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Sept. 21, 1948

Now, how shell I begin this:=-.

Blessed Saint?
or
Most Populer Movie Star?

Really, you do pose questions for a common clod --you and Hilds both for that matter.
I guess I1'll just compromise, and say

Desarly Beloved,

Not as the preacher (or the priest ) says it, but from the heart.
You may underline the Dearly and tjhe BELOVED. in caps, and then I think you

approach my state of mind,
Childrens

But--your hewspaper ¢lipping weg pregieuge I am reading it to the/sixkkds
Book Guild this week; And this report or the grojectiva movie--of coaurse they'll have
it. Anyone who could have you on a bwcylt;o and Hilda and all the chiléren, would

be foolish not to.

And, lest she blush too hard, you may pass on ward to Hilda thet
8ll I could ssy efter I read "The Angels' Al phabet™ was (Oh, thet Hilday And if my
throat hed & lump in it, it was surely not my fsult. It is cone of the loveliest
books I have ever seen. And inthis day and age--it is gust one of the many sggns
on every hand, of the upvard surge towardtruth by truth.

She will &lso be del ighted to know that when I told Barbara Nolen
that I thought it was one cf the best things ever done for children, and that in
my opinion it unquestionably would be a classic, that Barbera sesid she krew exact~
ly how I felt, end that she felt the same way! That is an acolade from BN, 4lso,
she sy went on to say that she had not been over-keen st the ides of black and
white pictures as asgeinst the colored ones, so she had examined the sub¥stitution
with great interest, and she must sey, that Hilda had done en excellent job.!l

Anyway, the book affects me as the pictures did when they lived
on my mentle, putting me into an ecstatic, singing-inwardly state--if it dces that
$0 a1l her readers, ghe (end Elizabeth) will have done much to forward the state
of this plenet, and no doubt of the universe at large.

And the publ isher has managed somehow to keep the ides of alphabet
sc thoroughly out of the picture, that dt dces not intrude. At eny rate I am
giving it to my friends, both large and small as & Christmes Gift. And that is
perheps the biggest personsl blessing (in a strength-giving way) Hiléacould pess
on to me.

This letter is far you == but knowing your way of getting what
you went, blessed one, just pray all the angels tc find the perfect meid, so that
Hilde can come and shed this glory all over the place, A#d let us know &s soon
as it looks at all possible for her to be here. Time enough of course,for me to
order more books. It would save her a lot of energy for she wouldn't have to
draw 30 sngels on slips of paper for me shead of time, and sign her neme. Well,
breegk it gently, but we--all Washington, must have her. “nd so goes Washington,so



now goes thé world!

We are home, and not caught up, but catehing. . . I am much strongay,
but hold ing myself in check, for there is so much I want to do. And 1 hope very
much to have you with us, sometime in the months to come, when sll seems calm,
and there may be time just for us to enjoy ourselves, quietly. I think the time
has come to take one of Hilde's best charscters dnto my own books. %“hern maybe
you cen have snother role in the movies. What would you chcose to be? And what
(putside of bibdycle riding) would you like to do.-

plant

My atomic bom¥ is putting forthnew shooss. The greet-horned devil has dis-
appeared (into the ground presumably) after eating most of the leaves on my dog-
wood tree. And it may be symbolic that Gabriel's Trumpet, Fuwxikxxhaxmxx®x between
the ground and the dogwood branches, willsoon be filled with long-silver white

’mm ts.

.. Martha Dudley's bsby next doocr, is another Elizabeth to my mind, with engel
wings sprouting all over, feet that kick and fists that flay, & forehead which

is calm with contemplation, and heir that folds over intc a gorgeous "curl?" on

top of her head. Merthe couldn't have made a better beby if she had tried. 8he

is a greet comfort to us both, my Williem and me. For the first time Will is speaking
of our own Joan--scmething he never could do, befares

You know, my dear, it is e wonderful world. I cgmnot count on both hands the
humen living seints I knowe And never before I t.'h-tak have I known so many. They
are like my Gebriel's trumpet blooming on every hand. And surely, surely this is
indicative., And greater then any atcm bomb the mind of man-could devise.

I can't tell Hilde what I like best about her book. I am moved by all of it,
in &ll. the diracﬂlons

The one abutitleast thinga everywhere makes me think of G)iandj and his
teachings. "The Word of God,"” =--ch every blessed ‘ome.was written in flame,
and wasthe great gift through Hilde of the child who did hot ccme to full blossom

otherwise. You tell her, I can't.
Alw&yaig )

I love you both,



