
Jan 24, 1930. 

 Just a note tonight. 

 Reports were finished today for the semester today. I certainly am glad to get the reports 

finished. I do not know yet tonight what grade I will have next semester. I certainly would like 

know but I guess Mr Austin doesn’t know himself yet. I do wish that he would decide sooner 

than he does. 

 I guess that’s all tonight.  

 

 

Feb. 3. Monday Night. 

 Am home from school and have looked over the paper. It is almost suppoer time.  

 One week of our second semester is already over. That leaves us just seventeen more 

weeks of school. It does seem possible that school is that near over. 

 The past week I have enjoyed myself immensely. Sat evening Miss Kelley and Al came 

out and wanted me to go into town with them. We fixed supper at Mr. Grande’s and then drove 

into Phoenix. We got home about 11:15. I drank coffee for supper and then couldn’t sleep hardly 

at all. I went to S.S. and Church just the same. We had a picnic lunch at Mr. Grande’s and then 

went to the desert for the afternoon. We got back in time for a bite of supper and to dress in time 

for League. After League we went for a little drink and then home. I enjoyed the entire week 

end. It helped drive away the “lonesome blues. I just wish that I could feel that they would stay 

chased away. 

 

 

Feb. 23, 1930 Sunday Evening. 

 The past few weeks have been so terribly busy, but there I go again talking about how 

busy I have been. I have gotten so tired of using that for an excuse and of hearing myself say it 

that I think I will “swear off.” I am not crowding nearly as much into my days as some others do 

and as I myself might so. There are so many things that I just must crowd into my time I don’t do 

nearly as much as I should. 

 Al and Miss Kelley were out for a moment Friday night. They wanted me to go for a 

drive and to Mesa to the show on Sat night. I turned both invitations down. I hated to, for I 

would like to have gone but I guess it was best. Al isn’t my type and he is quite a bit older than I. 

Mother doesn’t like him at all. I just wish that he would do to chase around with some, but I 

guess he won’t.  

 We went to Gilbert to E.L. and church last Sunday night. Rev. Pellow is simply 

wonderful. We enjoyed every bit of the service. He certainly knows how to attract young people 

for they had a large number in attendance. 

 Tonight we went to Mesa to E.L. and church. Rev Garver is another fine minister. He is 

older than Mr. Pellow but quite pleasing. Garver is a fatherly sort of man.  

 Last Sunday morning the entire family piled on the car and went to Sacaton to the Indian 

Mission for church. It was a simple service, but very nice. We came back up to the river and ate 

lunch under a tree. We laid in the sun and rested and then went to the casa Grande Ruins. The car 

acted up on the way home, but we got home safely. On the whole we had a lovely trip, but we 

were all quite tired. 

 The folks have got to visiting and I just can’t write any more tonight. 

 



 

Feb 26, Wed. Night. 

 About three weeks ago tomorrow Uncle Amaziah Beeson came. He has been here ever 

since. He is certainly a wonderful old man. Just being with him makes a person want to live a 

better life. I am so glad that we have gotten to know him. 

 Mr. Grande was out this evening when I got home. He certainly was discouraged and 

blue and I don’t blame him one single bit. I really don’t see how he has stood things as long as he 

has. I just feel terribly sorry for him. He is certainly doing his best alright. I am going to help 

Miss Kelly fix supper for Grande and Charles. 

 It seems that my ideas about a lot of things are changed within the last month or so. It 

seems that I think more seriously about religion. It also seems more real to me than it ever has 

before. Sometimes I just wonder what God does have planned for my life.  

 

[The next page is blank, however there is an impression that indicates something was once 

placed in this spot that left a rectangular residue.] 

 

Mar. 23. Sunday evening. 

 Bed time but I must write a few lines tonight. Harold, Catherine and I went to Gilbert to 

church tonight. They had the nicest service. It was rather simple, but right to the point. Mr. 

Pellow spoke on the subject “God the Best Paymaster.” He used as his text II Chronicles 25:9. 

“The Lord is able to give thee much more than this. It just seems that his sermon was meant for 

me. It seems that lately I have been wishing for things that I don’t have. Why can’t I be 

contented – no I don’t mean contented, but just be thankful for what I do have. I am tired of 

school teaching, yes, but why can’t I be glad that I can teach and earn in that way. I guess that I 

am getting to be a regular pessimist. Why can’t I trust God for a few things? He will give us 

good gifts if we only obey + trust him. Material things don’t mean everything in our lives. 

 

 

 

May 17, 

 Don’t hardly know what to write tonight. Guess that I am just lonely and blue. I have 

been fighting all evening to drive the lonesome blues away, but I haven’t succeeded so very well. 

 We just have 8 more days of school and then it will be over for another year. I can’t help 

but wish that I had a job for this summer for I don’t see how I can stand to do nothing for three 

whole months.  

 I am trying oh so hard to get over the idea of criticizing other people and saying unkind 

things about them. It isn’t Christian and I know it. 

  

May 31. Saturday Night. 

 Have been out of school for two days. It seems nice not to have to worry about children 

for a while. I have been pretty busy just working around and will probably be for some time. I, in 

a way, wanted to work this summer, but the folks didn’t want me to. I am glad to just rest, but I 

did need to make the money for we are just having pretty close figuring to get our debts paid. All 

of my summer wages will be gone to pay off a note at the bank. It just seems that we never will 

“see day light.” 



 We have had a few days that were quite warm, but it has seemed quite cool today for 

almost June weather. 

 My eyes go almost shut I am so sleepy and I had a nap today too. 

 

July 13, 1930. Sunday Night 9:30. 

 Am so lonesome and blue tonight. It seems that I am always more lonely on Sun. than on 

any other day. I guess it is because I see all of the other young people having a good time. I am 

not jealous Oh no! but only wish for companionship. There is no one in Chandler to have any 

pleasure with. Sometimes this seems almost like jail. My money all goes into the place and I 

can’t save a cent or it seems even have one for my own use. No, I’m not complaining for there is 

nothing else for me to do, but it seems pretty serious sometimes. I don’t think I could stand it 

sometimes if it were not for my faith in God + prayer. I try to remember that “All things work 

together for good to them that love God.” 

 

August 4, Monday Morning. 

 Just a short note this morning. 

I had a – I guess you might say a message from on High this morning. I wakened with the line of 

the song “I gave my life for thee for thee, what hast thou done for Me,” running through my 

mind. I of course knew that I had done practically nothing for Him. After breakfast the thought 

went through my mind, “your job is to turn the group of Methodist young People to Christ.” 

Then I thought but how can I.” After thinking about it awhile I decided that if it was God’s plan I 

could not turn Him down. I have said “yes,” but I know that all of my strength and courage will 

have to come from on High. I know that some how I will work on it, but I still don’t know how. 

 

Oct 25, Sat Evening. 

 Am upstairs writing. I am restless tonight. I want to go places and do things. I just get so 

lonely sometimes that I don’t know what to do. Ronald is at home this week end. I rather hope 

that he will come over tonight, but I don’t think that there is one chance in a hundred that we 

will. How I wish that I had a friend to have good times with. 

 So many things have happened since I wrote last that I hardly know where to being. Aunt 

Mary came the last part of Sept. Uncle John + Aunt Eva came the next day after Aunt Mary. 

Then Aunt Nellie, Uncle Fred, Helen and Wilda came. Then Uncle Roland. Monday of this week 

every one left. Uncle Roland + Uncle Mary for the Canyon and uncle Fred’s for home via 

Tuscon. Just as they reached Tuscon they met Karl. He had come from San Antone by plane. 

They came back up here for the night + left the next day via Flagstaff for home again. Karl is 

fine in many ways, but in others not so nice. I certainly did enjoy having such a big cousin here. 

It made me all the more lonesome though if anything could. I enjoyed Helen too. She has had it 

terribly tough this past year. Last summer she married a man that turned out to be 52 and a 

regular brute. I feel so sorry for her, but it was all her own fault I fear.  

 Mother left Thurs. morning for Tuscon to attend the State W.C.T.U. convention. She 

came back last night. She seems to have had a mighty fine time. I am just so glad that she could 

go for she had just stayed at home for so long. 

 I had Miss Dennis out for so long last night. Then we went to the parsonage for a S.S. 

Class party. We simply had a wonderful time. When we got home Mother + I visited until about 

2 A.M. I was quite sleepy today + have had two naps. Will quit now and my write soon again.  

 



Dec 30, 1930. 

 It is almost the end of another year. It seems that time is going so rapidly. So many things 

have happened in the past year. 

 Uncle Oll and Aunt Leah were killed the 17
th

 by an auto as they were on their way to 

church. Father left on Thurs. night and came back the day before Christmas. It was such a sad, 

sad trip. It just doesn’t seem possible that Aunty Leah is gone. It is such a comfort though to 

know that they were both ready to go. 

 


