for fmnfng.
Shows Christ '|I{l the Commandments,
painted by a fomous artist. Ask for yours
now. (Ten cents may be enclo for
postage and handling.)

SEND COUPON TODAY TO:
Box BDF, c/o Toppenish Review
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E Bar Ranch
September 20 19%4

Dear Mr, Relender:
I feel both sorry and guilty thet I could not teke sdvantege

of your request to bring Lerry George up for pictures and story. It seems
there heve been tood many demends here. However I hope Lerry's work will
speak for itself et the Fair, We heve enother young Satus artist who is
studying srchitectursl engineering st J.C. He is very shy end needs e grest
deal of encoursgement but I believe you would find John Morgen's work pro-
mising, I wish some architect might give hin apprentice work, I happen-
ed to see your friends in Toppenish this summer end they geemed to be busy with
their enthropology work. I hed s short visit with Mrs. peeler end she told
me asbout her trips to Weshington and the tregedy of Mrs, Swanstrom. It seems
e tragedy to me thet Fort “imcoe is being stripped down to represent only the
militery period when thet was such e short end not too sicnificent time. The
twenty yeers thet followed were so full of historicsl significence. It elso
hurts to see the interest in Fort Simcoe lag. I wes there this summer for e
short visit end wetched tourists from other states turn eswey in disappointment.
were told they

They were not allowed to enter the buildings andpwould not be able to see
any exhibits until the restorstion wes completed,dnd thet would be when money
enough wes reised for the work. Conceseions would not be zllowed until that
time, If money is needed.it seems thet some concesasions could be going to
draw interest and aid in the finencing. I'd like to see the fort restored to
represent the bustling agency it once was,with schools end shops etc. Indian
work could be solf to summer tourists,as well as books, pemphlets etc.

By the wey, do you hsppen to heve & msp of the old Delles-Fort Simcoe

rond? I have had several requests for it lately. I have an squeintence who

traveled over it with old Abraeham ?incoln ,who lived et the Fort, if I can

locete him. Mr. Allen reported lest wk. that the "Fort Simcoe" booklets were

still selling. I hope you have hed e plessent =nd productive summer.

Sincerely, fﬂg Q(—

Thelme Kimmel
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E Bar Ranch f‘ﬁ..mf
January 14 1955

Dear Mr. Relander:
I received notice thet an article of mine on Fort Simecoe

was printed in The Tacome Pacific Parade on January 9., I was not notified
ahead of the publicestion so do not know whether I will be able to get copies.
If I do I will send one to you, I also had the news thet my "The Fort Simcoe
Story" wes being bought snd used in connection with their Weshington History
Course, by C.W.C.E.

Sometime ago I sent an article to the Herald on the deeth of

Coflie te Rfo oo Sotke ofrion abinde Gast 3 spowe)

Simon Shafer with a story and pictures of "his museum, but the editor wrote
me thet the story was never received so the pictures were most likely lost.
As Simon wes a pioneer of Outlook I felt that many would be interested.

Thie has been a very full winter and I have only sterted to
type one of the novels I had hoped to do years ago. We will probsbly know by
next week whether Elmer hass to undergo his third spinel operation., He has
been working steadily in the new shop end thet seems to be much easier than
sitting or riding which seems very painful.

Moses Lake Civiec Symphony Orchestra put on their second

n in 195%
Cocert lest Mondsy night - since their beginning.under the direction of

Dale Johnson. Jeanette ébkneik, ballet artist, studying st the Univerity,

was their guest performer. Kay plaeyed with the violins and Ann(Rosser)Ballard

of Yakime, K who teaches there, played with the flutes, Key seid their time had

been well filled with practicing for the event which was sponsored by the
Soroptimiste who sold the tickets. They have several performers from Ellens-
burg- Dr George Beck of CWCE is their cellist , and others from Ephrates and Warden
es well as Moses Lake-forty in all, It seems like the town goes all out for
cultural undertekings but next yeers expected increascof 2000 students is apt

to put an end to ert end music in the schools,
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I em most anxious thet you see some of the work of John Morgan,

a neighbor boy who is sttending Yekime J.C. I think I wrote you sbout him before.
He is studying architectural engineering anl hopes very much to attend the
University next year. He will not be sble to do this without some financisl

aid. If you know of any scholarships or any groups offering help to talented
students the information would be so very much epprecisted. John is quite
versatile in his work, cen do either modernistic or realistic pictures and
designs and has a weaslth of apprecistion,and I believe considersble intelligence.
I am not any suthdrity on srt but I feel that his*houses of tomorrow " show
beauty and skill and originality. He does not copy as larry does though I

am very hopeful of Larry's future,

We had two house guests over the holiday:h:ere University graduetes
end art majote 8o the discussions ren high and quite beyond our lay apprecia-
tions.

I do hope that you have & wonderful New Yesr for your writing end

hobbies.

Sincerely :

Thelma Kimmel
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E Bar
April 11 1955

Dear Mr. Relander:
First of all-Congretueletions for your much deserved News-

paper honors. May your success continue- I §now it will. A set back in the hesart
condition hes rather held me et home this spring except for visits to the doctor.
I would like to attend the historicel convention now that it is so close to home
but I know it will be impossible. James Babb has been kind enough to have the
Yale librarians sesrch for materisl on Wilbur's Eestern period for me., It is
(4T Seans aloandag )
also possible thet he may bring some of it with him to the conference. If he
happens to do this I sufgested thet he give the informetion to you. I will
appreciete it very much if you find it possible to collect any notes for me-~
though I cen well imegine you will be more than busy. Mr. Sheller edvised me to
hurrys up my biogrephy ss the time is propitious. I have enough for book size
but would like more of thet eerly period. I do hope you have had luck with the

pemphletd and I em lookingg forward to its publicetion. I have been getting so

meny nice letters about the Simcoe booklet- mekes me feel good even though I

know they are not really deserved. Also about the article inspite of the printing

mistekes. Mr. Nelson(Bickleton) flew to Europe in January to visit with hie
brother in Paris end with relatives in Denmerk -quite a trip- so fast by plane.
Elmer ie so much better thet it seemeg almost mirasculous. He hes alresdy been
on & rock and chuck hunt- 18 chucks and some petrified wood. We have had a few
arrowhesds snd much flint eand some shells unearthed here by these terrific winds, .
Key lost two weeks of school with leryngitis end the doctor ordered no einging
for months. She hes hed to do her demonstrating with instruments . However they
told her they would give her two more helpers if she would return next year and
she was asked to tesch a college extension course there. I could not sttend t
the “hinook meeting beceuse of illness but my sidter ettended in my plece. Mr,
Sheller slso wrote me some notes on the meeting. I wonder if details of the His.
toricel Conference could be sent to Rev, Hubert Vincent-Rockford,Wash. I guess
Reverend Reisner of Toppenish decided not to weit for us and geve his collection

Excuse typing- sincerely- ze e%‘

of pictures to the locasl library.










b ind o

¢ i /// .
£ 7 2l kil
L7 P

/WVU% m).,J;,.A. -

y;
oy 487 O3 5 :
‘ A MQM77#







————

Aol el Lt Btk P of
CZMA‘-.“ G R




- "3‘_
4/ o

- WU\Q%Q{W h S0 e o P
ﬁfd Tl kot e S e
-5 cz,; e A Ll i g
- % i 1 e ‘

| : R?EZEZ‘,@::‘QJ;&- ;97/4«-{{

Poble - CLAS 2} Boofl Lo - -

;%W/Z—- ¢2s F(RLL A D

il | Bl |
it AL it f/%bif?m,&u o e

% A
%‘ N e R CORE e WA e T
s




BT G i Ao T il SRR
QT/»Q.ZZ%M? Bl s )7\2,“1

m,/iu,z«,z./ oy Sgas Rl
@g,w L WW? g L Lo )

el







ijff// Sy

e
Aot

Uiy
s @%/Lj@ff MZZL/

o S RO YR L e R L s S
(?::.bw

e gl L F s ST e
& SRUPRE IR O B

é;f;z (el sttt )

B8 T AT ,M/mmuw%,/l. e

i £ Tt el
glzzﬁ,,pau, Wel ¥

AT ity = . b,
YA

(Garde 47,%,2.)




Box 355 Grnger
September 12 1955
Dear Click Relender.:

Thank you for your letter end slso & thankyou from my
sister for Mr. Fergine . I em sending & notice immediately to Dr. Robert Ruby
at Moses Leke and I will send others ss I +think of them. FPlease do not even
consider eny idea of commission or refund. You were more then helpful in
promoting my booklet. I am sorry that Mr. Allen did not carry through his
enthusiasm but Broad's tell me that orders ‘tontinue to come in, I have been un-
able.to learn from Mr. Allen whether'ge hae mede a second printing. The lest \ \;
orders thet have come to me I have picked up at Broads. \

In view of the past I have scarcely dared to be too enthus- (‘f7>
jastic over what seems to be Elmer's marvelous recovery. We are going to Seattle
on the 20th for the check up and if all is well we will soon be home. He has
hed two years of suffering but since returning from the last hospital trip hes

consuming
not even teken one aspirin. To vary his diet of~a book a day he has been writing
his memoirs of kid days in the wheat hille (you know I met him when I teught on
the Rattlesnskes), and stories of hunting trips, etc. He cen walk about but
still cen sit very little( Loctor's orders).

I've enjoyed the Long House Story. Charley Telekish is
quite a personality. Afew years ago he end his wife ceme to us teerfully
begging us to hurry to the jeil and balzuﬁis son ewd. Jimmie hed been
arpestbd for drunken driving . We rushed in end peid the hundred dollars and

(hinn o Oia frosn)
you never saw more delighted people. Jimmie,said the Jail wes "just too dirty
and unsenitery®! Charley would never telk to me directly until after we took
him up to his timber cleim one dey and shared e picnic lunch with him. He told
Elmer (I listened) about all the old burial grounds etc. The next time I sew him
he broke the barrier(descended from his dignity) by ssking me “how I liked it
up in the pines"?

Excuse hurried typing,

Vi B T ] JJL»«J@ Thenks sgain-
602?:; BLpéﬁLag /¢A>«1,-—éfpazfﬂwybﬂ;T‘- :

g0 /L,‘u/w s el Lk JJ&/@
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September 18 1955

o

Dear Click Relander: !
(e

My nephew wrote me thet his librarian wes very interested in
the notice of "Drummers and Dresmers" which he took to her, and thet she would
probably order it as she wes building up & section on indisns of the Northwest.
She suggested that I send an order to Dr. Lee Johnson of E.0.C. which I am
sending et once. The librarian will no doubt order through the company as vaxton#d
give them s special discount.

I was thrille d to resd in todsy's peper thet Adem East was
(ot Daet t ook maTinr)
at leet to have a sponsor for his museum. Dr. Robert Rubyfof Moses Lake,wrote
that he wae very interested in your book and in st#udying the Northwest Indians
more thoroughly. Have you reed his book,"The Oglala Sioux"? His address- in
cece you do not heve it- is 414 Orestview Drive, Noses Lake, Wash.
Tuesday is our Seattle day and we are looking forward

hopefully. Mey also crowd in another visit to Volunteer Park Museum- I could

spend hours in thet librery too.

Sincerely, // (ﬂ\\jé//

X
I\




E Bar Ranch
September29 1955

Dear Click Relsnder:

I wonder i f you could find it possible to print +this

little atory and picture and give a locel boy e little boost- no charge. No
doubt you sre scqueinted with" The Oglala Sioux".

We are back on the rasnch snd Elmer is feeling good although he
lesrned on his Seettle trip thet the bone fusion was semi-hsrd and he wes to do
no heavy work until he returned for snother check-up in sizty days.

We were sorry to reed in the psper of the illness of your
wife's father, snd hope by now you have had better news,

I received s letter yesterdsy from Irving Petite, telling me
thet he hsd vieited with you st the Long House dedicetion. He haes & story on
Maryhill coming out in October- Sesttle Times. I em snxious to see the story.
Seattle Times turned me down on a Msryhill Story which I sent on to Inland Empire
end they published it, sending me the most complimentery letter I have ever
received from en editor. So go the weys of writing.

Please do not worry if you cennot use this story. I just
thought it might help out a young writer.

Under separate cover I am sending & money order for the final
payment on "Drummers end Dresmers®. All whom I have contacted seem most interested
and I hope they will follow through.

Larry George did not do so well st the Feir this year though
he seems to be doing more at school. The teecher hes sllowed him to conduct
some of the clesses and he hes full charge of the art work for the school Annual.

Sincerely,

y




E BAR RANCH
October 5 1955

Dear Click Relander:

I am sorry thet I ceused so much trouble shout the book
payment. I understood thet money was not to be sent to the publisher, but when
ordering direct to you it was permisskble. The $4 wes to be added to the §2 to
complete our payment on the book. If it isn't handy for you to keep or apply at t
this time, you cen return it when I see you and bill me later.

I don't believe I will join the Historical Society at this
time. As far es participstion in much of enything, the heart sttacks this summer,
meake it imperative that I be quite careful for sometime.

I am pleased that you could use the Ruby article and thank
you for your thoughtfulness about the clippings. I did not expect any payment
for it. I hope thet sometime before your book comes out (or eround thet time)

I cen have a try at your story-with picture- Sor the Sunday Megezines, especially
dealing with your Indien work and sculptoring. I have been rather lucky with
the Sundeys and my time seems to discoursge any longer works at present.

Elmer is doing gun repairing now that garage work is out for
et least two months. He enjoys especially, polishing and repairing old guns for
exhibit, but is getting hunting rifles reesdy for friends and neighbors. He re-
grets that he cannot go to the hills this year. He found an excellent spear head
here recently. It is always fun hunting fot them.

Kay is busy orgenizing a Central Washington Unit of M,E.N.C.
for Elementary Music teachers. I believe they will hold their first meeting at
the Chinook but I don't know the details.

We were sorry to hear sbout your wifle's beresvement. Plecse e

extend to her our sympathy.

Stop and have coffee with us anytime you ere down this way.

We'd like that. Thenks egein for everything,
_ Sincerely- IK.L..' Eﬁ.._... K
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