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JUSTICE FOR THE FARMER 

A/fJisius J. MuenCh, D.D. 

MOST people unfamiliar with 
prices of agriculturalcommod

ities are surprised to hear that 
farmers did not receive parity prices 
from 1925 until the fall of 1941. 
In 1941 for the first time prices 
reached parity, but only for. three 
months of the year, September, Oc
tober, and December, when the 
ratio of prices paid by the farmer 
for the things he brought to market 
in relation. to the prices he paid for 
industrial goods needed for the home 
and the farm stood at 102, 100, and 
101 respectively. For the entire year 
the ratio was only 92. For January 
1942, the ratio went up again to 
102, but since then has again fal
len below parity. 

This brief sketch of parity prices, 
based on exhaustive studies made 
month by month by the Bureau of 
Agriculture of the United States 
Department of Agriculture, explains 
why the farmer is again in revolt. 
In demanding parity prices he is 
merely demanding that he receive a 
price that wilL enable him to trade 
his products for the goods of industry 
on a fair basis. In this he is not de
manding more than he has a right 
to expect. It would seem that this 
is not true because farmer organiza
tions are quite generally demanding 
a .10 per cent margin above parity 
prIces. The reason for this demand 
is clear if it is noted that for most 
nionths of the year prices for all 
agricultural commodities are below 
parity. For the seventeen years from 
19.z5 to 1941, the average ratio for 
pnces received to prices paid was 
~4. The ten-point margin, therefore, 
IS demanded in order to equalize the 
fluctuations of prices for agricul
t~ral commodities. It is an estab
lIshed fact in agricultural economics 
th t . .. a pnces for agricultural commod-
Ities are very sensitive to market 

conditions of supply and demand. 
Every month of the year shows a dif
ferent price situation for grains, cot
ton, fruits, trucks crops, meat and 
dairy products, poultry and eggs. 

A fair price for the things he pro
duces is a matter of serious concern 
to the farmer. If he does not receive 
a fair price, it means that he is pay
ing more for the city-produced things 
he needs for the farmstead than he 
receives for his own products. Clear
ly, this can be done only at the 
expense of his standard of living. 
He must forego many of the things 
that his fellow citizens of urban cen
ters enjoy not as luxuries but as 
ordinary comforts and conveniences. 
Apart from certain well-established 
rural communities with good tradi
tions of farm ownership the standard 

, of living of farmers is not high. It 
can not be high in view of the rela
tively low incomes of most farmers 
in the· rural areas of America. Liv
ing conditions in the rural South are 
shocking. Conditions of living are 
not as miserable in other rural areas 
of the nation, but, generally speak
ing, the farmer does not enjoy a high 
standard of living. If he would, his 
sons would not be leaving the farms 
in such large numbers. 

During the 1920's nearly two out 
of every five of the farm young peo
ple who reached their twentieth birth
day had moved to the cities. The 
cityWard migration was curtailed 
somewhat during the depression 
1930's. Only in two years, 1931 and 
1932, the net migration was in fa
vor of the farm. At the present time 
the high wages that· are being paid 
workers in the defense industries are 
again drawing very large numbers 
away from the farm to the city. 

Unless the farmer receives his fair 
share of the national income the 
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flight from the land to the city will 
continue. As a consequence the labor 
market will be glutted; wages will 
be depressed; unemployment will en
sue; agitators in the ranks of labor 
will find combustible material for 
fires of discontent; socialism and 
communism will grow; and, if a busi
ness depression comes once more, the 
rolls of relief will be swelled and 
lines to soup kitchens will be length
ened. The evil effects that result 
from a disequilibrium of city and 
rural populations are too fresh in 
the memories of US all as to require 
detailed explanations. 

So long as fair prices are with
held from the farmer it will be im-
possible to obtain a better distri
bution of farmer-owned property. 
The tenant must sh,are the fruits of 
land and labor with the landlord. 
With rare exceptions, his share is 
barely sufficient to maintain himself 
and his family. There is no surplus 
left to lay aside savings with the 
thought of some day acquiring a 
farm. Tenancy has been on the in
crease year by year from 1880 on. In 
1880-25 per cent of the farms were 
tenant-operated; today about 42 per 

cent. Every year about 40,000 
more farm families are added tQ 
the tenant group. This trend to,:, 
ward tenancy will not be stopped 



until the tenant-farmer will be en
abled, by means of fair prices, not 
only to keep his family in frugal 
comfort but also to put aside savings 
for the purchase of a farm. Low farm 
prices are responsible to a very large 
extent for tenancy and its resultant 
evils of exploitation of the soil, the 
deterioration of pasture lands, the 
dilapidation of farm homes and farm 
buildings, and the migration of poor 
families. With shrewd calculation 
'propagandists of birth control are 
setting up birth control clinics, un
der the guise of maternal health and 
child welfare clinics, in the impov
erished, tenant-inhabited rural sec
tions of our land. They are finding 
ready ears for their promises of 
higher living standards among a poor 
people who see no way out of their 
condition of pauperism. 

Fair agricultural prices will make 

for a better balance between industry , 
and agriculture. The farmer spends 
most of his income in city markets 
for the things he needs for home and 
farm. Given .ample purchasing pow
er the farmer will help to keep the 
wheels of industry going. Unemploy
ment is the usual concomitant of low 
purchasing power on the part of the 
farmer. The years of1932 arid 1933, 
when the ratio of prices received by 
the farmer was only 61 and 64 com
pared to prices paid by him, make 
that sufficiently clear. In other words, 
for every 100 cents the city man had 
to spend, the farmer had 39 and 36 
cents less to spend. The farmer could 
only be a window'shopper, and soon 
the industrial worker joined him in 
this ordinarily pleasant but now 
envy-provoking pastime. 

The problem of a fair price is a 
problem of simple justice. The writ-

ings of the scholastics, among them 
St; Thoinas Aquinas, make that clear. 
Because the problem bristles with 
great difficulties under modern condi
tions of production and distribution 
is no reason 'for ignoring it. Liberal. 
ism has ignored it, and this so com. 
pletely that its writers hardly even 
as much as mention the subject of a' 
"justice price." Its literature is bar. 
ren of this concept. Today it sees 
ripening tbe bitter fruit of its con. 
tempt for ethics in economics. So 
long as the principle of a just price, 
whether in the fields of business, lao 
bor, or agriculture, is ignored little 
headway will be made in true social 
reform.' The outcome will be to 
create social ,reform by fiat of the 
government with the end result of 
national socialism, fascism, commun
ism, or some other form of totali· 
tarian .collectivism. 

SHALL THESE BONES LIVE AGAIN? 

ThfJmfl$ fil1l1Cfll1e, S.J. 

CENTURIES ago the prophet 
Ezechiel startled and mystified 

his neighbors' by his vision of a vast 
plain covered with the dry, fieshless, 
disunited bones of human skeletons. 
Far as the eye ,.could reach they 
stretched over the plain, but, not a 
sign of life. No life or sign of 
movement until the Lord of Life 
sent His spirit into them. Then 10 I 
With a great noise they rose uIh 
again living, organisms, full of life 
and strength, a great army that sym
bolized the endurance of, revivified 
Israel. 

Perhaps, our application is a bit 
strained, but does not that vast field 
of skeletons convey, in some degree, 
2l picture of great stretches of our 
own farm lands? Once productive 
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of great harvests, rich in all the 
vital elements that produce, living 
grains and fruits, many of our farms 
have become impoverished, robbed 
of their vitality and now remain but 
skeletal forms of their former rich
ness. Fifty millions of acres, an 
area equal to that of our three cen
tral grain states, have been' complete
ly ruined, and as many more badly 
damaged by soil erosion; About 
seventy-five per cent of our total 
cropland is now subject to erosion 
in varying degrees and thus threat
ened with depletion. Land that is 
not yet greatly effected by erosion 
is being rapidly depleted by continu
oug..;.cropping. 

Growing plants need several ele
ments in varying quantities. These 
are taken directly from the soil. Al
though the amount that is removed 
annually cannot be accurately meas
ured, the Department of Agriculture 
estimates that" 12,000,000 tons of 

nitrogen, about 15,200,000 tons of 
potassium, 1,200;000 tons of phos
phorus and some 225,000,000 tons of 
organic matter are removed yearly 
by crops, grazing and leeching. That 
these vital elements are being re
moved and not restored, that the soH 
is becoming poorer, is proved by the 

'fact that the increasing use of fer
tilizer-chemical and artificial-has 
not prevented the yields from de
creasing. 

Now fertilizers cost money. As 
a result of their increasing use the 
cost of farming has increased con
siderably. That means that many 
farms are not paying, since yields 
have dropped. In fact, at the pres
ent time, according to the Depart
ment of Agricult~re, between 500,-
000 and 600,000 farmers are,occupy
ing farms that are yielding an in
creasingly insuffident return. 

Life, organiC activity, and count
less other factors, iIicluding earth-
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worms and humus, have completely 
disappeared from. the farm lands all 
over the nation. Much of the land 
has now but a skeletal structure
inorganic matter that has not power 
of life and growth. Ezechiel's vast 
plain is now the farm lands of this 
country. How can life be restored to 
these remains? 

It is a truism that life comes from 
life. The Creator has placed organic 
life ih the soil for our service. If we 
obey the laws of nature, with regard 
to culture and cultivation, that life 
will remain with us, and increase, 
for our service. But for the last one 
hundred and fifty years we have 
done our best to break our depend
ence on nature and to squander our 
riches. In place of seeking a living 
from the Good Earth we have turned 
to the almighty dollar and now value 
only what can be placed on the 
credit side of our account books. 

Farms and farmers have betrayed 
their trust, have deserted their right
ful place as the most important fac
tor in our economy, to become slaves 
of a race that seeks its thrills on the 
open highway that leads to the sterile 
streets of the city. .our present so
cial problem is indeed an agrico-

. social problem and is to be solved 
as such. 

Organic life must be restored to 
the soil. It alone has nutrition, 
growth and reproduction. It alone 
is an integrated, all sufficient life, 
working as well for the good of rich 
as of poor. Hens lay eggs and po
tatoes sprout as faithfully for the 
good as for those of evil ways. 

Organic life alone is superabun
dant, builds up, generates, reproduces 
of its own innate forces. All this is 
foreign to the machine; all this we 
destroy by our flight to the city, 
either actual or only desired flight. 
More especially we destroy them by 
bringing the factory and factory 
methods to the farm. 

For then we seek only immediate 
returns in dollars and cents, shut
ting our eyes to the fact that sooner 
or later the returns will decrease. 
After a few more years of this "soil~ 
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111m (J CfJllnfry P(Jsf()r • .• 
It's a great relief these days to turn off the radio, to Pllt 

aside the daily paper to work in the garden or walk along 
a country lane and enjoy spring. The song of the bird is 
sweder thi1.n a raucous-voiced commentator; the tulip buds and 
the asparasus shoots more prosing than the gossipy columnists; 
the soft yellow blossoms of the humble dandelion more sooth· 
ing than the ominous news. Tire priorities and gas rationing 
may compel rural pastors and people to enjoy more fully 
again the simple beauty of nature extolled by poet and painted 
by artist. 

When news of the war becomes depressing, when thoughts 
of dire things to come make. it difficult to be cheerful. a leisurely 
stroll along the road through the green fields is nature's best 
remedy for melancholy. It makes one realize that the world's 
great miseries are caused not by God but by man. During the 
dark days of the bombings the English sang: "There will always 
be an England"; with greater assurance can the Christian 
farmer chant: "There will always be God-and His Spring". 

While so many men throughout the world are engaged in 
the destructive work of making ugly the face of the earth 
with desolate ruin. God revives the sleeping earth in refresh
ing color. scents it with the exhilarating odor of lilac. apple
blossom, and the delicate fragrance of lilies of the valley. 
Not as large as planes. not as dreadful as bombers. but with 
more pleasing grace and cheerful song the skies are brightened 
by the many birds of the southland. In the natural order as 
well as the supernatural man too often wrecks the harmonious 
beauty which God created and constantly must recreate • 

Strollin.g along nature's sanctuaries of peace thinking of, 
war strikes one as almost something sacrilegious, like the pro
fanation of a temple. Surely wars are not conceived nor 
:caused by the farmer seeding in yonder field, nor the young 
. lass driving home the cattle from the pasture for milking. nor 
the children trudging lazily homeward from school swinging 
their empty lunch pails. 

Wars are caused by the greed for exorbitant wealth. by 
the lust for ruthless power: vices born and nurtured more fre~ 
quently, in the cities. Not that people in the citie~ are more 
evil than their country cousins but rather that these .evils ca" 
propagate more readily in an urban environment. Because of 
all the .;IlIurements in the cities men's desires multiply. the urge 
to satisfy them becomes ever a stronger obsession, the race 
for the coveted prizes naturally limited to a few, becomes 
more frantic. . 

Though there may be economic inequality .and social in
justices in the country they simply cannot grow to such.mon
strous proportions. Since God made the country while men 
built the cities, it is only natural that He made it the better 
place to live, better. because it is not 'as conductive to the 
growth of the evils and miseries of the world. 
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mining," the soil being completely 
impoverished, a semi~desert, an un~ 
productive, lifeless skeleton will re
main. Yes, we have destroyed life 
in the soil. We must restore it or 
perish. How can we restore it? 

This restoration demands' a com
plete change in our olltlook on farm
ing. Many, too many, now consider 
it as something to "work at" until 
something better turns up. Very few 
really consider the farm as an in
heritance which should be improved 
and handed on to their children even 
in better condition than when they 
theinselves received it. Yet farming 
should not be just another job to 
supply the money to have a good 
time elsewhere. We must change our 
attitude. 

We must go back to farming as a 
vocation, as a way of life, the good 
life, the full and completely satis
fying life. Make the farm a home 
again; turn back to subsistence farm
ing. That means obeying, in our use 
of the soil, the laws of biology; us
ing the soil to produce everything 
we need, but intelligently, so as to 
build it up while it produces. Guard 
the soil by a way of farming that 
restores to the soil the precious 
humus and earthworms, nitrogen, 
potash and phophorus that cause 
crops to grow, flowers to bloom and 
trees to lift their tops high in the 
heavens. Stop this soil mining and 
one or two-crop routine. Grow a 
variety of crops, in a natural, bio
dynamic organic way of farming. 
Then will the skeleton soils bloom' 
and burst forth in abundance, living 
witnesses to the goodness of God 
and to the creative works of that 
artist par excellence, the man who 
"keeps" his farm even as father 
Adam "kept" the garden of Eden. 
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SOY AHOY 

SIISt/H fft/wley Eisele 

T HE story of the soy bean is a 
long and intriguing one. It 

goes back to China where it was 
first cultivated and used for food and 
fuel. Here in the United States the 
story is relatively new. 

Most of us remember that only a 
few years ago the planting of soy 
beans in the neighborhood by one or 
two of the farmers who had been at
tending Farm Bureau meetings, or 
who kept up with the newer trends 
in agriculture, was regarded with 
great amusement. It was a common 
joke to refer to such plantings as "So
and-So's peanut patch!" But not 
for long did the neighbors laugh. Al
most invariably those small plant
ings to soy beans grew like wildfire, 
and made a fine showing of luxuriant 
and substantial green. Amusement 
turned to curiosity, as the scoffers 
stopped and pulled out a plant or 
two for closer examination. " Curios
ity in turn became envy, and in a 
year or so, they too, had put in an 
acreage of beans. 

Now it is a common thing for 
farmers to recall these early plant
ings of soy beans in the neighborhood 
and to claim that they were first to 
introduce the new legume. In a few 
short years they have become a per
manent part of American agriculture. 
At first, the soy bean was used as 
hay and feed for cattle and livestock. 
. Later began the harvesting of the 
bean itself, and the introduction of 
machinery which could be used to 
combine the crop. This doubled in
terest in the soy bean. 

Meanwhile experiments were going 
on in laboratories and agricultural 
stations throughout the country. In
dustry began recognizing the value 
of the soy bean, and utilizing it, un
til it soon became important, almost 
indispensible, in the manufacture of 
automobiles, paints, and particularly 

in the field of adhesives, so neces
sary in modern industrial progress. 
Hitherto, casein, the principal source 
of adhesives, had been relatively 
cheap and plentiful, but with the war 
on, casein again had to be utilized 
for food products. So the soy bean 
zoomed into greater importance. 

Undoubtedly, the soy bean is the 
most versatile crop which the Amer
ican farmer can plant. It may be 
planted in a wider area than the 
peanut, and other of the plants used 
for similar purposes. Perhaps no 
other crop presents the possibilities 
of the soy bean; and at the same 
time, contains such challenge to every 
member of the farm family planting 
it. Here indeed is a field for the 4-H 
boy or girl, the Future Farmers of 
America, grandpa and grandma, and 
even parish priests who are wonder
ing what else to put into the garden 
-a field that is practically un
touched~ 

We have still to learn a great deal 
about the soy bean. Much individ
ual experimentation is going on, and 
much more should be done. What 
soil is best for the soy bean? That 
question has not been entirely an
swered. How should soy beans be 
planted? And cultivated? And har
vested? What types are best suited 
for your particular climate? Could 
a type be produced that would be 
adaptable both for human and an
imal food? Or a type geared to pro
duce a bigger and better yield of 
commercial . material? These, and 
many other questions have not yet 
been finally answered. 

It would be like going on a great 
adventure for farm families and other 
rural-minded folks to interest them
selves in the culture of the soy bean. 
Even a small plot could be made to 
serve the purpose. Day to day ob
servation of its growth, resistance to 
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old or drought, its effect on the soil 
c nd vice versa, all the peculiarities 
:nd characteristics of its persoriality 
as a plant could be charted and· re
corded. Think how exciting it would 
be for some obscure farmer or mem
ber of his family, some monastery 
gardener or house sister to discover a 
new fact about the soy bean! 

Most of us were first introduced 
to the edible soy bean by tasting 
Chinese dishes, either in restaurants 
specializing in such oriental food; or 
later, in our own kitchens, where we 
prepared our own version of Chinese 
food, and used soy sauce or soy bean 
sprouts in chow mein, chop suey and 
the like. America took Chinese food 
to its heart quickly and completely. 
Many an ordinary housebold hears 
the small boy call for soy sauce on 
his hamburger or pork chop, by the 
simple expedient: "Hey, pop, pass 
the grasshopper juice!" 

Just now a great deal of interest 
is being shown in the edible soy bean. 
Perhaps, after all, the soy bean will 
prove to be most valuable as a food. 
It has actually been proved that an 
entire meal may be prepared from 
the soy bean, starting with soup and 
ending with coffee. This is only a 
beginning. 

One midwest farm woman became 
interested in the soy bean a few 
years ago. She sent to China to a 
missionary friend for seed. "Send 
me the very best seed you can find," 
she wrote. The missionary found 
what she considered the best seed in 
China-but it was so scarce and ex
pensive, she could only get five 
seeds! These she wrapped carefully 
and sent to the midwest woman. Ten
derly they were planted and watched 
over. Seventy-four seeds were har
vested that fall. The next year the 
yield was much larger. Last year 
she harvested several bushels of 
beans. This year she and her hus
band are putting in a much larger 
acreage. 

. Meanwhile, being of a very inquir
mg nature, and not being satisfied 
with ordinary information, this farm 
woman began reading everything she 
could find on the soy bean. She 

wrote to universities and experimental 
stations, she asked questions, she 
combed the country for data on the 
soy bean. The more she learned, the 
more she wanted to know-she ex
perimented with recipes and con
cocted some of her own. Folks around 
her began to be interested in her 
experiments. It was a case of mak
ing a better mousetrap, and the 
world began beating a path to her 
door. Before long the state uni
versity was working with her-per
haps we should say under her guid
ance-for her experience with the 
soy bean, its habits and culture and 
lore, was greater than theirs. Now 
another large university is watching 
her work with great interest. They 
will plant a small plot with seeds that 
she grew. 

Her story is one that should be an 
incentive to other farm people, for 
it shows how easy it is to become an 
expert and a specialist in a chosen 
field, if one has the desire and deter
mination to study and experiment. 
This woman did not have to leave 
home in order to have a career. 

So tremendous are the possibilities 
of the soy bean as a source of food, 
that if it were necessary for this 
country to cease the importation of 
all foreign food products, including 
coffee, that the soy bean could be 

utilized for this purpose. For in
stance, cheese may be made from the 
soy bean. It makes a palatable and 
satisfying meat substitute. It may 
be eaten in the sprout stage; and 
these sprouts may be pickled. The 
green bean is eaten as ordinary green 
beans; the dried bean may be boiled 
or baked as pther dried beans, or 
used in soups. It may be ground 
into meal or flour. It may be fried 
in oil and used in the place of salted 
nuts. In fact, salted soy nuts look 
and taste very much like the best 
grade of salted peanuts. A coffee is 
made from the soy bean which is 
considered by many to be the finest 
coffee substitute yet discovered. 

Not only breads and pastries may 
be made from soy flour, but the curd 
made from boiled and ground soy 
beans is used in macroons and cook
ies. Such delicacies made from this 
mOst versatile of beans .are an in
centive to ingenious modern cooks. 
We might go on for a long time talk
ing about the soy bean and its pos
sibilities. But we feel that enough 
has been said. . 

Those interested iIi the culture of 
the soy bean, may obtain informa
tion from your nearest agricultural 
station, county extension agent, or 
the Department of Agriculture in 
Washington, D. C. 

SOUTH HILL 
Grandma'am refused to leave the farm 

'But made us come to her and stay. 
Her sons' sons and daughters' sons 
From over half the world away. 
She had her pride and simple guiles. 
Our parents used to call it shame 
To see the ragwort eat the fiel~s 
Disastrously beyond reclaim. 
They said they'd make the neighbor folk 
Repay in plowing for the right 
To pick the South Hill blueberries. 
The land was beggared with their flight. 
Grandma'am's reply was tartly sharp: 
"The neighbors do it least of harm 
And bring me jelly when it's made. 
My sons destroyed their father's farm." 

-Margaret Devereaux Conway. 
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GOI'NG TO SCHOOL 

IN THE ,NINETIES 

Mflude TflY/f)f Sflfllis 

A UTUMN, golden, melancholy, 
. still, broods over the prairies. . 

They are no longer the vast, lonely 
prairies' on which our parents settled 
in the early '70s. By the time we 
little Taylor girls were going to 
school in District No.8, Lincoln 
township, Shelby county, Iowa, the 
rolling hills were covered with fer
tile farms. They were dotted with 
groves and orchards and comfortable 
farmhouses. Big red barns and roomy 
corncribs stood in the farmyards. Fat 

. cattle and pigs fed in the lots. Corn
fields stretched in every direction, 
and yellow pumpkins ripened in 
their rows. The orchards and grape
vines hung heavy with fruit. And 
every two miles over the township, 
over the whole county, stood a little 
white schoolhouse where school was 
beginning for another year. 

Our schoolhouse door would be 
open to the afternoon sun, and so 
listless the children's voices reciting 
their "gogerfy" lesson they orily ac
cented the silence. From the win
dows all we could see were fields. 
The yellow stubble, growing green 
again since the harvest, the long 
even rows of the waiting corn. Mr. 
Plumb's grazing cattle drifting slowly 
across the pasture. We heard the 
errant wind whispering in the dry 
pennants of the corn, rustling the 
coarse, wild grass, crackling the crisp 
leaves of the silver maple trees.' A 
yellow bee zoomed through the open 
window, cruised about a while and 
was off again. Fat robins preened 
themselves on the fence, and in a far 
corner of the school yard a' flock of 
quail, protected by the tall grass, fed 
safely. 

School books were alien on such a 
day. We felt guilty that we couldn't 

study. But I know now that, with 
flesh thus somnolent, our minds and 
senses were drinking beauty we 
missed in more active hours. Sights, 
sounds, odors, the. September wind 
against our faces, the invisible 
breath of autumn brooding on the 
earth, these were things too delicate 
to compete with active bodies and 
curious minds. But in hours like 
this they became a part of us, for 
always. 

Fall days were melancholy. So 
sad that there were times when one 
must lie, face against the earth in 
the cornfield, and weep for the dear 
world that was dying. But. spring 
burgeoned with excitem~nt. The 
earth was bursting with new life, 
and we were small earth-creatures , 
no less a part of it than birds and 
bees. Joyfully we flung off our 
shoes and pressed our liberated feet 
into the new grass. We breathed 
deeply. We raced up hill and down 
for the joy of feeling the fresh spring 
air on our bodies. School became 
a penance, and we lived for the 
"last day" in June. But going home 
from school was a joy not to be 
hurried. 

... 
We looked for the first spring 

flowers on the roadsides. We watched 
birds building nests, crafish scuttling 
about in shallow water, a school of 
minnows resting in the shadow. We 
heard the clarion cry of the meadow
larks in the pastures. Striped chip
munks, which we called squirrels, 
scolded us from' fence corners and 
gophers with full cheek-pockets scut
tled into their burrows. A young 
green snake flashed across our path 
and set us shrieking. We knew it 
would not hurt us. We Taylor chil
dren even knew it was a "farmer's 

friend" whom our father had forbid. 
den us to kill, but it gave a splendid 
thrill of danger encountered and 
safely escaped. 

We chased a small pink-nosed rab. 
bit across the new clover. We 
waded in chilly spring freshets, We 
stripped off the tall sprouts that 
crowded the roots of our father's 
Lombardy poplars along the road 
and, straddling them like the young 
tom-boys we were, rode home on 
prancing chargers. . 

Winters our school took on a dif. 
ferent aspect. Then the outside 
world, though often dazzlingly beau
tiful, could easily become an enemy 
with freezing cold, wild winds and 
even blizzards like the one in 1888 
that so nearly cost our father his 
life (fighting his way home from 
town, he arrived safely only be 
cause he gave the horses their heads 
and they brought him through). 
Then, too, our school was full of 
big boys who worked on the farms 
fall and spring, and rather mon'opo
lized things the winter term. 

The school house was pleasant 
those cold mornings after battling 
the wind for the half-mile walk 
straight north. It was clean and 
sunny, and the pot-bellied stove 
in the middle of the room roared 
and crackled with warmth. . One 
could feel the heat-waves thrown 
off, pulsate out into the room and 
peter out before they reached the 
chilly corners. We threw our wraps 
off, put our dinner pail on the shelf, 
and crowded about it with the rest. 
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We spread little red hands out to 
rmth We stood on one foot the wa . . 

d armed the other until some-
an W 'b·" aIled "Your shoe s urnmg. 
one c , ·d" h 
O "You're smoking behm, w en r, 
we turned our backs to warm our 
small rears. 

It was a pretty mean teacher who 
didn't open school with a sessio.n of 
lusty singing. "My Country 'TIs of 
Thee" of course. Then we chose. 
Imp;tient arms flailed the air at 
the end of each song. "Millmay," 
"Marching Through Georgy," "Beau
tiful Mabel Claire," "Swanee Rib
ber." Then the teacher said, "Get 
out your books," and the school-day 
had begun. 

A country teacher often had all 
eight grades, and there were no alter
nating courses. He taught the big 
boys, in their one precious term a 
year, reading, writing, spelling, geog
raphy, history, grammar, physiology, 
and arithmetic. Arithmetic was the 
touchstone of his success. The boys 
liked arithmetic and tried to find 
problems the teacher couldn't work. 
They hated grammar and said it 
wasn't necessary nohow. We girls 
hated arithmetic, especially plaster
ing and papering rdoms and horrible 
partial payments, but grammar was 
nothing to us. We could diagram 
sentences like nobody's business. 
History was horrible with dates and 
battles; "gogerfy" had an awful lot 
of hard names but-it told about 
places that were naturally fascinat
ing because they were so far away. 
Rome, Italy, on the Tiber river. 
Was it real, or only a dot on a pink 
boot? ~ut physiology-ah, that was 
somethmg! It described mysteries 
within us. It told us how to be 
healthy. It made our mother's life 
miserable until she consented to have 
the bedroom windows open a crack 
even on winter nights. 

Recesses were, of course, the im
portant part of the school day. We 
all. brought our dinners in shiny 
palls and "wolfed" them as soon as 
POssible. We carried our cookies 
and hardboiled eggs out into the 
yard to finish. Then the world was 
Ours. 

Sometimes we just wandered about 
arm in arm with the chum of the 
moment, telling secrets to make other 
girls envious. Or we went down 
the road flower-picking, or hunted 
,wild strawberries or sheep-sorrel in 
the grass. But mostly we played 
games. Circle games like Mulberry 
Bush and Drop-the-Handerkchief. 
Longways games like London Bridge; 
running games like Blackman, Pris
oners Base or Mother the Teakettle's 
Boiling Over. Choose-up games. Or 
ball with the boys, or even shinny. 
We "antied over" the school house 
with our home-made yarn balls, we 
jumped rope in a dozen ways, climbed 
trees, braided clover-chains or 
churned butter in the mud with bare 
feet. 

Each schoolhouse stood in the ex
act center of its district. Ours was 
at the edge of our father's farm, 
facing west on a north-and-south 
road. The door was in the middle 
of the west end, and three windows 
were spaced equally on the north and 
south sides. The platform with the 
teacher's desk and long recitation 
seats occupied the east end, backed 
by the blackboard. At the north 
end of it were two charts, one hang
ing on the wall, one on a stand. 
Three rows of seats, graded in size, 
occupied the floor space. The walls 
were whitewashed, the woodwork a 
dull drab. For years there were no 
curtains or pictures. No color, no 
beauty. 

And yet-our father helped build 
that schoolhouse with his own hands. 
Our mother named it Prairie Gem. 
The fathers organized the district, 
hauled the lumber over long country 
roads, and built it back in the 70's 
when the country was new. The land 
was filling up, the little shavers were 
growing up and needed a school. 
Both of our parents had been teach
ers, our father even a principal, 
and they could have taught us at 
home. But it was characteristic of 
them always to want to do things 
the community way. 

Our schoolyard was virgin prairie, 
and it is a treasure to me now, 
this rare thing of having known in
timately every foot of a square acre 
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FROM SOMEWHERE 
IN IRELAND 

March 11, 1942. 

Dear Monsignor: 

This from somewhere in Ireland. 

My voyage is one of those military 
subjects about which I can say very 
little. 

I've been paying special attention 
to the farms here. I've noticed how 
closely a farmer's land is linked with 
his life. Take the Irish farmer's land 
from him and you might as well cut 
out his heart. It isn't a bUSiness, it is 
life itself. 

One of the first things I noticed was 
the compost. Every farm has several 
heaps of it neatly piled in the fields. 
I'm glad to know that someone in the 
world is practicing bio-dynamics in
stead of just talking about it. 

As soon as I get a day off, I'm 
going to walk out into the country 
and talk to some of the farmers. 

It seems to me that the philosophy 
of the soil of the Irish farmer, if it 
were combined with the best elements 
in American technology would be un
beatable. I've been doing some think
ing, and I hope that some day I'll 
have an opportunity to put it into 
practice. If my 'tour of duty here 
does nothing else for me, it will at 
least provide an opportunity to rub 
elbows with people who look upon 
their land as a place to make a home, 
instead of a mine. • . . 

PRIVATE CLARE E. WOLF. 

of ground that had never been 
touched by a plowshare. Our bare 
feet traipsed grass of unbroken de
scent for a million years, since the 
last glacier retreated from Iowa and 
it came out to cover the fair land. 
The brown feet of Indian children 
had pressed the same coarse grass, 
they had waded the creeks we loved, 
picked our prairie flowers. That was 
a wonderful thought and gave back
ground to the new life being created 
in this new country. 

Our father was often the school 
director and hired the teachers. They 
were hired by the term, three times 
a year, and we often had three dif
ferent teachers in one year. A man 
teacher in the winter when the big 
boys came and stern discipline was 
needed. Discipline was a mighty 
word in the frontier schools, and a 
good disciplinarian ,_ seldom needed a 



better recommendation. What these . 
men all did fall and spring I've no 
idea, but we generally had girl 
teachers then. 

The first teacher I remember was 
Alice Muldoon. I had been taken 
by my big brothers to visit .. the 
school, and I watched her walking 
about in a long black dress with 
basque and overskirt, book in hand. 
She was pretty and gentle, and my 
brother loved her madly and meant 
to marry her when he grew up. Alas 
she died young, and the tall candles 
at the head and foot of her bier 
were the first we ever saw. 

I 

Olive Sutton was the teacher we 
loved best. We loved her for her 
kind brown eyes and glorious au
burn hair. For the pretty dresses 
she wore-red and green and pink 
instead of black and brown and 
gray. But most of all we loved 
her because she was never cross. 

The farmer is in a very happy 
and fortunate position in regard 
to the execution of his farm and 
field work. He is really in the 
most perfect position of anybody 
because--and to understand this 
reason is to know that farm life 
is, or can be, the best way of life 
-a farmer's home and his work
shop are under the same roof. 
Think of it! A farmer lives and 
works at home. In these days 
of factories and big shops the 
same can be said of very few 
people. 

-LEADERS BULLETIN 
Catholic Action Farmers. 

(Now Available) 

She treated us all in school just 
the way she did when she came 
home with us to stay all night. We 
were broken-hearted when she left 
to teach a school nearer her home. 
I've no idea if she was a good peda
gogue or not; I know she was a 
most wonderful teacher. 

Other teachers came and went. 
Men and women, old and young. 
Good, bad and indifferent. One came 
to school drunk. Five were our cou
sins. One bore the tongue-slipping 
name of Felinamarybeggs, as we 
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said it. And when we grew up, each 
of us three Taylor girls had our turn 
in the procession. But there was 
only one Ben Asquith. 

I was fourteen and bored to death 
with school when this neighbor boy 
came home from normal school at 
Cedar Falls and took the home 
school. He was the first trained teach
er we ever had. Many of our teach
ers had gone from their own country 
schools to two weeks of Teachers' 
Institute, taken the examination and 
been given a teacher's certificate. A 
few had gone to high school, some 
even graduated. But Bon had studied 
methods. I'm sure he would call them 
poor methods now, consisting as they 
did pretty much of devices to enable 
us to remember facts. But-to learn 
history, geography, literature, with 
card games - what could be more 
thrilling! 

Ben taught us new songs and 
games, and every Friday afternoon 
was given over to debates and essay
readings and speaking pieces. But 
of all the new things he did, the 
most exciting was to start a school 
library. We raised the money for it 
ourselves. Ten dollars, and it bought 
thirty board-covered books, selected 
for that purpose by one of the big 
publishing houses. 

Every school term, however tedi
ous, had its last day. Then we had 
visitors. We dressed up and. wore 
our shoes. After noon we had few 
or no classes, but a program. We 
spoke pieces, sang songs, read our 
compositions, and even essayed small 
playlets that we called dialogs. We 
sang songs and occasionally had a 
"drill." Then our teacher gave us 
a treat. Generally picture cards, for 
we collected picture cards as present 
day little girls do movie stars. Some
times in winter we had spelling bees. 
If our father was there it was a proud 
time in our lives, for our father could 
spell down everybody. Occasionally 
we had box-suppers-I wish I could 
go to another! Or oyster suppers, 
when our fathers built tables across 
the tops of one row of seats and 
we children stood up to eat. Once 
we had a Punch and Judy show 
at our school house. But the really . 
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great events were "exhibitions." We 
didn't have them often, for it took 
a teacher of real energy to attempt 
one. We had to make and string 
curtains, provide extra kerosene 
lamps, rig up costumes and take 
more time for rehearsals than 
of the parents approved of. 
they were the nearest thing to a 
show we ever had, a very glorified 
last-day. 

Then the pieces we spoke were 
longer, more dramatic - "Curfew 
Shall Not Ring Tonight,," "Custer's 
Last Charge," "Kate Shelley," our 
own "Ioway" heroine; gestures were 
freer, and in one lovely narrative 
poem, "The Sabbath Day Was End
ing in the Village by the Sea," one 
actually sang some lines of a song! 
Dialofs expanded and one had fur
nishings and wore costumes. Instru
mental music came in with fiddle, 
banjo or even harmonicas, and there. 
were duets and quartettes. And tab
leaux! Once I was Joan of Arc, 
bound to a post. I was secretly hold
ing upright with my own hands, sup
posedly, tied behind my back, and 
was burnt with flash-powder explod
ing on a sheet of tin in front of me! 

It was our school, Prairie Gem, 
Lincoln township, Shelby county, 
loway, in the 1890's when we were 
growing up with the community, with 
Iowa. It as a good day, full of hope 
and promise. There was still a fron· 
tier, our parents were community
builders with the conviction that our 
community would be what we made 
it. Already the exploiters and de
spoilers were at work, the folk who 
were to change the promise of our 
fair land from proud, home-owning, 
independent yeoman to one of mort
gage-ridden, harried men, losing the 
homes their fathers built with blood 
and sweat out of the virgin prairie. 
But we did not realize it then. We 
grew up with home, and went out 
from that poor, meager, brave little 
school on the prairie, splendidly able 
to stand on our own feet, schooled in 
democracy and disciplined to sim
plicity, confidence that we could 
make of our lives what we chose. 
How many present day American 
children have such a heritage? 
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·WHOLE WHEAT 

W E have just been told that the 
movement is not a movement 

"back to the land," but rather for
ward to the land." I think that is a 
very happy distinction, though it 
seems to have taken the world war 
to get people to realize that the land 
is worth cultivating and worth wor
shipping. You did not wait for the 
war, of course; the war is started, 
and when people are feeling in va
rious parts of the world the need to 
fall back upon the land, they are 
coming to think, perhaps as you 
thought, that the land has been de
serted and desecrated, and that the 
time has come when, if the world 
is to be saved, people must go back to 
the land, or go forward to it . . . 

As a last word, I might . . . ask 
you farmers to examine your con
sciences for a moment. Do you all 
cultivate in your homes the friendly, 
neighborly hospitality that should be 
the charm of country life? Do you 
give the young people an opportunity 
of meeting one another under your 
hospitable roof, and so lead up to 
happy Catholic marriages? And one 
other question, when you do enter
tain your friends, is everything on 
the table-milk, butter, cheese, bread, 
bacon, vegetables, fruit-the product 
of tl).e farm and the homestead? 

MOST REV. D. MANNIX,'D.D. 
Archbishop of Melbourne 

A few people are still ignorant 
enough to talk about the ignorant 
peasant. 

G. K. CHESTERTON 

It is astonishing what a good farm
er will endure, even to the verge of 
bankruptcy, to maintain his soil in 
its traditional condition. It takes a 
sort of crisis to prove the mettle of 
men, and the least likely often show 
up to the best advantage. Any fool 
can make money during good times. 
It takes a farmer to survive and 
bring his land unharmed through 
depressions. 

MR. J. GUNSTON 

The impelling reason for the con
cern of the Catholic Church with 
rural problelI)s is to be found in the 
special adaptability of the farm home 
to the production of strong, whole
some, Christian family life. 

EDWIN V. O'HARA, D.D. 

The future of farming in America 
can be realized only if farming be
comes less and less a means of earn
ing a living and more and more truly 
a way of life. 

JOHN T. FREDERICK 

Indeed, nothing will be safe from 
the post-war planner and unless we 
can offer a life rather than a living, 
the economist wiIlbeat us in the end. 

H. D. D. PEPLER 

The war has brought into sharp 
relief the folly of an economic system 
that has disregarded the land. 

The Weekly Review . 

By making a business of agricul
ture, American farmers, in great num
bers ended in bankruptcy. In recog
nizing that agriculture is pre-emi
nently a way of life, and a very hu
man way of life at that, they may 
find a prosperity that has up till now 
eluded them. 

Editorial-A merica 

This couritry can feed all its peo
ple, and a considerable portion of the 
rest of the world. We do not lack 
good ground, but men to work it. . . 
Prisoners, conscientious objectors, 
and young people can help out with 
the chores, but only farmers can farm. 

Edi torial-A merica 

How much more delightful to aI). 
undebauched mind is the task of 
making improvements on the earth, 
than all the vain glory on the earth, 
acquired from ravaging it by the most 
uninterrupted career of conquest. 

GEORGE WASHINGTON 
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What is wrong with the man in 
the modern town is that he does not 
know the causes of things. . . . He 
does not know where things come 
from; he is the type of cultivated 
Cockney who said he liked milk out 
of a clean shop and not a dirty cow. 
. . . We need a social circle in which 
things constantly return to those that 
threw them'; and men who know the 
end and the beginning and the round
ing of our little life. 

G. K. CHESTERTON 

If we cannot have silk shirts, let 
us have homespuns. 

EAMON DE VALERA 

Many a small town goes to rot 
deservedly because its leaders seem 
to view farmers merely as people 
who come to town to pass their 
money around. I have never seen a 
rural town amount to much unless 
it regarded farmers as members rath
er than as paying visitors. 

WHEELER McMILLEN 

We must observe that in the Gos
pel of Our Lord, He did not forbid 
labor, but mental anxiety about the 
necessaries of life. For He did not 
say, do not work, but be not solici
tous. 

ST. THOMAS AQUINAS 

"Neighboring is the exchange of 
work in thrashing or in any farm 
operation. It is a good, practical and 
often quite necessary procednre. Any
one will see, besides, how healthy and 
kindly an arrangement it can be. As 
Mary Ann once expressed it in a 
lovely phrase, 'men follow along to
gether and make talk'. A lot of men 
making talk at their work, that's 
good for men_bnt neighboring is 
more. It means looking at the good 
and happiness of the other. It means 
bearing gifts. It means love and the 
fear to hurt the little neighbor." 

Leo R. Ward. 

It's a part of your patriotic duty 
not to buy what you can grow. 

MRS. ELEANOR ROOSEVELT 
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The countryside needs to keep the 
cream of its human crop. The rural 
home gave it birth, the rural com
munity educated, the rural church 
nurtured it. If we are to have a 
democracy tomorrow, its roots will be 
in the countryside. 

L. G. LIGUTTI 

The Frenchman is a farmer, not a 
hunter. He likes to make things grow, 
he likes harvest, he likes wheat fields 
and vineyards. When he can raise his 
own food and feed his family, he 
knows he is free. 

JOHN ERSKINE 

What the younger generation needs 
is to chop more kindling wood and to 
cultivate a few inhibitions. 

WILL ROGERS 

No home is so wealthy that it can 
afford to exempt the girls from help
ing with the housework and cooking. 
If Thoreau did not disdain to mow 
his neighbor's lawn for 15 cents an 
hour, there is no reason why a high 
school boy should be affronted by 
such labor. 

ALEXIS CARREL 

If anyone is. fit to walk with his 
head erect, it is the peasant-he is 
the producer. 

. From Vallabhbltai ] haverbhai Patel 

Thou hast visited the land and 
watered it abundantly; Thou 
hast richly blessed it; 

The river of God is filled with 
water; Thou givest them food, 
for Thou providest for its 
growth; 

Fill up the furrows, multiply the 
seed; the gentle rainfalls glad
den the crops; 

Thou crownest the year with 
Thy blessing, and Thy fields 
overflow with plenty. 

The barren meadows grow rich, 
and the hills gird themselves 
with joy; 

The pastures . are cloth~d· with 
sheep, and the valleys abound 
with corn: all rejoice, yea, 
sing a hymn of praise.-Ps. 
64. 
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If you're farming to make money 
-don't be a farmer. ... if you want 
to raise a family . . . if you want to 
be independent, then be a farmer. If 
you want good, solid development of 
virtue, be a farmer, but if you want 
the frills and fancies, go to the city. 

L. G. LIGUTTI 

I know that it is said. that a man 
must find it monotonous to do the 
twenty things that are done Ion a 
farm, whereas, of course, he always 
finds it uproariously funny and fes
tive to do one thing hour after hour 
and day after day in a factory. 

G. K. CHESTERTON 

Christ chose not Judea but Galilee, 
not Jerusalem but Nazareth, not the 
pestilential city but the wholesome 
village, for His earthly home. Even 
though His native village attempted 
to put Him to death before His time, 
He still continued to let it be the only 
home on earth He ever adopted. 

ARCHBISHOP JOHN G. MURRAY 

Nor would a farmer, however old, 
hesitate to answer anyone who asked 
him for whom he was planting: "For 
the immortal gods, whose will it was 
that I should not merely receive these 
things from my ancestors, but should 
also hand them on to the next gen
eration." 

CICERO 

De Senectute 

It is impossible for a nation to 
retain even a semblance of prosperity 
unless its center of gravity resides in 
the soil of its country and in the mul
titude of land-minded workers who 
tend it and draw from it an annual 
increment of wealth. 

The Weekly Review 

If mankind had always lived with
out contact with open rural nature, 
as does the proletariat in large mod
ern cities, mankind would have had 
no religion, but would have perished 
believing that it would be saved by 
its wishes and votes and the elo
quence of politicians. 

SANTAYANA 

Realm oj Spirit 

Replied the Turk: "I have only 
20 acres. I· cultivate them with my 
children; and work keeps at bay three 
great evils: boredom, vice, and need." 

VOLTAIRE 

There is no ownership in our mod
ern railways. Power of control is not 
ownership. How often does the sight 
of a waiting room give a railway 
director that glow which comes with 
the reflection, they also serve who 
only stand and wait for the 10: 1S? 
It is a glow which often comes to the 
man taking five minutes' respite from 
some backaching work on his own 
land. There is no ownership in a 
mass production factory or in a mu
nicipal undertaking. The street 
sweeper cannot lean a moment on 
the town's brush and in that moment 
taste eternity. A man sweeping out 
his own shop often can. 

In brief, ownership is a vintage re
served for the individual soul. In its 
essence it is a spiritual thing. It does 
for the mass of men what great art 
and great verse do for a comparative 
few: it helps to keep alive the divine 
spark. Any social order which sacri
fices it on the altar of material pros
perity will not be a happy social 
order and it is doubtful whether such 
social order will get even the material 
prosperity. 

S. SAGAR 

After all, husbandry ought to make 
an appeal to us all.. It is the oldest 
of the industries. It was the only in
dustry in the Garden of Eden. There 
were no munition factories or beauty 
parlors there! 

ARCHBISHOP MANNIX 

oj Melbourne 

All the really good ideas I ever had 
came to me while I was milking a 
cow. 

GRANT WOOD 

There can be little delay in ihis 
business of farming. There is only 
one time to plant, and if you are not 
ready at the right time you have lost 
a year's production forever. There 
is no way to make it up. 

SECRETARY CLAUDE WICKARD 
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AN ECONOMIC ANALYSIS 

J. T. White, S.J. flnrl Pflu/lenherr 

GENERALLY the attack on com
mercial farming is from a more 

or less sociological point of view. 
And this is as it should be, for by far 
the gravest dangers of commercial 
farming are sociological. It is the 
family that suffers most in the com
mercialization of the land. And the 
real social problem today-if, indeed, 
there is such a thing as the social 
problem-is the rehabilitation of the 
family. 

There is, however, one weakness in 
sociological arguments against com
mercial farming - better, perhaps, 
exploitation farming. It is that those 
who mine the soil with this type of 
farming are not interested in socio
logical arguments. They are rugged 
individualists of the worst type, 
whose sole interest in farming is re
turn on capital investment. For 
them the problem is purely economic. 
Will the soil return the original in
vestment plus a reasonable earning 
before it is worn out? If it will, it 
has fulfilled its purpose. Let the 
future look out for itself. 

Recently one of these exploitation
ists told me, "I know how to make 
my land pay." He is a banker, an 
absentee owner, who hires three men 
over a few months of the year to farm 
So~e seven thousand acres of the 
richest land in one of the leading 
grain states. "I raise nothing but 
wheat; burn the low land to dry it 
out, and use commercial chemical fer
tilizer on the slopes. My land pays 
me well over ten per cent because I 
know how to make it pay." 

When I asked him how Ion 0' he 
b 

expected it to do this since he was 
Using methods that had robbed a 
neighboring state of nearly half its 
productive ability, he replied, "Long 
enough to retire my original invest
ment and yield a good return. After 

that, I should worry. I can invest 
my capital elsewhere. After all, I 
am a banker not a farmer." This is 
the attitude of the absentee exploita
tion farmer, the rugged individualist. 
How can we answer him in his own 
language? 

The exploitation fariner makes two 
serious mistakes in economic analysis. 
The first is a fundamental misunder
standing of the true nature of one 
of his variable inputs; the other, an 
erroneous judgment arising from a 
short term analysis of a long term oc
cupation. 

In determining his plan of produc
tion the exploitation farmer uses 
what is known as a schedule of physi
cal productivity. That is, he deter
mines as accurately as he can the 
physical productivity of each possible 
combination of two variable inputs, 
land and labor. In fact, if he is a 
trained business man, he will actually 
chart his findings. Along one axis 
he will list one variable input, units 
of land; along the other, units of the 
other variable input, labor. At the 
junctures of the vertical and horizon
tal parallels he will record the units 
of output produced by each respec
tive combination of inputs. Perhaps 
he will even consider machinery a 
third variable input. However, since 
the amount of machinery employed 
remains constant ov,er a wide range of 
land input, he is more apt to consider 
it as a fixed input. 

From the information which he 
now has, our friend the banker-farm
er can determine at a glance the 
productivity of any possible com
bination of land and labor. What is 
more important to him, he can de
termine the marginal productivity of 
each added unit of land or labor. 
Now, if he knows, as he will, the 
ratio of land costs to l~bor costs, he 
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can see which combination of land 
and labor is most profitable. If land 

, is cheaper than labor, he will find it 
more profitable to add units of land 
and operate with the fewest possible 
units of labor. In fact, he will ex
pand production by adding land until 
the last unit of land added produces 
an added quantity of goods just equal 
to the amount that would have been 
produced had he added the amount 
of labor that could have been pur
chased for the price of the added 
land. At this point the marginal pro
ductivity of land and labor is the 
same. 

Practically, the capitalist who in
vests in wheat land finds land much 
cheaper than labor. By using com
mercial one crop farming he can in
crease his acreage by, the thousand 
before he reaches a marginal produc
tivity that warrants adding labor. 
This is a partial explanation of my 
banker friend's seven thousand acres 
of wheat with three hired hands em
ployed over several months of the 
year. 

The first error in this analysis is, 
as I have said, a mistaken notion of 
the variable input, land. The banker 
determines his product according 
to the convenience of the market 
rather than the nature of the soil, 

and assumes that he can plot the true 
productivity df added units of land 
without considering its productive 
power in other uses. Now one hun
dred acres of land may be able to 
produce only an added two thousand 
bushels of wheat-rather less if it 
is farmed commercially with another 
thousand acres of wheat. But per
haps that is ,not the most effective 
use of the hundred acres. If it were 
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fiumed according to the family di
versified system, it would sustain a 
good sized family-this alone would 
amount to more than the income from 
two thousand bushels of wheat-and 
produce some surplus of dairy prod
ucts, poultry, pork, beef, fruit, grain, 
vegetables. Consequently, if a seven 
thousand acre plot were divided up 
into family sized farms, its produc
tivity could be mUltiplied many 
times. In this case the marginal 
productivity of an added farmer 
would bear a vastly different ratio to 
the marginal productivity of added 
units of land. Where the two mar
ginal productivities were equal would 
determine the size of the diversified 
family farm. 

If this correction were made in our 
land analysis, homesteads would once 
more dot the rich fields of Kansas 
and Nebraska. For the ratio of farm
ers to acres wOl1ld be normal and' 
healthy. City employment agencies 
would be less crowded. The nation 
would enjoy a better balanced diet. 
And, most important of all, popula
tion would be cured of its productive 
anaemia. 

To make one little golden grain 
Requires the, sunshine and the 

rain, . 
The hoarded riches of the sod-
And God. -Anon. 

The second and perhaps the most 
serious error of the exploitation farm
er arises from a short term analysis 
of a necessary and permanent occu
pation. To the banker land is an 
investment. If he were a farmer
banker, he would consider it a stock 
investment. Hence he would require 
of it a safe small return over a longer 
period, and an improvement in the 
capital investment. But a com
mercial farmer is more apt to be a 
banker-farmer than a farmer-banker. 
He treats land investment as bond 
investment. . That is, he expects the 
land to repay his capital and a good 

'rate of interest over a definite period 
of time. After that he is not inter
ested in what happens to the soil. 

It has served its purpose. This is 
the economy of rugged individualism. 

To the nation, however, land is 
something quite different. It is the 
source of the food supply, a neces
sary factor in the satisfaction of a 
permanent demand. Consequently, 
its productivity cannot be plotted 
over a short period. Someone must 
operate it. And since it is a finite 
supply; if one man exploits it, an
other must restore it. This is the 
price of ~ugged individualism. 

All this is rather technical. Per
haps it will become somewhat clearer 
if we take a practical example. Let 
us assume that my friend the village 
banker has $100,000 invested in land, 
and take his word for it that he has 
a return of 10 per cent on his in
vestment. Now in earning this ten 
per cent he uses methods of farming 
that seem scientific to a banker, but 
that actually are mining the soil. If 
he holds his land for twenty years, 
he will have cleared $200,000. The 
soil will now be in a run down state. 
Someone will have to rebuild it, and 
during the time it is being rebuilt it 
will not be productive. But the 
banker does not worry on this score, 
for he has retired his original invest
ment and received· a return of 5 per 
cent on $100,000 over a period of 
twenty years. 

If our problem of analysis ended 
here, it would be difficult to prove 
that there was a mistake. But our 
problem does not end here. If one 
land holder may use his land in this 
way, so may another. Now if many 
land owners are mining the soil, there 
must be regular periods of reclama
tion. For the nation must have a 
constant supply of food. We must, 
therefore, consider each land holding· 
as part of a permanent industry. That 
is we must plot the productivity of 
the land over a much longer period. 
In fact we must plot it over a com
plete cycle of depletion and resuscita
tion. Anyone familiar with the ex
pense involved in the effort to reclaim 
depleted grass land on the Kansas 
prairie will readily see that this 
longer term analysis will quickly ab
sorb the short term earnings of the 
commercial land mining farmer. 

This, then, is a partial explanation 
of the economic fallacy of commercial 
one crop farming. I have treated the 
problem from the point of view of 
physical productivity. It might also 
be analyzed from other economic 
points of view. I have not thought 
it necessary to prove that the food 
production industry has no substi
tute, and consequently cannot be per
mitted to fold up. I could have 
shown that one crop farming flOods 
certain markets. Ana that flooded 
markets reduce prices and lower in
come. But this would complicate the . 
analysis beyond the scope of an arti
cle. Besides it would only substan
tiate, not change the conclusion. 

This is as far as economic analysis 
will take us. If the commercial farm
er is not interested in the nation's 
food supply, the true productivity of 
the soil, the future of the land, but 
only in his short term investment, 
we must go beyond economics to an
swer him. The question becomes one 
of ethics; namely, the proper use of 
the right to private property. 

The right to ownership of land is 
universal. It extends to every man 
of every generation, for it is based 
on man's need of the products of the 
land. Hence the use of land is con
ditioned by this right of other men. 
Those who possess land have an ob
ligation not to use it unnecessarily 
in a manner that will deprive others 
of its products. If they do, they 
violate social justice and must be re
stricted by the government. 

N ow the commercial farmer not 
only renders the soil less productive 
of the things man needs for the pres
ent; he actually robs it of its ability 

. to produce them for future genera
tions. He imposes on others the ne
cessity of rebuilding what he has 
destroyed, for the nation must con
tinue to eat long after he has retired 
from his farming venture. Lord 
Northbourne points out that the 
North African Desert, the American 
Dust Bowl, the depleted wood lands 
are ample testimony to the injustice 
of soil exploitation. If, then, the bank
er-farmer insists on abusing the laws 
of sound economy, he must be forced 
to observe the laws of justice. 
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file "fle/( 
New York, N. Y. 

Sign in the Lexington Avenue sub
way: 

"Meet Miss Subways, Rita Brum
el, Wall Street restaurant hostess
rides the Second Avenue L twice daily 
to and from Astoria. Her beauty rec
ipe is lots of milk and vegetables. 
Loves to cook-never out of New 
York. Rita has lived in all five bor
oughs. Hopes to live on a farm." 

Can we help you, Rita, to get a 
farmer for a husband? Write our 
Matrimonial Bureau. 

Wiota, Iowa 
The girls had just elected a queen 

for the state basketball tournament. 
They were the losing finalists in the 
Iowa contest. Farm boys and girls 
-all from strong and sturdy Scandi
navian, English, German and Irish 
stock. Right after the excitement a 
talk on rural life. What a comedown! 

The discussion that followed: 
"Why do boys and girls want to . 

go to the city?" 
Said one boy, "Them guys who 

want to go think they know the city." 

Cornell University, Ithaca, New York 
Dr. Liberty Hyde Bailey, the 

charming young gentleman, the father 
of the Cornell agricultural campus, 
the tutor of extension service, writer, 
lecturer, botanist of renown. We 
spent a precious hour across the table 
from him in his studio. "World af
fairs, wars and peace can be settled," 
said he, "if the world would adopt 
the philosophy of 'The Holy Earth'." 
We advise you to read the seven small 
volumes Liberty Hyde Bailey has 
written called the "Background 
Books." They contain the most quot
able quotes. 

Note Writing 

When I was a rural pastor I had 
a mania for keeping the pews free 
from rosaries, prayerbooks and spe
cial collection envelopes. As I was 
gathering them one Sunday afternoon 
I came across a crumpled note; it 

read: "Did you wind him up?" I 
had preached a good sermon that 
very morning. 

At the very delightful annual din
ner of farmers and members of the 
Chamber of Commerce, Hastings, 
Nebraska, over 500 men were present 
-pale faces of business men-early 
March wind-bitten faces of farmers. 
A gentleman handed me a note he 
had written during my speech. Here 
it is: 

"Jim, I have often thought that a 
farmer must be an all around veteri
narian' mechanic, blacksmith, sales
man, horticulturist, accountant, man
ager, agriculturist, carpenter, butcher, 
entomologist, painter, soil expert, etc. 
Anyone privileged to produce life ap
proaches the Divinity." 

J. W. KIPP 

And Jim scrawled on the other 
side: 

"Never thought of that, but it is 
true." 

Denver, Colorado 
Who does not know Monsignor Mc

Menamin of the Denver Cathedral? 
He has been quite ill but was recov
ering when "Off the Track" visited 
him early in March. He was quite 
reminiscent of his youthful days in a 
Pennsylvania mining town. "We 
raised all our own vegetables. Such 
a practice is good for the family. It 
does more than just feed the family; 
it teaches the children to work and 
makes family living the cooperative 
enterprise it should be." To the ven
erable Monsignor our best wishes! 

Spokane, Washington 
Heard in a court room: "It takes 

longer to get a haircut in a neighbor
hood shop," and now out on the West 
Coast they are trying to stop barbers 
from talking while trimming. 

Ithaca, New York 
At the Campus Conference on Re

ligion in Modern Life, during the 
s e min a r discussing Constructive 
Rural Life Communities: 

"Will it be easy for a college girl 
to adjust herself to Batavia after liv
ing at Cornell?" Said a girl very 
promptly: "It was harder to get ad
justed to live in Balch Hall than it 
would be to go back to our farm in 
Batavia after we get through college." 
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Parmelee Transfer 
A girl high school graduate of the 

1941 class, the daughter of Scandina
vian parents from Alta, Iowa, was 
traveling on the Hiawatha and chang
ing at Chicago for a Washington 
train. I ventured to ask her as I was 
directing her at the Union station: 
"Why are you going to Washington?" 
The answer: "Big pay, excitement, 
see the country." When analyzed, 
how much truth is there in any of 
those reasons? 

Sundays Onty 
The human farm surplus moves to 

the city on the local train or bus 
every Sunday afternoon. It is mostly 
girls now just out of high school. 
They are attending commercial col
lege or they are on their first city job. 
You need not ask them how long 
since they ldt the farm. Their faces 
tell the story-unpainted-painted
worn out. 

The material farm, surplus, too, 
moves by freight on Sundays to 
reach the Monday market. 

The check for interest travels by 
mail on March 1st. Back on the 
farm the soil wears out. The fences 
break down; the house needs paint; 
the village store closes; the windows 
of the country church are boarded up. 

Question on the Track 
From Mc ... , Associate Editor: 

"How can I learn to raise vege
tables?" Answer Off the Track: "As 
a newsman you have a good start. 
Dr. Pfeiffer recommends compost 
making first. Then wield a hoe in 
place of scissors." 
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Continuity of Farming 
"Herschel and Blanche Newsom, 

Route 3, Columbus, Indiana . . . 
Their home remodeled in 1929 was 
built nearly 140 years ago by Hersch
el's mother's great-grandfather."
Farm Journal. 

"Lyman, Maine. (U,P.) After be
ing owned by one family since 1777 
the Homestead farm has been sold to 
an outsider by Mrs. Maude Nelson." 

We wonder what Catholic family 
has lived longest on the same farm 
in the United States. We want to 
know. Will the honor go to Mary
land or New York, Virginia or Ken
tucky, Ohio or Pennsylvania, or must 
we come to the middle west or go into 
New Mexico? 

The editors of LAND AND HOME 
are anxious to learn names and facts. 

We offer a one-year subscription 
to LAND AND HOME to any Cath
olic family who has lived on the same 
farm for over 100 years. We would 
like to know the name of the occu
pants one hundred years ago and how 
the present family has come into pos
session of the farm. Rural pastors 
or neighbors can help us in securing 
this information. 

Is this just another contest? No, 
it is more than a contest; it is the 
beginning of a survey. It is a search 
for Catholicity that lasts, for Church 
and community enterprises that have 
stability, for families that multiply. 

One hundred years ago ~ost Cath
olic families in the United States 
were settled and living on the land. 
How many have remained there 
through their descendants? How are 
they faring after 100 years of soil 
contact? When we learn that, we 
might begin a comparative study. 
What has happened to those who 
moved to the city? Did they die out?, 
Did they lose their faith? What hap
pened to' the ones who remained on 
the land? Are there many farm homes 
where th.e original settlers were Cath
olic but whose descendants have lost 
the faith? Why? 

Farming, to be successful, must be 
by the jamily and jor the family. 
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God seems to have arranged the 
workings of Nature with the human 
family in view. Families beget com
munities, communities beget churches 
and schools, traditions and move
ments. 

We ruralists point with pride to 
our countryside churches and schools. 
Great-grandchildren look at the 
names on the stained glass windows. 
Their forefathers built the church. 
It is a matter of family pride. Look 
into any city church built over 50 
years ago and you will not find the 
descendants of the builders worship
ping there. The march of time has 
scattered them or they have prob
ably died out. It is the sad story of 
the city congregation. 

Wherever the farm family has had 
stability of tenure the soil is in better 
condition; the buildings look better; 
there are more of them. Each gen
eration adds its share. In the old ac
count books of the rural church the 
names of grandf~ther, father and son 
repeat themselves. 

For the sake of Church and state 
we must struggle to rebuild' a stable 
rural popUlation. Our 'struggle is to 
save the family; our struggle is to 
restore to the human person his no
bility and to help him achieve his 
eternal destiny. 

Mexicans-5 
WPA-4 
Harvard-1/2 

It is not a cricket score. It is the 
average number of children per fam
ily in a midwestern city. It is only 
introductory to answering the ques
tion: 

Are we in the Catholic Church 
working and slaving for the right 
people? 

My friend, Father Bill, and I sat 
in his study one evening. He is the 
pastor of a thriving town of some 
5,000 population. We looked over 
his census cards. He has about 125 
Catholic families; only 19 of them 
live on the land. That is so few but 
it is about the average for Catholic 
parishes in rural districts. Weare 
not a "land" people. 

N 
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The 19 families have 47 children 
with only one childless family-not a 
very gooq record but this is not the 
main point of our message. 

Living in town he has 11 Catholic 
families with father or mother or both 
boasting of some college training. The 
11 families have 7 children and of 
the 11 families 7 have no children at 
all-which is about as good as Har
vard. 

We then come to the families with 
some record of Catholic high school 
education-27 families in all living 
mostly in town '(as it befits (?) their 
education). The 27 families add up 
to 46 children which is less than 2 
children per family. Eight families 
of the 27 are childless; 14 of the 46 
children belong to three families who 
moved in lately from a strong Ger
man Catholic community about 75 
miles away. 

And now for the point we want to 
make: Where must our religious edu-

/ 

LAND AND HOME JUNE 1942 



ND 
Ts 

cation efforts, our liturgical move
ment, our conferences, our organiza
tion work be directed? We do not 
hesitate a moment in replying to our 
own question: 

First of all, we must work with the 
poor everywhere-white or colored, 
Mexican or Italian, Polish or what 
not. 

Secondly, we must work with the 
families on the land-on the Wabash 
or on the Hudson-in Tennessee or 
W alIa Walla-in cutover Michigan, 
or Brookfield Center, Connecticut
in Dairyland or Badland-in Taos, 
Pueblo or in Imperial County, Cali
fornia. 

Oh yes, let us take care of our 
American cemeteries but why so 
much and so many laborers in a 
graveyard when the nursery offers an 
opportunity for effective work. Dig
ging a grave is a nice job but caring 
for seedlings is even better. 

"Mr. and Mrs. Eisele" 
In 1936 a farmer's wife and the 

mother of a growing family was 
chosen the nation's best country col
umnist. 

Early this year of 1942 this same 
woman was given first award in col
umn writing and first award in fea
ture story writing at the state meet
ing of the Minnesota Press Women. 

Even more recently than that, 
when the National Press Women met 
in Topeka, Kansas, they awarded first 
place in column writing and second 
place in editorial writing to Mrs. Su
san Eisele, wife of farmer Albert 
Eisele, Blue Earth, Minnesota, him
self well known in his own right as 
a writer of outstanding fiction and 
verse. 

It's all but a small part of the suc
cess story of a humble country cou
ple. It's only part of the whole story 
of "Mr. and Mrs. Eisele." 

It's the kind of story that would 
make good drama (if drama could 
ever shake itself loose from New 
York and Chicago). Here is a type 
in the sense of an ideal-not Mr. 
and Mrs. Eisele s6- much as some
thing else and something more. 

Mr. and Mrs. Eisele are farmers
first and always-and they are fully 
aware of why they are farmers. Sec
ondly, and at the same time, they are 
Catholics-first, last and always
good Christians who can give a rea
son for the faith that is in them. 
What I mean is that they are in the 
best and highest sense Catholic 
farmers. There is scarce a nobler 
tribute. 

They write much and they write 
well. Whatever they write has the 
two salient characteristics of the 
writers themselves. It is always rural 
and it is always Ohristian. if they 
are out to sell anything, they are out 
to sell country living, not themselves. 
They know they are part of some
thing bigger than themselves-even 
the country to them is something 
bigger than the country-part of all 
things going out from God and again 
going back to Him. 

Here is an example. It should not 
be too much to wish and hope and 
advocate that every country commu
nity and "valley" have at least one 
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or two such Catholic leaders, such 
mouthpieces and spokesmen of the 
glory and the culture of rural life. 
Who can gauge the good they do? 
Surely others elsewhere can in a 
measure also interpret for those 
around them the same high things. 

Here is more than an example. 
Here is a vocation. A materially ef
ficient world has captured the imag
ination of the college trained to seek 
big money in big cities. A materially 
efficient world has captured the heart 
of intelligent country youth until it is 
time to take (in the words of the 
Paschal Hymn) "captivity captive." 
If they are successful in the city, they 
will build a big house in the country 
-for themselves. But that is not be
ing Christian. 

The country needs. more than 
somebody's big house. It needs the 
talent of the college trained-or at 
least its own intelligent crop of youth 
-trained and untrained. A Chris
tian should not .so much want to build 
a home in the country as to make the 
country a home (or a better home) 
for those who are one with him in 
Christ. 

A Man Went Down 
To Serve 

The story of a draft board case has 
come to us from New England. It is 
the case of a young farmer being sent 
to the army-not because he was not 
needed on his farm, but because (in 
the words of the draft board) "it's 
such a small farm." 

We are not making argument with 
the decision. It is hardly our busi
ness to decide whether or not this 
man ought or this man ought not to 
be sent to the army. We wonder at 
the reason given. I t disheartens us 
as it must have disheartened the 
young farmer. From only one point 
of view, and that generally the wrong 
point of view, is the big farmer a 
greater asset to his country than the 
small farmer. When the big farms 
shall have swallowed up the little 
farms as the big shops have swal
lowed up the small shops and big 
businesses the little businesses, who 
shall be left to save democracy at 
home? 
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TlJe {(UlfJ/ PfJstfJl'S PfIle The Land Policy Review 
It is a government publication_ 

U. S. D. A., Bureau of Agricultural 
Economics-a 48-page monthly 8x5 
with articles original or reprints
some good quotations and quotable 
material. Instructive to the highest 
degree; thought-provoking---.:good to 
the last drop. 

"Do not consent to be pushed into 
urban obscurity." 

A. W. HEWITT 

HAVE YOU HAD YOUR 
MANIFESTO TODAY? 

From a Letter Received 
"I am also what might be called 

a rural pastor. Your quarterly (or 
shall I say OUR) comes in so handy 
jor ideas or a boost to the ideas I 
like to keep bejore my pea-ple. I love 
these rural pea-ple jor more reasons 
than one. I myselj am one oj them, 
being a pra-duct oj the soil in this 
same state. In these 'sons oj the soil' 
one can find real souls attuned to 
God. Once they begin to jeel the 
thrill oj being consciously a partner 
oj God in working God's acres their 
sainthood is practically assured." 

REV. C. W. TRAUTNER 

St. William's Church 
Aurora, South Dakota 

The Lord's Acre 
"Every year thou shalt set aside 

the tithes oj all thy jruits that the 
earth bringeth jorth." 

Deut. XIV, 22. 

"I am the Lord. 

"If you walk in my precepts and 
keep my commandments, and do 
them, I will give you rain in due 
seasons. 

"And the ground shall bring jorth 
its increase, and the trees shall be 
filled with jruit. 

"The threshing oj your harvest 
shall reach unto the vintage, and the 
vintage shall reach unto the sowing 
time,. and you shall eat your bread 
to the jull, and dwell in your land 
without jear." 

Leviticus XXVI, 2-5 

It is well for the rural pastor to 
integrate the complete life of the 
family on the land with the liturgical 
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life of the parish and even with the 
. financial side of the church corpora

tion. This is not only possible but 
advisable and historically justified. 

The Lord's Acre Plan is but one 
means of so doing and one name for 
a practice which must be suited to 
local customs, products or livestock. 

How to Proceed: 
The pastor knowing at least some 

of the biblical and historical back
ground (dr. Cath. Ency: Tithes) 
should formulate a suitable plan for 
his parish. That plan should be ex
plained to the people. The emphasis 
should not be on money but on the 
tribute we owe God and on its wor
ship significance. 

The allotted land should be set 
aside; livestock should be ear
marked. There is nothing rubrically 
or aesthetically wrong in the expres
sion "the Lord's pig or calf or acre
the Lord's strawberries, apple trees 
or lilies or tulips or azaleas-the 
Lord's rice or lemons." (Some of us 
are that.) Is not the Lord the Crea
tor and Owner of all things? 

The portion of the Lord should be 
blessed personally by the pastor and 
visited by him. (Did you ever call 
on a pig?) From time to time we 
should ask the children about the 
Lord's share. 

Designate a day or a week for 
the harvest. When it is brought in
make a ceremony of it; that can be 
done even on a Sunday. There cer
tainly should be a Mass of thanks
giving. Publish a report of the re
turns with an appropriate note of 
thanks, emphasizing again the spir
itual significance of the Plan. (Oh 
yes, send us a copy of the report. We 
would like to give it appropriate 
publicity.) 

HAVE YOU HAD YOUR 
MANIFESTO TODAY? 

Through your congressman it is 
free or at the most it will cost you 50 
cents a year. 

Get it for your own good, read 
it and put it in the school library. 

Something for Nothing 
Have all your parishioners a copy 

of the Prayer oj the Christian Farmer 
or The Prayer jor a Rural Family? 

How many do you need? They are 
yours for the asking. We have them. 

HAVE YOU HAD YOUR 
MANIFESTO TODAY? 

LUIGI G. LIGUTTI 

a Rural Pastor in absentia 

PRAYER OF THE 
CHRISTIAN FARMER 

o God, Source and Giver of an 
things, Who dost manifest Thy 
infinite majesty, power and 
goodness in the earth about us, 
we give Thee honor and glory. 

For the sun and the rain, for 
the manifold fruits of our fields, 
for the increase of our herds 
and flocks, we thank Thee. For 
the enrichment of our souls with 
divine grace, we are grateful. 

Supreme Lord of the harvest, 
graciously accept us and the 
fruits of our toil, in union. with 
Christ, Thy Son, as atonement 
for our sins, for the growth of 
Thy Church, for peace and char
ity in our homes, for salvation 
to an. Amen. 
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PATCHWORK LAND 

/t1dlg(Jlet Devele(Jux CfJhW(JY 

A FARMER from the combelt 
or wheatlands might well be 

amazed if not amused at our farms. 
He would not see the customary flood 
of ripe grain or green sea of grow
ing corn but rather intensively cul
tivated small valleys patchworked 
with diversified farms and rimmed 
with hills. 

In northeastern Pennsylvania every 
farm has its quota of hills. They 
are unescapable. Like sharp Yankees 
we put them to use. Their crests 

, ' planted with a goodly stand of tim-
ber, serve a double purpose. Pri~ 
marily the trees keep the hilltops 
from. being stripped by erosion, de
stroymg the bottoms in their own 
destruction. Then there is always a 
market for cordwood and the mines 
buy choice timber for props and 
sprags. 

The farmer hereabouts must adapt 
himself to a market which has been 
changing greatly in late years. The 
soil of Luzerne County has been 
tilled since 1760. Almost every his
tory book refers briefly to the Wyom
ing Massacre. When that occurred 
there were already two stockades and 
an equal number of grist mills in 
the valley. The milling companies 
waxed in prosperity until the last 
war; then their flour was supplanted· 
by that of the great midwestern mills .. 
They have never recovered. On the 
other hand, dairy farming has gained 
ground though its possibilities, some 
farmers will tell you, have not even 
been approximated. 

My grandmother owned a farm 
back o! Shickshinny. Her people 
~ere daIry farmers in Tipperary and 
It was ~lways her ambition to carry 
on theIr tradition in this country. 
I d' . n IcatIve of this background is my 
memory of her generous indifference 
to the amount of butter, eggs, and 

milk consumed in her house. "It's 
good for you" was her only comment. 

My. grandfather had preceded her 
to this country and was already en
gaged in storekeeping and borough 
politics in a mining town when she 
arrived. Because of that and for oth
er reasons it was all of ten years 
after his death in 1889 before she 
bought the farm. 

Meanwhile she kept her children 
in Wilkes-Barre for there were no 
Catholic schools outside the city. 
My mother and aunts attended the 
Mercy Nuns Academy; my uncles ' 
after finishing St. Mary's parochial 
school went to Wyoming Seminary. 
The two youngest became lawyers; 
my mother a teacher. There was 
then a deep cleavage between the 
educated and the farmers-a cleav
age which has worked to the detri
ment of both. As Dorothy Day so 
aptly puts it: "The workers must 
become scholars; the scholars work
ers." 

Anyway only Uncle Ned was left 
to help her in her "foolishness." He 
was a desultory farmer, raising only 
sufficient grain to feed the stoGk and 
the poultry, relying on the orchard 
and timber to keep the finances sol
vent. The chickens and turkeys were 
grandmother's charge. She bought 
them as pullets and raised them 
chiefly on a diet of corn, milk and 
sometimes blueberries when in sea
son. 

If Uncle Ned were too Irish a 
farmer, he had one quality which 
was of inestimable value to us and 
perhaps to those who came after us. 
In a countryside which was all Prot
estant he made and stayed friends 
with the most bigoted. I can give 
a striking example of this. 

My father was a New Yorker , 
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born and bred, and· any plaQC which 
did not smell of hot pavement was 
anathema to him. In the spring of 
1925 I had pneumonia. Grandmoth
er suggested I come to the farm to 
get my strength back. He consented 
although he did not come himself. 
Though I was only four, one inci
dent of that summer is etched on my 
memory forever. 

The Ku Klux Klan was at its max
imum of strength and terror in those 
days. Their camping ground' was 
five miles down the pike from grand
mother's place. Across the road half 
a mile away, was the homeste~d of 
an ambitious, struggling Polish fam
ily. 

I awoke one night because the 
room was too hot. It was dark as 
a well. On the far side of the table 
flanking the wall my grandmother 
was sitting, her white hair unbound 
her face barely visible in the aur~ 
of the lowered kerosene lamp. The 
moonlight outside was brilliant. I 
could see my mother's bulk outlined 
against the open slats of the shut
ters on the side window. Occasion
ally she would turn around and ask 
restlessly: "Why isn't Ned here?" 

Aunt Annie was on the window 
seat of the bay window that cut the 
corner of the room. An old and (we 
afterwards learned) useless rifle was 
across her knees. Grandmother kept 
muttering generally about people 
who relied on guns-cowards and 
Englishmen it seemed. I slid out of 
bed and crept up behind my aunt. 

Through the slats I could see them, 
hundreds of Klansmen marching in 
order down the pike. They passed 
our place but stopped at the Polish 
family's. Soon we heard the thunder 
of voices and saw the flame of a 
burning cross tear into the sky. We 
waited - barricaded, apprehensive. 
Nothing happened. 

A week or so later when Uncle Ned 
and I went to Town Hill he put the 
question casually to a friend: "Why 
didn't the Klan bother us? We're 
Catholics, too." 

The man studied his shoes. "Wall, 
Eddie, it's thisaway-'-we like you a 
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lot, Eddie, you know that. When 
you like a fellow, Eddie, you don't 
scare his mother half to death. You 
betcha." Then he bolted like a 
startled rabbit. 

I returned to the city in August. 
Four years later my father and 
grandmother were both dead and L 
was back in Pennsylvania-this time 
up-country near Dallas. The place 
was small, our income was not from 
farming, but there was room to grow 
flowers and vegetables and enough 
stability to learn to know my neigh
bors. 

Farming in this region, like all 
Gaul, is divided into three parts: 
dairy farming, the province of the 
rich who can afford the equipment; 
a modified truck farming, from which 
the moderately well-to-do obtain 
their income. Except. along the Sus
quehanna the pitch of the land is 
too steep and the drainage too rapid 
to cultivate vegetables which require 
much moisture. Lastly there are sub
sistence farmers. Their efforts are 
slightly more diversified than in some 
sections of the country but the up
hill strain is just as heart-breaking. 

Of course, none of these is con
fined. There are orchard farms, 

strawberry farms and I knew a Jew 
who ran a mink ranch. 

One privilege common to all is 
the right to laugh at your neighbor. 
The whole country rocked with 
friendly laughter when the judge's 
new prize heifer, which he had 
bought but a week before at a spank
ing round sum, broke pasture and 
wandered into the orchard where she 
ate herself drunk on windfalls. The 
veterinarian had to put her on a 
coffee diet like any toper. 

While we laughed at those who 
could bear it, we were careful to 
treat honest eccentrics kindly. There 
was one farmer near us, a man do
ing well indeed, who dropped the 
whole' business of farming when he 
was converted by Jehovah's Wit
nesses. Over his family's protests he 
moved into the woodshed. One acre 
he kept for his own use, the rest 
they could farm as usual. On that 
acre he grew magnificent flowers, 
just for the sake of flowers. "The 
world needs beauty not utility," 
was his creed. 

We even had a Defender of the 
Mule. Along with defending mules 
he knew more about property rights 
than a land and title lawyer. It 

FAMILY EVENING 

The lamplight spills a yellowescent pool 
Upon the table. Restless foreheads bend 
To sundry books and problems brought from school 
And pencils haste to bring the tasks to end. 

The father's paper, turned and turned again 
From news to markets, makes a little wind 
That stirs the .pages where historic men 
Climb up the years to paint the youthful mind. 

The mother lifts her eyes from tucks and seams 
To think how comely is each ruffled pate, 
How innocent each facei and has her dreams 
Olden as woman and as intricate~ 

Such hours as this beneath the common roof. 
Beside the common hearth as day declines, 
Are framework for the looms, are warp and woof 
Whereof young craftsmen weave their bright designs. 

-Florence Hynes Willette. 

was his pleasure to hitch a gleamingly 
curried brown mule to a gig and drive 
sedately through the countryside 
about his business. Considering the 
gasoline situation in the East, he 
has the last laugh now. 

Once when twin bulls were born 
on a dairy farm near Trucksville 
we even made the New York Times. 
It was a feather in our cap. 

There is little folk art. There is 
yet a flux of races and as always 
in those circumstances, much of the 
good of each is being lost. Only on 
the Columbia County line do we con
tact the Pennsylvania Dutch. These 
are outposts of their culture, too far 
from the heart of Lancaster to have 
vitality enough to germinate into a 
second spring. Thus we have no part 
of that splendid dowry of folk art 
those Germans brought from the Su" 
detenland over two hundred years 
ago. Most of our original settlers 
were Connecticut soldiers who served 
in 1812 and were given land grants 
as bonuses. They are of English ex
traction. 

We do make patchwork and crazy 
qUilts. Our patchwork quilts are 
generally a checkerboard pattern of 
white and solid color with solid color 
for borders. Crazy quilts are made 
any which way of old woolen goods, 
and catstitched down the seams with 
contrasting silk thread. 

There are still no complete coun
try parishes-churches, yes-still too 
few-but no parochial schools. How 
badly they are needed! In line with 
my grandmother's belief in Catholic 
education, my mother overcame the 
difficulty by sending me to St. Anne's 
Academy in Wilkes Barre. The Sis
ters of Christian Charity are strong 
on teaching plain sewing and thrift 
to anyone they can get their hands 
on. I came home with those two 
housewifely accomplishments besides 
the regular academic training. 

The land is good; the people won
derful. But they are milling distress
fully, uncertain of themselves moral
ly, economically. They need some
one to re-establish authoritatively the 
primacy of the family. Only the 
Church can do' it. 
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CRACkED CORN 
"Jottings of the Farmer's Wife" 

Two or three years ago we met 
a visiting Japanese girl in Minnesota. 
Friends met her in San Francisco and 
they came here by train, over the vast 
West and endless midlands. She was 
speechless with amazement. "You 
have so much land!" she said over 
and over again. "So much land going 
to waste." 

And land isn't the only thing go
ing to waste in America. Some day 
history will look back upon this era 
as that of an era of waste. Never 
is one so struck with the utter waste 
of material as at the average farm 
sale. Inside and out it is the same 
old story. 

SUSAN FRAWLEY EISELE 

The Wanderer 

"Friend to Friend" 

May I remind you of an old story 
good enough to be retold again and 
again? It deals with an old Quaker 
farmer found repairing a fence along 
the highway as a new neighbor drove 
past with his household goods. Paus
ing to visit briefly, the new neighbor 
asked what kind of people he might 
expect to find in this community. 
Cagily the old Quaker asked him 
what sort of people he had found in 
the community he was leaving. 
"They were .a hard lot and never 
have I found a meaner bunch to get 
along with," was the reply. Weigh
ing his words carefully, the good 
Quaker made his answer: "I suspect, 
new neighbor, you are going to find 
about the same kind of folks in this 
neighborhood." Obviously the moral 
is easy to find. 

KIRK Fox 
Successful Farming 

"Pity the Farmer!" 

The reasons why the farmer is in 
trouble are very simple. There are 
too many cooties feeding on him. 
Whereas all of us are skinned some 
ways, he is skinned all ways. When 
he plants crops, he gambles with 

nature that they may grow. When 
they grow, he gambles with chinch
bugs and bollweevils as to who will 
get them. 

And after the crops are harvested, 
he gambles with gamblers as to 
what he will get for them. When 
crops are good, he gets n,othing for 
them; when crops are bad, he has 
nothing to sell. He is the only critter 
known to science who gets less for 
more, and more for less. His worst 
enemies are the folks who teach him 
how to make two ears of corn grow 
where only one grew before . .. 
and then fail to explain why he sells 
two ears for the price of half an ear!" 

OSCAR AMERINGER 

If You Don't Weaken 

"A Dozen Don'ts for Gardeners" 

1. Don't start what you can't finish. 
2. Don't waste good seed on bad 

soil. 
3. Don't work ground too soon. 
4. Don't run rows up and down a 

hill. 
5. Don't use too much seed. 
6. Don't plant too much of one 

thing. 
7. Don't let the pole beans black out 

the beets. 
8. Don't wield too heavy a hoe. 
9. Don't spare the water. 

10. Don't let the weed crop in. 
11. Don't let the bugs beat you to it. 
12. Don't let anything go to waste. 

Consumer's Guide 

"On Your Knees" 

The way to plant a garden is on 
your knees. You have to bow to the 
earth. You must get your fingers in 
the soil-bare fingers that can feel 
the inner warmth of Spring. Now 
and then you will pause and sit back 
on your heels and listen to the card
inal whistling in the maples that 
stand in opening bud against the 
April sky. When you return to the 
task, the sun will be hot on the back 
of your neck; you may even shed a 
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few drops of sweat into the open seed 
drills. 

You know the soil. You know the 
feel of it, the smell, the growing 
warmth within it. You have spaded 
it, raked it, removed the stones, put 
in the fertilizer. You feel it there 
beneath your knees, firm and endur
ing. It has been here for untold ages, 
and it was green with life long before 
man came to stir it for his own pur
poses or even to press a hurrying . 
footprint into it. Yet you know it for 
your own because it has welcomed 
you each Spring that you have come 
to commune with it. 

lt will be here for ages after you 
have gone, each season's moldering 
leaves adding to it, each Spring's re
turn clothing it once more with green. 
Seeds will fall here, and take root, 
and come to flower and fruit. Kneel
ing here in the sun, you know these 
things. And you cover the seed and 
mark the row, and move on to the 
next. 

And perhaps as you sit back on 
your heels once more you think of 
men and women in England, in 
France, in the Balkans, in Russia, in 
China', in Germany and Japan who 
are on their knees, even as you, even 
as millions before you, with their bare 
fingers in the enduring soil, planting, 
hoping, silently praying. 

Editorial 
New .York Times 
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"Family Grist Mill" 
The Woodburys are enthusiasJ:ic 

about the change from city to country 
living. Their analysis is calm and 
fair. Mrs. Woodbury says, "It's a 
different way of life, lots more work 
than a city apartment, but lots more 
fun. And the peace and quiet after 
a hectic city life is something you 
can't put in words. We've never 
worked harder; never made less 
money, and never been happier. And 
strangely enough, if you don't make 
so much money, you have about as 
much at the end of the year. In the 
city, every time you tum around you 
spend money. On a farm, you turn 
around a lot, but you don't reach into 
your pocketbook every time you do 
it." As we sat talking around the 
kitchen after supper, one knew that 
the Woodbury's were deeply happy. 
Woodbury is a philosopher as well as 
a miller. He sums up his thinking 
thus: 

"For a' generation or two, the 
United States has been living a 
philosophy of waste. We have de
veloped a national habit of throwing 
things away without using them up. 
Our population has become crowded 
in centers. When the present rumpus 
is over, when the monetary credit of 
nations is nearly exhausted, we're 
going to see a new and better phil
osophy of living develop. People will 
live outside the manufacturing areas, 
though they must work in them part 
of the year. Millions of families will 
have gardens and small farms. We 
shall not be a nation of money makers 
but a nation learning how to live. 
With it all, the standards of life will 
not go down. Crafts and trades will 
hold their places in country life. 
Where a score of grist. mills are now 
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operating in the northeast, there will 
be hundreds a generation hence. 
We're going through a revolution in 
living techniques as well as national 
politics. City life will always have 
its appeal. But if the present trend 
continues, more and more people will 
discover the opportunities for worth
while work and enjoyable living in 
the country." 

HAYDN S. PEARSON 

Free America 

"Mills and Bread" 
"In spite of Government apathy

if not obstruction-the once derelict 
water-mills of Merioneth are func
tioning again and bringing a blessing 
to farmers and consumers alike. This 
is an encouragement for those who 
desire to break down the ridiculous 
attitude assumed by the Ministry of 
Food as regards bread; for the Gov
ernment's hanky-panky about bread 
has a close connection with its aver
sion to decentralized milling. No 
really nourishing food keeps indefi
nitely, for the simple reason that what 
keeps indefinitely is dead, and the 
human frame requires food with or
ganic life still in it. If real, as dis
tinguished from Government wheat
meal or white bread-'-that is to say 
bread made from the whole wheat 
with the germ in it-were to become 
prevalent, it would be necessary to 
have mills distributed throughout the 
country, so that it could be made 
while the flour was still fresh. This 
would, of course, carry with it many 
other benefits, such as local industry, 
security from enemy action, etc., but 
it would intertere with the mill mon
opolists. Is it not time, after more 
than two years of a life and death 
war, to stop putting the interests of 
monopolists before those of the coun
try? 

The Weekly Review 

"The Farmer is Sophisticated" 
There used to be jokes about the 

city slickers and the dumb farmers, 
but you don't hear much of that talk 
anymore. I remember one about the 
Vermonter 'who was going to New 
York' and he asked the conductor 

which side of the track New York was 
on and told him to tell him when they 
were there so he'd know the place. In 
New York a friend took him to the 
theatre to see a first class Broadway 
production and the Vermonter asked 
his friend where all those actors lived. 
His friend said, "Oh, here in New 
York," and the Vermonter commented 
"pern good, ain't it, for home talent." 

But today the farmer is sophisti
cated. Brooklyn bridge hasn't been 
sold to one in quite a while now. But 
along with the sophistication the 
farmer is learning other things too. 
Religion is slipping away from him. 
It is for this reason that the churches 
are turning more attention to work 
in rural parishes. 

DR. HOWARD YERGIN 

"Save the Small Farmer" 
Farms have grown larger. Farmers 

have grown fewer. Especially is this 
true of the Great Plains states and in 
the South. Machines-in the hands 
of others-have rolled forward; ex
acting credit has tightened its hold 
on the land and the small farmer's 
living; and capital has poured out of 
the land to keep things going. 

The family-type farm, in many 
great agricultural states, is disappear
ing. There seems to be a trend 
toward corporate operation-factory 
farms on which labor is a commodity 
to be bargained 'for and not bargained 
with. We can have this type of 
farming if we want to sit back and 
let it come.' We can have the nation's 
best land, this one-time free commod
ity, concentrated into fewer and fewer 
hands with those Who are needed to 
work it standing outside the gait wait
ing to be let in. The violent conse
quences of that type of economy are 
evident enough in the world today to 
supply their own dire warning. 
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The alternative is to maintain what 
in principle is the family farm opera
tion. Essentially, that means effec
tive protection to the families who 
live on and work the land. Whatever 
is necessary to equip and train the 
small farmers of this country to com
pete in and contribute to our modern 
agricultural society, must be done. 

The family farmer is small, but 
there are stilI many of him. As a 
whole, he represents the difference 
between the rule of the many and 
rule by the many. If we expect to 
continue our democratic life, to pro
vide security and plenty for all oUf 
people, then it is essential that en
couragement be given to the interests 
of the family-type farmer so that he 
may retain-or regain-his place in 
American agriculture. 

JOHN R. MOORE 

Ohio Farm Bureau News 

"Livestock. in the family 
food Program" 

Did you ever see the amount, of 
food needed to supply a family of five 
put up in a single pile? It is a 
rather breath-taking sight. Even a 
child of five needs around 1,300 
pounds of food during the twelve 
months, including milk. Father and 
the hard working boys will consume 
almost a ton each. The total yearly 
needs for that family of five wilI 
weigh over 8,000 pounds. Careful 
planning and conscientious effort are 
needed if this great supply of edibles 
is to be. available when the family 
needs it. 

The following estimate of the 
yearly food needs for a family of five 
worked out by the United States De
partment of ·Agriculture, Bureau of 
Home Economics, gives a clear pic
tUre of the quantity and variety of 
foods needed if the family is to main
tain itself on even a moderately ade
quate basis: 
M'lk I .: ............... 1,525 quarts 
Butter .............. 125 Ibs. 
Other fats. . . . . . . . . . .. 175 Ibs. 
Lean meat, poultry, 

and fish. . . . . . . . . . .. 675 Ibs. 
Eggs . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. 125 dozen 
Dried beans, etc.. . . . . . 65 Ibs. 

Tomatoes and citrous 
fruits ....... :..... 500 Ibs. 

Green or yellow 
vegetables ......... 800 Ibs. 

Potatoes ............ 800 Ibs. 
Flour and cereals ...... 1,000 Ibs. 
Other vegetables and 

fruits ............. 1,000 Ibs. 
Sugar ............... 300 Ibs. 

If many farm families are to have 
these necessary quantities and va
rieties of food, they will have to grow 
a lot of it themselves. Cash incomes 
wilI rise and fall through the years as 
does also the cost of farm operations 
and purchasing power of the dollar. 
The history of farm families has 
been that cash income is rarely ade
quate to purchase all the things the 
family really ought to have. One of 
the advantages of living on a farm 
is to reduce the need for cash by pro
ducing many of the things the family 
needs at home. Whatever the mar
ket price of a pound of meat or a 
bushel of potatoes or a quart of milk, 

. there is the same nutritional value in 
these products. A store of home-pre
served food is a savings account on 
which the interest rate is never 
lowered. 

Farm families who operate on a 
strictly cash income basis selling what 
they produce and buying back all the 
things they need industrialize their 
operations and make wage hands of 
themselves. Victims of unpredictable 
price changes, they expose the family 
to the full fury of every economic 
storm that blows. Hard times wilI 
always be tough times for every group 
of farmers no matter how they op
erate, but those with home-grown 
food can have nutritional health, 
come boom or depression. 

If 675 pounds of meat are needed 
as part of a moderately adequate , 
yearly diet, plans must be made for 
producing, feeding, and preserving a 
couple of husky calves or a fat year
ling, two or three hogs, perhaps a 
lamb or two, and some chickens. If 
there are to be calves, there must 
also be cows. This makes possible 
the production of the dairy prod
ucts needed; and with the garden, 
orchard, and berry patch rounds out 
the home production of protective 
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foods. Such a farming system re
quires some buildings, some equip
ment, all(~ a large amount of chores. 
There are those who say that this is 
an age of specialization-that a farm 
family should discover its most profit
able crop and then spend full time 
producing it, buying most of its needs 
at the retail store. Perhaps there are 
some such situations, but my obser
vations would indicate that they are 
very few. The produce from the cow, 
sow, and hen are just as essential by
products of normal farming as are 
hides, bone meal, and soap, the by
products of the packing Industry. 

We believe thoroughly in the value 
of diversified farming. It makes for 
a sounder, more elastic, more easily 
defended business. Feed production, 
with forage, pasture, and silage, are 
an essential part of such diversifica
tion. In turn, livestock is necessary 
if full value is to be obtained from 
these home-grown feeds. It may not 
always be necessary or even desir
able to make these livestock opera
tions extensive or to include every 
class of animal on every farm. But 
I can think of no better defense 
against the future than for a family 
to make full use of its labor and 
equipment at chore time. 

Fitting livestock into a food supply 
program is an effective way to keep 
both the farm and farmers fit. 

K. F. WARNER 

. Extension Animal 
Husbandman 
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THE SPONSOR 

_Alber' Eisele 

T HEY began gathering early in 
the vestibule, the men at one 

side, the women at the other. None 
of them knew just exactly where to 
go or what to do. The Confirmands 
were in charge of the Sisters and were 
still over at the school, but these 
sponsors were without definite lead
ership. All that the men knew, or 
that the women knew, was that they 
had been asked to act as sponsor 
for such and such a boy or girl. 
They were now ready to serve. 

The two groups served as filters , 
to catch the other and later-coming 
sponsors, and as the time for Mass 
approached the vestibule became 
quite packed with' the sponsors, 
while the church itself was filled 
with the main body of the congrega
tion. The church was always packed 
on Confirmqtion day. 

Some light talk, or whispering 
rather, ran among the men who were 
waiting in the vestibule. "You too, 
eh?"-"What are we supposed to be 
today, godfather or grandfather?"
"Turn around to that little table be
hind you and P<ilY your pew rent! 
You're delinquent, you know!" 

But if there was light talk among 
the men, Ed Blake took no. part in 
it. Ed was a slow-going, quiet man 
of fifty. He was industrious, con
scientious, of serious substance. He 
was being sponsor to Jimmy Yolk, 
the son of a widow who livetl in an 
abandoned beet weeder's shack near 
the Blake farmplace. The boy had 
walked up one evening at twilight 
and asked if Mr. Blake would act 
as sponsor for him. Sure he would, 
Ed had replied, and no more had 
been said. 

There was a stir among those near
est the door, and in another minute 
the Confirmands came marching up 
the concrete steps and into the 
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church. The girls were first, white 
in their dresses, white in their veils 
and wreaths-as white as the choke
cherry trees that stood in full bloom 
in the groves and along fences; then 
came the boys, in darker garb; some 
of the new suits made one think of 
the rich, smooth black of freshly
disked corn lands, with the white 
neckties as the flashes of the wings 
of gulls; and the boys as a group 
were somehow suggestive of the cur
rent farm work: the sowing not only 
of grain but of hope-the planting 
of the corn in the. warming soil-the 
sudden cold rains that caught the 
worker in field and drenched him
the galled shoulders of horses pushed 
too strenuously while putting in the 
crops. If the girls, in their white, 
were suggestiye of life's beauty and 
poetry and grace, the boys, in their 
black, were suggestive of the more 
tan~ible burdens. 

Jimmy Yolk was one of the larger 
of the boys; he was at the rear of 
the group, and he, too, wore a new 
suit and his hair was neatly combed. 
Ed Blake felt himself suddenly 
moved. He was proud of Jimmy's 
appearance, but most of all he ex
perienced a glow which he recog
nized as of spiritual origin and sig
nificance. He was today to be bound 
to Jimmy with a bond that had lit
tle to do with physical appea(ance. 
The bond was of the soul, and Blake 
now appreciated, for the first time, 
the honor that Jimmy had bestowed 
upon him when he had asked him to 
serve as his sponsor. lt was true 
that Jimmy really had had no one 
else to go to. The family had drifted 
into the community from nowhere. 
The mother, together with Jimmy 
and an older brother, had hired out 
to take their places beside Mexican 
laborers weeding onions in the hot 
and dusty acres of a drained lake 

bed. Somewhere the family had 
found the money to buy Jimmy a 
Confirmation suit. Blake himself 
should have assured himself on that 
point. He had known for a week 
ahead that he was to act as sponsor. 
Suppose that the boy had had no 
suitable Clothes. Blake saw that he 
had been lax in his duty. He felt 
guilty. He made a firm resolve not 
to be lax again. 

The ushers appeared and led the 
sponsors to the front of the church, 
to pews reserved directly behind the 
Confirmands. The girls and women 
were to the left, the boys and men 
to the right. Ed Blake was in the 
final row of sponsors. 

The Mass began. The parish altar 
boys were in the sanctuary, but to 
them it was something of a vacation 
day, since the celebrant was being 
served by several visiting priests. 
The south windows of the church 
were open and the smell of sweet 
clover was in the air: the sweet clov
ers, both the' white and the yellow, 
were just coming into their first and 
most fragrant blooms and the church, 
situated as it Was at the edge of 
the small town, always caught the 
rural scents at their fullest. lt was, 
incidentally, because the church was 
fully exposed to the southwest, from 
where the tornadoes came, that 
Father Finnegan had insisted upon 
the maximum of wind insurance. 

Pat Conlon was a sponsor; no 
doubt to one of his many nephews. 
Pat was notorious for his lawsuits. 
He was at law all the time. It 
was Pat who had attracted a starv
ing Catholic lawyer named Dan 
O'Boyle to town; Dan took over 
Pat's law business, or at least as 
much of it as he could handle, 
but Pat finally turned upon Dan. 
lt was a memorable case, during 
which Pat and Dan shook forefingers 
at each other with the admonitions, 
"Now Dan!", "Now Pat!" It seemed 
somewhat out of place to think of 
Pat being a sponsor. But the main 
body of the church's millions was, 
of course, composed of saint and sin
ner alike. Not all of those in to
day's Confirmation class would de-
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elop into saints. Some might even 
v . b end behind prIson ars. . 

And how, too, would Jimmy Volk 
fare with the years? Would he re
main steadfast in the Faith? Would 
he always be as shining and as pleas
ing as he was today? 

Blake had obligations toward the 
boy. He would have to keep an eye 
on him. He would have to keep an 
eye on his spiritual welfare. This 
obligation was one that would last 
thorugh the years. And why not? 
An obligation assumed by a god
father or a sponsor was hardly some
thing that could be permitted to lapse 
in sixty or ninety days. . 

But how could he keep an eye on 
Jimmy's spiritual welfare when Jim
my himself was really a waif, a refu
gee? Circumstances ,forced the wid
owed mother to keep on the move. 
Last year she had been on a WPA 
sewing project, in another town. This 
year she would weed onions. Next 
year, what and where? Her people, 
it was understood, lived at some 
distant point and could not help her. 
Jimmy was here today and there 
tomorrow. 

Of course, there were sponsors who 
neglected their duties even under the 
best of circumstances. There were 
sponsors who, without raising their 
voices in counselor in admonition, 
permitted their charges to go bad 
under their very eyes. When a young 
man neglected his.. religion, where was 
his sponsor? Often in the same par
ish. Often in the same neighborhood. 
Often in the relationship. 

But the failure of other sponsors 
was, of course, neither here nor there. 
Blake would be judged by himself 
alone. He would in some way have 
to keep in touch with Jimmy Volk. 
He would have to do the best he 
could. 

The congregation sat back with a 
rustIe. The Bishop had appeared 
before the Confirmands and was 
ready to examine them as to their 
fitness for the Sacrament. The Bishop 
Was an elderly man; his skin was 
clear and fair and his hair snowy
rather, his hair, which stood in con
siderable shock, seemed sprinkled 

with heavy frost flakes, so that the 
Bishop in general somehow suggested 
all the coolness and asceticism of a 
frosty morning at cornhusking time. 
Nevertheless the Bishop was warm 
and kindly, as his questioning of the 
children soon showed. 

The boys were first. The Bishop 
called on them one at a time, choos
ing them at random from among the 
thirty or more boys in the group, arid 
each boy when called upon arose, 
and there he stood, with his back 
to the congregation but with all eyes 

TRANSPLANTED 
I like to think of daisy fields 
Where laushins children play 
And freely pluck the petalled 

heads 
And carry them away. 

I like to think of windins creeks 
With sandy shores where boys 
May lie upon their backs and 

dream, 
Away from dust and noise. 

I like to think of country roads 
Where brown eyed Susans srow, 
And meadow pinks and roses_ 
The common flowers I know. 

I like to. think of apple trees, 
Not young-in rows complete_ 
But old and spreadins, near a 

door 
And showerins petals sweet. 

What different scenes I daily 
view-

Skyscrapers, saunt and sray. 
Crowded streets, noisy trams. 
NiSht turned ~to day. 

Daisies? Yes, in city parks- . 
In crescent beds so trim, 
Or borderins artificial ponds 
At some landscaper's whim. 

Past these .and crowded thor~ 
oushfares, 

My truant fancies flee 
To memory vales lanscaped by 

God- . 
Where daisy fields are free. 

-Sister M. Pascal. 
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upon him and all ears strained to 
catch the replies. 

The boys con9.ucted themselves 
well. Ed Blake, from his secure 
haven, undertook to answer the 
Bishop's questions in his own mind, 
just like people did with the radio 
quizzes. Some of them he could 
readily answer, but on others he 
was rusty. Five or six of the boys 
had been called when suddenly the 
choice fell upon Jimmy Volk. Jim
my arose, and Blake became anxious. 
Suppose that Jimmy stumble, and 
disgrace them all? . The other boys 
had all done so well. But of course 
Jimmy had grown up under disad
vantages. His schooling had been 
spasmodic and incomplete. 

"Who is the head of the Catholic 
Church?" the Bishop asked. 

"The Pope, Your Excellency," an-
swered Jimmy. .. 

"Very good. And who is your pres
ent Pope?" 

"Pope Pius the Twelfth, Your Ex
cellency." 

"Very good." , 
Pope Pius the Twelfthl-heavens, 

. Blake couldn't have answered that 
himself 1 The Pope was the head 
of the Church, of course. But he 
hadn't been aware of the Pope's 
exact title. To him the Pope had 
always been-well, just the Pope. 

The Bishop asked Jimmy further 
questions, and Jimmy answered them 
all correctly. Blake felt very proud 
of him. Then the Bishop nodded 
to Jimmy to sit down, and turned 
to the girls. The examination of the 
boys was finished, and a wave of 
relief ran visibly among those who 
had not been called upon. Some of 
the smaller boys turned their faces 
to . one· another in open grinning. 

The girls, too, arose when called 
upon, and the white of their dresses 
and veils was in sharp contrast to 
the dark of the boys. A tiny girl 
in the front row was first, and when 
she arose the white which she created 
was like a curl of rare cigarette 
smoke, or like the delicate fog 
which at down layover the low-lying 
pastures, or yet like a small plum 
tree in bloom against the dark-green 
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of the leafed-out farmstead grove. 
Others of the girls were called upon, 
and they in general acquitted them
selves as creditably as the boys, 
perhaps even more 'so, and then the 
Bishop 'announced the examination 
as ended, and he congratulated the 
children on their firm grasp of the 
Faith, and he also congratulated the 
Sisters ,and the parents for their part 
in this splendid achievement. 

And presently the Bishop had en
tered the pulpit. and opened the 
sermon. "Mans life is a warfare," 
he said at the beginning, as he quoted 
from Job. And he went on to say 
that as a civilian drafted to the 

military life was given new powers 
and privileges, so in the sacraments 
of Confirmation was the baptized 
Christian given new graces and new 
equipment as a soldier of Christ. 
From here he progressed to a more 
general treatment of a life of grace, 
now directing his words more toward 
the adults of the congregation: he 
urged them to daily put forth simple 
but systematic efforts to practise the 
lessons of Christ's life, and he ex
horted them toward greater charity, 
deeper humility and the utmost per
severance. It was a kindly, a father
ly sermon, and suddenly Ed Blake 
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felt his head drop. Good God! ' He 
sat up straighter, blinked his eyes 
vigorously, and listened intently to 
what the Bishop said. 

The fragrances of the sweet clover 
continued to pour in through the 
open windows. It came from wide 
and waving fields of both white and 
yellow sweet clover, and it seemed to 
possess a damnably dormitive qual
ity. Didn't farm boys sometimes get 
off their cornplows and go to sleep 
beneath the tall sweet clover that 
filled the fence-rows? Often, of 
course, the farm boys had been out 
to dances the night before. But on 
the other hand the sweet clover 
might have had something to do with 
it. 

The Devil, today in the guise of 
the Sandman, renewed his assault, 
and Blake again felt his head drop. 
He shook himself awake, but the 
drowsiness speedily returned. He 
had been working hard of late. There 
had been all the sowing and the 
planting of the spring, the haying 
of early summer, and the cultivating 
of the corn. He glanced at the other 
sponsors; Pat Conlon was asleep, 
but Pat always slept through the 
sermons anyway-dreaming, as peo
ple said, of more and bigger lawsuits. 
The other sponsors were wide-awake 
and attentive. It must not go down 
in parish folklore that he, Ed Blake, 
slept through the Bishop's sermon! 

If only the Bishop would scold! 
There was nothing like a vigorous 
scold-sermon to keep people awake. 
But the Bishop was not scolding, 
and furthermore, his sermon had long 
since lost the possibility of brief
ness. Of course no one had expected 
the 'Bishop to be brief. The Bishop 
only visited the parish at intervals, 
and the dictates of duty alone de
ma,nded that he give a substantial 
talk whenever he did come. At his 
next visit, some of those now listen
ing to him would be no longer among 
the living. Maybe Blake himself 
would be in his last sleep. Maybe 
Jimmy Volk would have passed from 
this earth. 

He tried to picture Jimmy in the 

years that lay ahead. He saw 
weed onions for a year or two in the 
old lake bed. Then the 
moved away. The mother settled 
her brood somewhere in Iowa, where 
Jimmy was apprenticed to a fanner 
but the farmer was harsh and Jimm; 
stayed but a year. Next the boy 
got a job in a packing plant; he 
worked in the packing plant seVeral 
years, but unfortunately fell in with 
a drinking and gambling eleI,l1ent and 
wound up by losing his job. His 
mother died; the family scattered 
and Jimmy found work at a stock: 
yards, driving and sorting cattle and 
hogs. Blake saw him there at the 
yards one winter when he went to 
Chicago with steers,' but he didn't 
get to talk much to him-he meant 
to go back to the yards when he had 
finished his business at the office, but 
somehow he didn't go back. A few 
years .later he again went to Chicago 
with steers, but Jimmy was gone. 

Blake went back home then, and 
in the years that followed he quite 
forgot Jimmy. But underneath it 
all something was troubling him, and 
one day it dawned upon him that 
that something was Jimmy Volk. 
Where was Jimmy, and what was the 
state of his immortal soul? And as 
though he had heard the winnowing 
of astral wings he dropped all things 
and set out for Chicago, the place 
where he had last seen Jimmy. He 
came upon the trail with the dis· 
covery that Jimmy had been sen· 
tenced to the penitentiary for burg
lary. He went to the four gray 
walls; yes, Jimmy had been there, 
but that was years ago. They had 
let Jimmy out on parole, and Blake 
was then able to trace him for several 
years more. But thereafter the trail 
grew uncertain; sometimes it was lost 
entirely, but eventually and through 
resolute efforts it would again ap
pear, and thus Blake went from one 
place to another, a sort of Gabriel 
seeking his Evangeline, and seeking 
not only where the wind mourned in 
the pines of the forest but also in 
sweltering harvest fields where on 
the horizons the heat waves ran like 
strange, swift serpents. On and on 
he spurred his quest, and it led upon 
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of the :waters, into the 
of the earth, and into great 

cities. And at last it 
him into a great city's dives, 

__ if"rnf"',rr. a man with a lost face said, 
Volk? Yes, I know where 

OU can find him." . And at last, in ! hovel-in what mIght have been a 
I per's hovel-Blake found Jimmy 
;olk. Jimmy was iI~ and d~ing, and 
Blake brought a pnest. JImmy re
ceived the last sacraments, and then 
died. And as Jimmy died Blake 
wept. His e~otions wracked. him; 
they tore at hIS heart; he felt hIm~elf 
struggling desperately - strugglmg, 
struggling, struggling-

Good Heaven, had he fallen out 
of bed? No, he was in church. The 
sermon was still going on. All was 
peaceful and benign. But the Bishop 
had by now finished with the adults 
and was again addressing the chil
dren. "You who are about to be 
confirmed," he was saying, and here 
was cheering proof that the sermon 
would end. At the windows the 
winds from off the sweet clover fields 
poured in unceasingly, but the frag
rance was losing its dormitive qual
ities and was becoming more like the 
stimulating church incense. The 
preaching and the slumbering soon 
would be ended, and then would 
come the administering of Confirma
tion and the triumphal hymns. 

The. sermon did end, and' then the 
Bishop and the visiting priests who 
were assisting him got down to the 
serious work of the day. The girls 
all knelt in a row, with their spons
ors standing behind them, and the 
Bishop confirmed them. Then the 
boys knelt, and when Blake placed 
his hand on Jimmy's shoulder he 
prayed within himself, "God, help me 
to do my duty with this boy!" His 
dream had stirred him deeply, and in 
his innermost soul he glowed as with 
a thousand tapers. Here it was, in 
Confirmation as in other sacraments, 
where those of the Faith were bound 
inexorably to one another. Here it 
was where one could help one's 
brother. Here it was where one 
could further the salvation of one's 
own soul. 
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OUR BOOK DEPARTMENT 
Some of the Books We Recommend: 

MANIFESTO ON RURAL LIFE ........................... $2.00 

RURAL LIFE OBJECTIVES-3 brochures, 25c, SOc, $1. 
All three for ....................................... ; . . .. 1.00 

Philosophy of Rural Life and Cooperatives 

RURAL ROADS TO SECURITY, Ligutti-Rawe .. ; ........... 3.00 

FARMERS OF TOMORROW, Baer. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. 1.00 

THE CHURCH AND THE COUNTRY, COMMUNITY, 
O'Hara ............................................. .. 1.25 

A BETTER RJURALLIFE, Schmiedeler ................. , ;. 2.00 

DEMOCRACY'S SECOND CHANCE, Boyle ................ 2.00 

MASTERS OF THEIR OWN DESTINY, Coady. . . . . . . . . . . .. 1.00 

ABC OF COOPERATIVES, Richardson .................... 1.00 

Science and Practice of Farming and Gardening 

BIO-DYNAMIC FARMING AND GARDENING, Pfeiffer .... 2.00 

GROW A GARDEN AND BE SELF-SUFFICIENT, 
Pfeiffer-Riese .................................. ,....... 1.25 

THE FARM, Davenport .........•........................ 3.50 

PRACTICAL FARMING FOR BEGINNERS, Highstone ..... 2.50 

FIVE ACRES AND INDEPENDENCE, Kains .............. 2.50 

WE WANTED A FARM, Kains ........................... 2.00 

Pamphlets 

CITY SLICKERS AND DPMB FARMERS, Hynes......... .10 

FARM~FAMILY-PROSPERITY, Hynes............. ..... .10 

IS RURAL LIFE THE ANSWER, Adams ............... ' . . .10 

READING TO SAVE THE HOME, Rawe... ............... .10 

PARTNER:SHIP WITH GOD, Muench..................... .05 

Songs 

RURAL LIFE SONGS-An official edition of six Catholic Rural 
Life Songs from Flemish, French and American sources-suit-
able for group singing. 15 pages ................ " . . . . . . .. .25 

We will be glad to supply these or any other books to you at pub-
lishers' prices. Special discount to members of the Conference. 

There are many Government publications which can be secured for 
the asking. We can suggest to you what to ask for. 

Write: BOOK DEPARTMENT. 
NATIONAL CATHOLIC RURAL LIFE CONFERENCE 

3801 Grand Avenue. Des Moines. Iowa 
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CONFERENCE AFFAIRS 

Venit Hospes, Venit Christus 
. Thirty-eight hundred one Grand 

Avenue is the new address of the 
Headquarters of the National Cath
olic Rural Life Conference. 

Grand A venue is Des Moi1les' Fifth 
Avenue. It is a street of old-time 
palatial residences-the street on 
which our Bishop lives-the street of 
some funeral homes and apartment 
houses. It is uphill if you are coming 
from the downtown district. 

The square house of cream bJ;"ick 
with red tile roof, with a large porch 
all around it, is located on a wide lot 
about one hundred feet from the Ave
nue. It has 12 rooms, large basement 
and spacious attic. Under the empty 
three car garage there is a nice barn 
good enough for a contented cow. A 
cow never feels at home unless the 
place is paid for so we are waiting to 
pay for the house and lot before we 
shall ask someone to donate the cow. 

We have title to the property and 
we are paying for it on a monthly 

.. basis-about the same amount we 
paid before for rent in the downtown 
office . . . all this through the kind
ness and generosity of the former 
owner, Mr. Cownie, a non-Catholic. 
Weare looking for a Santa Claus to 
buy it outright for us. If you see 
him, send him our way. We have 
always loved whiskers. 

There is a large parlor which we 
use as the general office and at pres
ent the Executive Secretary is the 
lone occupant of the upstairs. Mr. 
Geissler went off and got married on 
May 2nd. We have a nice little 
library, all sorts of papers and maga
zines and some rural pictures scat" 
tered here and there. 

Over the main entrance we have 
posted a hand-carved oak and ma
hogany sign-Venit H ospes-Venit 
Christus.,-W hen a guest comes
Christ comes. 

In the Service of the Bishops 
The Executive Secretary of the 

Conference had the privilege of par
ticipating in meetings sponsored by 
their Excellencies-,.the Bishops of 
Peoria, Green Bay and Seattle. 

May 4- 8 Peoria 
Lincoln 
Danville 
Ottawa 
Rock Island, Ill. 

May 11-14 Appleton 
Calumet County 
Brown County, Wis. 

May 20-28 Olympia 
Tacoma 
Sedro Wooley 
Ellensburg 
Seattle, Wash. 

The Conference is always ready to 
be of all possible service to Bishops 
and priests, religious and laity, Cath
olics and non-Catholics. 

With Monsignor O'Grady 
In behalf of the Farm Security 

Administration, the Executive Secre
tary of the National· Catholic Rural 
Life Conference appeared before the 
Senate Sub-Committee on Appropria
tions in Washington, D. c., on April 
27th. 

The Senators exhibited an intense 
interest in the work of the Confer
ence and gave kindly hearing to its 
recommendations in the matter of the 
FSA. 

RURAL LIFE SUMMER SCHOOLS 
The Conference in conjunction with 

four colleges and universities is spon
soring four rural life schools during 
the summer of 1942. The schools are 
designed and planned to bring the 
most in the least amount of time to 
rural priests and rural leaders .. 

The general program of five days 
begins with an informal gathering on 
Sunday evening. In respective order 
the following five topics are treated 

and adapted ·to each specific region 
during the five days following: "The 
Rural Pastor ,and the Rural Parish" 
"Problems of the Farmer", "Th~ 
Farmer Helps Himself - Coopera_ 
tion", "The Farmer and His Govern_ 
ment" and "Education and the 
Farmer." 

St. Stanislaus College, 
Bay St. Louis, Miss., June 7-12 
The Bay' St. Louis school will con

cern itself with the rural problems of 
the South, with experts leading dis
cussions on tenancy, soil conservation 
one-crop farming, nutrition, etc ... : 
Information: Write Rev. Hubert Ler
schen, Rayne, Louisiana. 

St. Benedict's College, Maur Hill, 
Atchison, Kansas, JlUle 21-26 
St. Benedict's school· will treat the 

problems of the typical rural parish 
of the Middle West. Underlying eco· 
nomic questions-size of farm, mech
anization, soil conservation, credit,· 
and the drift to the city-will be dealt 
with in their relation to the future of 
the rural parish .... Information: 
Write Rev. Gilbert Wolters, 0; S. B., 
St. Benedict's Co'llege, Atchison, 
Kansas. 

St. Louis University, 
St. Louis, Missouri, July 12-17 
The St. Louis school will be de

voted to a discussion of rural prob
lems from the viewpoint of social 
work and social charity-maternal 
and child health, delinquency, social 
security, nutrition, etc. Solutions 
ranging from credit unions and ma
ternity guilds to recreation programs 
will be discussed .... Information: 
Write Rev. A. H. Scheller, S. J., St. 
Louis University, 2 21 North Grand 
Blvd., St. Louis, Missouri. 

St. John's University, 
Collegeville, Minnesota, August 2-7 
Discussions at the St. John's school 

will center about the rural commun· 
ity: how to use local resources and 
local initiative in developing a vigor
ous community life. Emphasis will 
be placed upon technics of group dis
cussion as a means of initiating and 
guiding group action .... Informa
tion: Write Rev. Martin Schirber, 
O. S. B., St. John's University, Col-· 
legeville, Minnesota. 
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T(l Ind "flm 
TlJe Edi!flls 
My Dear Monsignor Ligutti: 

An absence from home has delayed 
my answer to your very welcome 
letter of February 10th. This has 
given me time to read the pamphlets 
and folders you kindly sent me, and 
this has given me much pleasure. I 
am lost in admiration of the way they 
are written and presented. In my 
long experience I've never seen mate
rial of this kind (of any kind!) so 
well written, so admirably persuasive 
and at the same time candid, open 
and honest. Of course, such perfect 
truthfulness is the very best argu
ment, the most convincing method of 
presentation. Knowing country life 
as I do from (as my father used to 
say) a century and a half of it, I read 
those leaflets with a microscope, try- ' 
ing to detect some of the-well,the 
real American word.is bunk-'---which 
usually creeps into the work of advo
cates of rural life. Sometimes, in 
spite of my efforts, I find a shred or 
two of that bunk in the shape of a 
too highly colored word or over-em
phatic phrase, in my own writing 
about the advantages of rural life. 
But not a bit did I see in your pam
phlets. 

All my admiring congratulations. 
DOROTHY CANFIELD FISHER 
Arlington, Vermont 

Dear Mr. Geissler: 
Your new folder is, most excellent

gets said just what we are looking for 
when about to speak of the Confer
ence. It has often occurred to me in 
my sAort contact with your organiza
tion that the N. C. R. L. C. has the 
most modern and thorough propa
ganda technique in the Catholic 
Chur~h here in America. That's an 
honest compliment. 

MICHAEL LENSING, O. S. B. 
Subiaco, . Arkansas 

Dear Msgr. LigutU: 
The following statements, quoted 

from a letter addressed t() me by a 
Jesuit Father, at Kingston Jamaica, 
~ll interest you, I' ~o beli~ve. This 
IS what he says: 

"I have read your contributions in 
the Catholic Rural Life Objectives on 
vario~s occasions. If this little' coun~ 
try means anything, it means the 
land; and hence in the work I am 
trying to do here among rural coop
eratives I have found the American 
Catholic Rural Life publications of 
great value." 

F. P. KENKEL 
St. Louis, Missouri 

About Land and Home 
To the Editors: 

I like LAND AND HOME very much. 
It is unique as a farm j()urnal and 
facile princeps (easily the first) 
among them. 

REv. ~.A.COUGHLAN 
Shenandoah, Iowa 

To the Ed.itors: 
The new name, LAND AND HOME, 

is splendid. . So are the new features. 
Yo~ will find the pages or ~hort 
material especially effective. Not 

, every mind desires to make the effort 
for sustained attention required to 
extract ideas from long articles. Often 
I have wondered why more of us edi
tors and writers do not try harder to 
imitate the masterful brevity of those 
who wrote the Gospels. 

If LAND AND HOME goes, as I 
assume,mainly to' professional peo
pl~ and to rural people who already 
have an active interest in your ob
jectives, I would judge that you are 

, hitting pretty dose to the mark with 
what you are doing. As I said; I 
think the short material is particu
larly desirable. This does not mean, 
however, that there should not be a 
place now and then for something 
more comprehensive. 

~HEELER McMILLEN, Editor 
Farm Journal and Farmers Wife 

, To the Edittirs: 
I think LAND AND HOME is splen

did. 
REV. R. B. SCHULER 
St. Louis, Missouri 

To the Editors: 
Congratulations on LAND AND 

HOME. The issue is very fine. 
JOHN C. RAWE, S. J. 
Elkhorn,~ebraska 
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A /(IIIfI/ Tflflst !fl ..• 
MOST REV. AUGUSTINE DAN

GLMAYR, D.D., on his elevation 
as the new auxiliary bishop of 
Dallas. . 

MIt. JOSEPH E. CARRIGAN, Di
rector of Extension Service in 
Vermont for the past ten years, 
on being elected Dean of the 
Agricultural College and Direc
tor of the Experiment Station. 

REV. DR. JOSEPH B. COLLINS, 
S, S., on being named Director, 
National Center of Confrater
nity of Christian Doctrine. 

RT. 'REV. LAWRENCE VOHS, 
O. S. B., on being elected Abbot 
of St. Bede's, Peru, IlHnois. 

MRS. ROBERT A. ANGELO, 
York, 'Pennsylvania, on being 
elected National President of the 
COUncll of Cathollc Wo~en. 

REV. PAUL F. TANNll;R, Wash
ington, D. C., .on being named 
Director of the NCWC Youth 
Department. 

THERT. REV. ABBOT NAHLEN, 
O. S. B., and the monks of New 
Subiaco Abbey, Subiaco, Arkan
sas, on the inaugnration of their 
Golden JUbilee Celebration. 

REV. WILLIAM PEZOLD, "the 
dynamic pastor at Cottleville, 
MissourI," on having bullt "a 
village out of odds and ends" for 
defense refugees--..as told in a 
story in the Aprll ST. AN
THONY'S MESSENGER. 

RAY MILLER, President of Agri
cultural Trade Relations, Inc., on 
receiVing an honorary degree 
from St. John's University, Col
legevllle, Minnesota. 

RT. REV. JAMES P. GAFFNEY; 
Liitle Rock, Arkansas, on being 
named the new chairman of the 
CathoDe Committee of: the South. 

MOST REV. JOHN B. MORRIS, 
Bishop of Little Rock, on the 
celebration of his Golden Jubllee. 

RT. REV. THOMAS J. McDON
NELL, New York, on being 
named General $ecretary of the 
Supreme Councllof the Society 
for the Propagation of the Faith. 
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RURAL LIFE IN THE PRESS 

Marvels in Milk.-Says the Farm 
Journal: "No mOre is the milk goat 
a subject for tin-can jokes; and the 
change is not due to a priority on tin. 
It is due to the fact that milk goats 
are now recognized as dependable 
dairy animals. 

Things That Are Coming Baek.
Old-fashioned "building bees" to Em
courage the improvement of rural 
shelter in the cutover sections of 
northern Michigan. 

The nail box in the farm shop and 
the nail can on the kitchen shelf are 
becoming treasure chests again ac
cording toU. S. D. A. Engineers. 
"And don't forget the bolts and 
screws." 

Good work horses and strong har
nesses, and some not so good and 
some not so . strong, are filling new 
needs in the old way. 

The village smithy is cOIping back 
too, even if it's in a garage and not 
under the chestnut tree that you find 
him. 

Pace too Fast.-Young women 
rushed to the nation's capital to work. 
Many are cracking up under the nerv
ous strain. Many are lonely and 
homesick. Said a Federal psychi
atri.st: "They should try for work in 
their home towns first-if they al
ready have jobs at home, they should 
stick." 

War-Time Tonics.-Says the Amer
ican Home Magazine: "Hold fast to 
garden flowers, few or many, large 
or small, according to yqur oppor
tunities. Grow them, tend them, en
joy them, for they and what they 
stand for are the best of war-time 
tonics." 

The Fact Is.-A farmer was offered 
$9 by a drover for a calf. He did 
not sell to him and decided to market 
through his co-op. He got $17.50 for 
the calf. So writes a Mr. Beaton to 
The Maritime Oooperato1·. 

Speaking of Pictures. The Iowa 
Bureau Farmer ran a picture of a 
mower standing bleak and bald out in 
the February snow. ~ They captioned 
it: "What am I bid for this beautiful 
snow plow?" 

Try It.-Have the fun of family pic
nics in your own back yard. Outdoor 
fireplaces have been built for as little 
as 30 cents. 

Canada Again.-Rev. J. A. Menard, 
Lestock, . Saskatchewan, has. built 
. (with the help of his parishioners) 
seven of his ten mission chapels. 

The Notre Dame Scholastic reports 
on a speech by Willis D. Nutting: 
"This man has a goat. This man has 
a wife. This man has built a fence 
around his farm. This man obviously 
lives an honest and simple life." Said 
Mr. Nutting: "The father should try 
to do as much of his work as possible 
at home, letting all of the family 
share in his troubles and his responsi
bilities. 

Arts and Crafts Blessed.-The Pri
mate of Mexico City blessed the ma
chines of the Guadalupan Industrial 
School of Arts and Crafts before 
pressing the switch that started the 
motors. Commented Hoy, the secular 
weekly: "It has been many a day 
since such a ceremony has been pos
sible in Mexico." 

A Law Against It.-No landlord in 
Australia may refuse to let premises 
because a prospective tenant has a 
child. It will be an offense "to in
quire whether or not a child shall live 
in the dwelling." 

"Grass Is Fine," says farmer Rep
resentative Lambertson from Kansas, 
"but mud is better. I always go 
barefooted on the farm." Shoes are 
his reluctant concession to statesman
ship. 

The Art of Milking.-Alice Stone 
Blackwell did some reminiscing. "My 
grandmother milked eight cows the 
night before my mother was born. 
This was not customary. It hap
pened because a sudden shower had 
called all the men of the farm into 
the hay field to save the hay." Then 
she quoted her mother as saying, "I 
consider milking a cowan accom
plishment." 

The Chicago Sunday Tribune care 
ried a long write-up on a debate rag
ing on the proper way to milk a cow. 
"There are schools of thought in 
milking a cow. The squeezers .versus 
the strippers. The three leg stoolers 
versus the one leg stoolers. And the 
knee grip bucket holders versus the 
ground set bucket holders, . . . It is 
possible to tell the character of a man 
by the way he milks." 

Indispensables.-Success of farm
ing communities requires (1) A priest 
because back-to-the-Iand implies a 
new way of life, a social life and a 
religious life; (2) a good Christian 
farm manager, who is at the same 
time scientific and biological in. his 
approach to the farmer's problems. 
So says the Rural Life Bulletin of St . 
Mary's .college, 'Kansas. 

Reprinted.-
Whoever makes a garden: 
Has, oh, so many friends; 
The glory of the morning, 
The dew when daylight ends; 
The wind and rain and sunshine 
The cool and fertile sod; , 
Whoever makes a garden 
Works hand in hand with God. 

. An Ancient Catholic Ceremony.~ 
Hundreds of furred and feathered pets 
and domestic animals were led by 
their proud Mexican owners, many of 
them children, into the patio of the 
Old Plaza Church of Our Lady· QUeen 
of the Angels, where the Pastor bless_ 
ed them. The weather was tradition_ 
ally fair despite teeming downPours 
the day before and after. 

Perhaps Here Too.-The Tugwell 
Committee asked legal action to en
force the law of 1900 in Puerto Rico 
setting a 500-acre limit to farms in 
view of urging family-type farming. 

Toward a New Way of Life.-The 
Republic of Paraguay is undertaking 
a program for redistribution of land 
through an "Agrarian Statute" de
signed to provide every Paraguayan 
with "a piece of land· of his own on 
which to construct his home and pro
duce the necessities of life, and to 
increase the acreage of various 
crops." 

FACTS and FIGURES 
One-third of the 31,000 students en

rolled in State Colleges of Agriculture 
this year are former members of 4-H 
Clubs. 

Not more than 22 per cent of all 
farms have tractors, but about 66 per 
cent of all farms of more than 100 
acres have them. 

The major trend in population dis
tribution in the U. S. during the last 
decade was the increase in the nwn
ber of persons living in rural areas 
without engaging in farming. 

Average annual egg production per 
hen increased from 95 in 1935 to 1l~ 
in 1941. 

The Missouri mule is losing out to 
power machinery in his home state at 
the rate of 10,000 a year. 

The states that showed the great
est percentage of increase in popula
tion in the 1940 census were Florida, 
New Mexico, California, Nevada, and 
Idaho. 

The "rural-nonfarm" population 
showed most increased in last cen
sus; urban population next; and farID 
population showed a slight decrease. 

Insurance companies still have a 
large volume of Iowa farms for sale. 
Over 6,000 farms comprising 1.3mii
lion acres were listed for· sale in Jan
uary,1942. 
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RURAL LITERATURE 

ILL FARES THE LAND 
carey McWilliams. Little Brown and 

Company, New York. 1942. $3.00. 
The latest by Carey McWilliams 

(the first was Factories in the Field) 
'is a well documented scorcher. I 
fiIliShed reading it on Passion Sunday 
and I felt like placing a purple cover 
over the face of our beloved America. 
m Fares the Land tells vividly, 

graphically and with uncanny his
torical accuracy the human interest 
story of agricultural labor in the 
United States. 

When American agriculture motor
iZed the family farm; the family and 
the community suffered. When Amer
ican agriculture became industrial
iZed, it double-doubled the curses of 
Industrialism. 

I learned some interesting facts 
from the book. 

1. Practically all of the United 
states is blotched with the sweat, 
blood and tears of the farm laborers. 

2. The majority of the mass pro
duction farm laborers are of Catholic 
origin, mostly Mexicans belonging to 
the most fertile biological group. 
Within the next fifty years over 50 
per cent of the Catholics in California 
Colorado, and Texas will be of Mex~ 
ican descent. Will they be Catholics? 
Wh~t is done for them SOCially, eco
nomICally and religiously today? 

I have asked myself the question: 
Why don't Wages and Hours and 

Social Security Laws apply to farm 
labor? 

I have promised to demand from 
~veryone whom I hear say: "Amer
Ican ~tandards of Living" and "The 
Amencan Way of Life": 

1. Define the terms. 
2. Read III Fares the Land. 

. From all I will request: When get
ting ready to eat fruit or vegetables 
you must ask the question: "How 
:any babies, how many children 

ow ~any men and women have bee~ 
explOIted that I may have this?" 
e Should we have a union label on 
P:~~ apple or frozen strawberry? 
:in aps so, but what is better and 
~pract!C~I-we should have more 

.. es raIsmg their own vegetables. 
m ~ares the land, to hast'ning 

ills a prey, 
Where wealth, accumulates and 

men decay." " 
L.G.L. 

~~rS PIETATIS AND THE 
Rev SEN CREDIT UNION 

. Odul! Bchaefj 0 Bureau P er, .F.M. Central 
1942 32 ress, St. Louis, Missouri. 
An· pages. 

Cl"edi.t ~l1ent brochUre on historical 
ons. 

LAND 

PADDY THE COPE 
Patrick Gallagher. Devin Adair Com

pany, New York. 1942. $2.50. 
"Wright found it hard to say Co-op 

and could only Co-co-co, until in the 
end he gave it a name he could say-,
'The Cope.' That was the christen
ing." That's how Patrick Gallagher 
became Paddy the Cope. 

It's a human story which begins on 
a boggy farm in Ireland-"twenty 
acres in all and eighteen of them wild 
mountain." Patrick Gallagher left 
school at the age of ten and spent the 
greater part of early manhood in 
Scotland, working on farms in coal 
mines, and in shell furnaces: earning 
barely enough money to pay the land
lord for the "eighteen acres of wild 
mountain." 

But Paddy managed to save enough 
money to buy a small farm in Cleen
dra, Ireland, a land so poor that as 
George Russel (A. E. ) said: "The 
bones of the earth stick up through its 
starved skin." 

In Cleendra every family tried to 
keep a cow. When the Gallagher 
cow went dry, neighbors brought milk 
in pitchers every day. If a family 
had two cows there was never an end 
to the giving. Cleendra folks never 
sold any milk. 

In good time Patrick Gallagher be
came the manager of the Templecrone 
Cooperative Society. It all started 
when he tried to buy manures for the 
entire parish and was told that the 
Irish Agricultural Wholesale Society 
would sell to societies only and not 
to individuals. 

Today the Templecrone Cooperative 
owns a Green Mill, a Power House 
which supplies light to Dungloea 
h?siery and glove factory employing 
nmety-four women-earning not five 
or seven shillings a week as they did 
previously, but an average wage of 
seventeen shillings per week. Today 
their store is the largest and has the 
greatest business in the district. 

The inspiration of it all was Paddy 
the Cope. It's a good story and a 
human story-a "record of self-help 
and mutual help in one of the wildest 

,and poorest districts in Ireland. 
M. M. CAROLAN. 

AMERICAN RURAL LIFE 
A Discussion Guide for Rural and 

Urban Groups and Churches compiled 
by Benson Y. Landis. Published by 
The Department of Social Education 
and Action, Board of Christian Edu
cation of the Presbyterian Church in 

,the U. S. A. Price twenty-five cents . 
A well conceived, nicely arranged 

study club booklet of 48 pages. It 
could be used effectively by Catholic 
study clubs. We recommend it. 

L.G.L. 

AN D HOM E. JUNE 1942 

MECHANIZATION' AND 
CULTURE 
Walter John Marx, Ph. D. B. Herder 

Book Company, St. Louis. $2.00. 
Walter John Marx lives on the Po

tomac. 
Here are some questions and an

swers as found in his book: 
Q. Why machines? A. To make 

money. 
Q. Do machines save drudgery? 

A. No, they create machine tending
the worst type of drudgery. 

Q. What are some modern hobbies 
indicative of our culture? A. Col
lecting match covers. 

Q. What is abolishing private prop
erty? What has ruined the country 
home, the community 'and the parish? 
A. Mechanization. 

Q:' Who will pay the social cost of 
industrialism? A. We are paying 
now with the war. 

Q. Should everybody go to college? 
A. What for? ' 

Here are some unasked and un~ 
answered questions in the book: 
H~s Dr. Marx ever heard of the 

NatIOnal Catholic Rural Life Con
ference and of its literature? 

Has he ever read Ralph Woods 
book-"America Reborn"? 

What is wrong with a machine if it 
does help a family? (e. g. pressure 
cooker, electric flour mill.) 

Wh.at of coop~rative ownership of 
machmery espeCIally for farming pur
poses? 

Is their use of machines wrong be
cause machines are abused? 

L.G.L. 

THE CRISIS OF OUR AGE 
P. A. Borokin. E. P. Dutton & Co., 

New York. 1942. $3.50. 
Written by a noted Harvard so

ciologist. It is a searching historico
sociological treatise. I consider it a 
good apologia for the Catholic Church 
although the Catholic Church is men
tioned only three times in the course 
of 338 pages of nine chapters. 

It is a fearless and honest book 
hence not popular with 1942 review~ 
ers. It condemns Hitlerism, Fascism 
Stalinism, C;lpitalism and Democra~ 
tism. It dares' to cast aspersions on 
our quantitative mania. "The inner 
emptiness of, our biggest creations 
.. .", he calls it. 

It accuses industry's captains of in
flicting a mortal blow on the private 
property system. It says that "no 
rich class has a right to hold huge 
fortunes while millions of decent 
honest, industrious men are jobles~ 
and breadless." 

It is a most sound Agrarian-Dis
tributist book and believe it or not-' 
IT IS READABLE. ' 

L. G. L. 

COOPERATIVE MEDICINE 
James Peter WarbaSS8. The Coop

erative League of the U. S. A., New 
York, N. Y. 1942. 42 pages. 
A complete yet simple explanation 

of the prinCiples of Cooperative Med
icine. 
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GROW A GARDEN AND BE 
SELF-SUFFICIENT 
Dr. Ehrenfried Pfeiffer and Erika 

RieS'e. Anthroposophic Press, Inc., 
New York. 1942. $1.25; 
Anyone interested in bio-dynamic 

gardening should have this brochure 
of 118 pages. 

It is scientific; it 'is practical; it is 
complete. 

There is a relationship between the 
treatment of the soil, the products of 
the soil and the living beings who 
consume the prodUcts. 

L. G. L. 

GOD'S BACK PASTURE 
Arthur Wentworth Hewitt. Willett, 

Clark & Company, Chicago, Pub
lishers. 1941. $1.50. 131 pages. 
If you have a neighbor who is a 

rural minister and you like him, by 
all means send him this little book as 
a present but read it yourself before 
you send it. 

Written by a Protestant minister 
for Protestant ministers it is . as in
spiring as it is practical. The author 
knows rural failings and rural virtues. 
He is realistic and idealistic. 'He 
quotes our "Manifesto". ' 

I have plucked two gems which I 
shall not forget: 

"By their plums you shall know 
them." 

"If you succeed do not consent to be 
pushed into urban obscuritv." 

L.G. L. 
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HOW TO GROW FOOD FOR 
YOUR FAMILY 
Samuel R. Ogden. A. S. Barnes and 

Company, New York, N. Y. 1942. 
139 pages. $2.00. , 
The author found that even in Ver

mont, where the growing season is as' 
short as in any part of the country, .he 
could grow enough food for his family 
to eat during the entire year at a 
fraction of the cost of the same at the 
grocery store. 

Ten years' 'experience and record 
keeping are behind the bOOK. The 
aUthor himself sets down the aim of 
the book: "to stimulate interest .in 
subsistence gardening and to help the 
beginner with some of the funda
mental problems." 

E. S. G. 

FIVE ACRES AND INDE
PENDENCE 
M. G. Kains. Greenberg, 'New York. 

1942. $2.50. 
A revised and enlarged edition of a 

book which" has aIways, been very 
good. 

It really is ',:A practical guide to the 
selection and management, of the 
small farm." 

We believe in it so much that oUi' 
Book Department handles it as it 
does many other' books of, the same 
type. 

We advise you to buy it if you are 
interested in farming on a small sClI-le. 

L.G.L. 

,DEARLY BELOVED 
Harry Sylvester. Duell, Sloan 

Pearce, Publishers, New York N 
$2;50. ' , . 

The setting of the novel is the 
Catholic farming settlement 
United States - Ridge, St. 
County, Maryland, and yet, it 
"Tobacco Road" story that leaves 
the better side of the <1e!sce~nd!ants 
the Calverts and Mattinglys. Soil 
people look alike and act alike' 
two must be built together.' 
Foundation cannot do it. The 
can but not sickly or sUper-8l.llIlUated 
ones. 

Of course, 'we like Father Kane' 
meet him is to admire and love 
(He will scare you when he is 
ing.) 

Even our friend, Father Latain, is 
in the story, but that does not reo 
deem it. 

Dearly Beloved - Libera nos Do
mine! 

L. G.L. 

THE CA THOLlC COMMITTEE 
OF THE SOUTH ' 
Executive Headquarters, 925 Four· 

queen lane, Richmond, Virginia. 
1942. 226 pages. 
Report of the Proceedings and Ad· 

'dresses of the Second Annual 
held at' Birmingham, Alabama, 
1941. . 

The 
RURAL YOUTH ! SERVICE 

of the Conference 

CATHOLIC ACTION FARMERS 
Now Available 

Service includes Manual of Principles 
and Directions, General Program 
Outline and LEADERS' BULLETINS 
(hi-monthly) for tlte formation of 
Catholic Action Farmer groups. 

For further information ",riie: 

NATIONAL CATHOLIC RURAL LIFE CONFERENCE 
3801 Grand Ave., DES MOINES, IOWA 

~ 
I 
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