isolating myself in this way on an Alberta ranch, Followed days and daysmw—
no} weeks---three long, unending weeks, in which I never left the house onece,
Ve were enclosed in a vast storm--& storm that never ceased---that shut us in
from all the world., I would look from my window and ali sides of me I saw
nothing but snow, snow, snow, A world of it. Riliw lMounds and mounds,
and unending sweeps of it-—-and great towering ghostly hillg, white as the

dead, all shrouded in--the-garment 0f SNOW eww [N

My children at school. ly.lusband unabla.to. get to me-~because of

e — o7

‘ the.,impﬁ'a'imws. He himself ;ws'"'snowed. 'in" on the other ranch. Even my
cook dmxs stolid daughter of Scandinavia developed & case of nerves. I found her
rocking in the ki tchen and moan ng: "Tis the end of the worldl"

Anna x'rm.s homesicke I too was homesick. I was x:vorse than Inmes}ck.
I wes starving. You may ask why then did I not write? Yrite? Wt }\
sat_in a great. - rencheuse-tiving Toom and vritten ;1ttlem=h;.i§£airyhke a,,"x?iirﬁances

of far Jpoan} No-one nould‘hg&é"‘db'n’é That in my-place,
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I went up and down/stairs, and around the house and in and out
.fo; that room and that room. I piled logs of wood in the great wood styves
tﬁa’c sint out & tremendous heap. I sat in the ki tchen with Amnna, and I made bread
and I churned butter and worked it, and I put down pork and I cut up venison
and I took from her & lot of the home tasks which she rather reluctantly relingyish
ed, I tried to resad, but could'nt concentrate, Ve had a great living room
wty 25000 bocks on the shelves, and fine Navaho rugs and walls of polished
cedar anl animal heads and a bi'g player piano and everything possible
to make life cosy, but I kept thinking of tea in K,Y. studios, and pretty
vluttery things, and people who had wild aspirations and wanted to do things,
and long haired poets who drecamed and sang or ccooned their poems and of
girls with ideals and gmixis Follies girls, kicking around with thelr pretty
toes and myself in a taxicab and I thought of Jean Websterm constantly, constantly,
She had been the best friend I had ever had. New York was never the same to me

after she diede And I thought of her while shut in in the Alberta storm,



