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BOOK BY POLK CO.
WRITER ATTRACTS
ENGLISH ATTENTION

“Morning Post” Reviews
Eleanor Risley’s “The
Road to Wildcat”

English lovers of good books are
showing a big interest in Eleanor
Risley’s book, “The Road to Wild-
cat,” and one company has asked
for new photographs of the Polk
county writer. A most complimen-
tary review recently appeared in
The Morning Post, one of the lead-
ing London publications. This great
paper with the traditions of a cen-
tury and a half to maintain, had
{ this to say about Mrs. Risley’s book:
“Why is this writer not more
| widely known and read and talked
about? She has more to say and
says /it better than nine novelists
out of ten! Also she has the gift
of humor pressed down and run-
ning over. She perhaps hardly
claims to be a novelist. It is hard
to tell which is literary convention
and which is fact when an author
seems to give a straightforward ac-
count of personal experiences. Her
gallant story of the apple orchard,
worked by a woman alone among
incredible difficulties and odds rang
drastically true; so does most of
the present tale of the married
pair, one of them threatened with
an early death, who push their
wheelbarrow along dangerous ways
and meet all kinds of human be-
ings most of whom are won to kind-
ness by their personalities.

“A more delightful pair one could
hardly meet in fact or fiction. One
| reviewer has a strong desire to make
|their personal acquaintance—how
rare such a desire among review-
ers can only be known to them-
selves.”

Also Mrs. Risley is in receipt of
the following from the Portraiture
company of Berkeley Square, Pic-
cadilly, London:

“I have been approached by the
editors of the leading illustrated
journals to furnish them with ex-
clusive portraits for publication. I
should esteem it a favor if you
would kindly consent to a compli-
mentary sitting in order that I may
secure a series of special studies
for the purpose mentioned.”
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Mena Arkgnsas nvuce ¢ la Caie vi Dogoor Dean

Dear 1riends ‘:

A new aauress you w:.‘ll viserve o RLOULSC ™ gnu jdLszm
428 We gre. .he mountaln nome whlech we expecteuivé geu besiuc
vur trieuds the Coopers was suddenly vlaimed oy the owners
who pave been away fOr years - 80 also0 was the lovely Cooper
houge by thelr owners . ( Both suffering from the depression )
S0 both ©f us had to© seek other quarters . Three miles rrom
Meng our frlequ the Deans live 1n g rather nreuty rlace,
“he 1s a retired physiclan = Next them 1s a little nouse
which they never rent because 1t 1s 80 near them . Mrs Dean urged us
to camp in thls house for the summer . S© here we are ., There
are mgny plieasant features gbout it . Mrs Dean belongs t© the
clubs which I freauent -Drives ner own car ,groresﬂ us milk
for our coffee etc . She 1s g handome womgn -a radlcal -
a 8piritisi - a driver ( Peter grives over her working her
mgld t0 death . But sne 1s kind thougn a ‘dOmina‘cing personality
and 1 hgve to hang on to my 1dentity .Peter's 1s in no danger .
The Doctor is seventy and a grouch . "Ene- latecn string is 8011l
°n the outside if you can come up this summer . Scenlecally
1t 1s not so beautiful as our own camp - but it 1s 1n the
mDuntalns and my little pangy bed blooms under the window
Where Mles M-atthews pecunlas are also planted . I had a letter
from her lasp week . As ever she sPeaks Of you . We are glad to
get away from ‘Mena . Too heectlc ! But yesterday we had a
day all too full for me . Drove to chmireh - a llttle car trouble
but the ©0ld Hup has behaved pegutifully all winter - , Coopers
non;e to dinner wltn‘us « COmMpPany at Mrs Degns in arternoon

Drove in town in evening . All this that you may visuallze us .



: that cye
1" Wmans Forget to say that &6 gop oy
L

were out afterward .Tired and read myseif ¢© sleep with an
Anarenis:c book o (I think I am an anarchlst chis morning . )
Peter has galned a gew pounds since we came i© tne country
three weeks ago » Our nouse in town ( walch tne Coopers nave
taken , was all t00 urban for him . )I am none teo well .

Mrg Nichols I have just read Powys “Philosophy ©f Solitude .

I thougnt of you all the time . It was lOaned me Ly uie man

Wno edits a little “Baek toO Nature Magazine in Fayeiveville .

He gsked me for an essay whlen I sent nim g d I asked for

the 10an of the book ., He sent it put gsked IOr revurn

postage ! My word !We were at the College Mayday « A very
interesting grouPe there nOw . A JaPanese -Irom universiiles =
and Others from Eastern cliles . Refineu and interescing .

I dont see any tveachners !‘'‘They spoke 0 lundreds ©i farmers

in the evening agbout tneﬁimm‘edian'e megnce Of fasclsm « Me I dond
mind 1t myself . Being an anarchist¢ tnis morning [ Teel &hat
Syndiealism , Guild Soclalism ( IN Itgly -in prospect )

leadp rathe_r LtO anagrehy than t© Uommunism - g deificai':i@n
after gll Oof the State . Selan!Peier '13 ou¢ gashering greens
for poke sallet ™om w'nlc‘n w'itn—me cake we subsist o Oh for g
bit of fish « None 1in tne markeis hnere .John is very Old now ama
sleeps most Of tne time . SOmetimes ne aluvsi, s.ODPS breaicning .
I try to prepare myself fOr tne seperavion -wicn ill success .
Uncle Henry svill in La . Letier from nim lasi week +Be sure

O come to us 1f you declde TO cOme 1O Arkansas . We have rovi

for you . And you will enjpy our friends I am sure . Now, one o1

y

!‘“ W . W f o | ”
: ‘ i PUEAA LA J§eVVE <)
you steal time and tell us all abou*qi your triends . 1 see Mariua _

Dless her nas developed into g singer . Atuwvspher . HOW are uae
dear children and 1s Marvin at nome ? Thls is a uull leiée r .
Energy dlesipated « Thank heaven the Womens Literary €lub hnas
its last meeting (Omorrow . AI"ber"a tea in tne couniry Wednesday

I meon (0 rest and courc Solicude LOove Eleanor



For Mrs . Nichol s
T EARS
by Ligette Woodworth Reese

When I congider Life ;nd its feﬁ'years -

A wisp of fog betwixt us and the sun;

A call to battlé , and the battle done

Ere the last ecﬁo dies within dur ears:

A roge choked in the grass; and hour of fear s:
The gugts that bast a darkening shore do begt
The burst of muﬁic down an unligtenlng street,
I wonder at thetidleness of tears .«

Ye old, old deaﬁ, and ye of yesternight , ;
Chieftans , and bards,and keepers of the sheép,
By every cup of sorrow that you had,

Looge me from tears, and mgke mé gsee arlght

How each hath back what once he stayed to weep:
Homer his sight, David his little lad |

The author 1s g very 0ld lady and lives 1n Baltlmore .
The whole gonnet ig carved on a marble shaft 1in g
public park in the city . I never tire of this sonnet

Elegnor .



