" the Sharnhorst w1th Calvin Sultemeier who would actually do the work of :

- been a ca.rpet of yellow and red[
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Saturday, June 18th -- the second full day of my vacation.

I spent the mornlng recordmg -~ an early lunch -- and then wallung in ’

harveetlng the wild ﬂowere -- and J'er_rf} Keré tt and Ben‘Blos sa'm'an.

We tried to find the eﬁcact pl‘ac‘es from which lavs‘t' years good srand -- the
runway -:- .had -eorvne,” tom see if we lhad just ae much abundance af,ter the .har;/es‘l:lng
But,“ alas,.xt was a dﬁferent eeaeon -- less spr.mg rains and m.ore goats and’

sheep. 'So there is no fair comparison. . And only a couple of weeks ago it had

T A et e Lo e awewmsoaes - g e e -

We staked out some pretty good stands and then went to the Dan;z.. Here }

in the 80 acres of pasture where the well is we parked the car and walked

practically the circumference and across it a,couple of times staking out grand

areas for harvesting truck loads of a mixture of Indian blanket, wine cup,' |

-coreopsis, wild vabena, wild flocs, pink Texas star.

- Suddenly in the brush we saw four vigorous rnOVing lines. I looked at
one -- a small armadillo, I ran up and down the road looking at the others,

1

It was a fam ily of armadillos, How fasl: they could go. It Wae 'surprising.

"Ben caught one and’ held him up by the ta11 . He was probably 3o0r4 months old.

Fairly good eating, Ben sald. His shell is still pliant and rather soft. ’When

we put him down he scurried after the other three and they' ran along-‘the road

- where under a clump of trees there was, one hole, two, three, fOur -~all

_entrances to an undergrouﬁd a.pa,rtment house - 1nhab1ted by who knows how

many armadillos, -

g R e
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The main entranee had a hideous escutcheon over the door -=- abeuf. a

million daddy longlegs all in a cluster, }There had been rain at the Sharnhorst"

the night before and thunder showers were. threatening. So I decided not to

. Advocate'’, by Morris West. k » DR Z

- And then because-the River was high and I -couldn't cross it at our dam,

I set out toWard the-BoY Scout hut, ' R

- walk the River again today, - ﬁﬁtAins‘tead read‘fozj an hour or so, "The Devil's S

nght between James Dav1s’ house and the Hodges I saw down to my left S e

in the h1gh grass the head and neck of a turkey hen cautmusly stepplng along. N

And in-a moment ‘out of the-grass fI could see she was accompamed by six httle-"*"f pogmare

poults. In a m oment another appeared also w1th poults. They were headed

" for the R1ver. I asked Ben, ”Are the se w11d turkeys ‘>” They looked wnary,
more at home in the woods then in the pen. He assured me they were w11d A
turkeys. ‘It was the closest I have seen any gf our house. And suddenly there |

" in front of me was a big snake. I rushed to run‘.over, him but he slithered off

into the tall grass and I called Ben to get his gun,

They got out and walked back, So did I But we couldn't find him. Ben

had seen him too and said he was a water moccasine—~_
. B . . | —" )

I shall have to be a fatalist if I am to continue walking in thick high

grass/\in the hot rocks of the river country,

U SV E R OO FOV
. H . -
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I st_opped at the' ventrance on the other eide and,waiked to where the fence‘ o

separa.tes us from the Hodges land, stay1ng as close to the r1ver as I could
' lavender

. Therxe was a pretty good stand of Indxan blanket with a strange, fluffy/ﬂower




"in our affluent society.

- people. B A
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rather like a bird of paradise, growing precé_-riously from-the steelp bank
of the river. The grass was deep and lush. I must tell Dale that he might
want to 'pu; cattle in ii before he mows it.,

. How I wish for a combination tree surgeon and fisherman to take up his

- abode in the guest house as we had once for several years each summer, but

he grew sick and had to go to the -Veteraﬁs Hospital;‘ But not before he had-

worked on dozens and dozens of trees on the xiverfront) to their everlasting ~ = -~

_ beautification. But there are still more trees, and such a man is hasd to find . s

s - . FAAN . . ) . . i

. S S

- It's a strange contentment to be away from the abrasion of c'onta‘ct‘with'*'v S B

':I‘-oday for the first time I c.E.li‘d not cé;li the fé.m.iiy; Bgt I coﬁld féed for -
a long ;ime ‘on the jlo;»ng. sweet talk with >Lyndlo.n -laét n1ght é.nd V;ith .’-L.Juci:'Wha
has gi\.ren upv crying and i% detérmined to comfort her Dadc.:ly.‘ » |
'Oné small bonus fromithis. ?é.iﬁ would bé an inc?ea;iné cloééheéé bétWe_en -

Luci and her Daddy. It's been happening for several Years now, to my »deep

‘satisfaction,

Some day soon I shall want to start seeing a few good friendvagain. - But
not just yet. -Solitude and nature are balm and soft velvet caress.

I watched Gun Smoke and read myself to'sleep. ‘The world is still no doubt

full of troubles, but I am quite insulated here;




