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2739 Lacomb -,treet, .',1.
'ashin-::ton,).c.
January 13, 1949

~ear hilda van Stockum,

Catherine Voblentz has often shared with me

your hapPY'lexploits and esoteric conclusions. IIA letter
from Hil a al\!ays sets her up and promises some profitable
gem of example for me to SUCK on while ~ wash-dishes.

Today your letter with tne sad news of your
partial loss prompts me to write. And, may I venture to
asree tnat what is lost to heaven can hardly be considered
an out and out deprivation to you. But, if it happened to
me, I kno\'iI should feel all hollov,'..and YJotllinn;but sadness.

~y littlest lamb r3ceived your ngel~' Iphabet
for Christ~as. ~onnie recognized the app opriateness 01 the
gift Ifor we think of Little N. as hardl!' amoved from an
anerel, herself. ie deli<2)ltin the appealins drawl.no;above
your autograph; we're sure Little j. would 1~b1<. -~ that,
were her/wings visible.

small

Donnie's favorite pemm is still lIBaalam's sail. And
Lt has already been an imnortant one in our family. Tilford,
(my not-particularly-lIspiritual" husband)had just listened to
an account of a woman f s good deed. ".rs. voblentz Ivhohad told
me the story,and I, saw inner-dramatic act the moving Hand of
:tod. Tilford, even after this high light· 'as pointed out to
him, refused to believe (on grounis of trivia). Jo I said
he"was as bad as Baalam. To whicn he replied, at least I hadnt
called him Baalam's ass. At which, I ~as able to hand him
your poem ••• Pemsibly he hid his shameful admission behind
an expression of genuine admiration for your fine verse. I
think this particular poem will serve m~ purposes.

Donnie, who is still puffed up with the Lumps, and
I, have just looked a~ain at the pictures a~ reai some of
the poems. uhe is especiall} fond of all the very powerful
lookin~ angels like St •. ichael ani the three ~ho are talking
almost haughtily about God's love. I fancy she mentions her
fondness for God's page and the girl with the yoke because it
is so easy for her to identify herself with them. ,le are both
awed by the' lori of 'J-od,II a whisper in the strawll• I, for
one, couli n~ver speak these lines.

health.
I am ~lad to hear that your mother has sained in

Ie remember her well and still play the recording



of the story of !ISmid(chen1f ?)

I hope that thin~s become easler for you now that
you have r~moved to Eontreal. It is OlDV ious that jO.u make
~ood use of your advqrsity; resolvin~ plots out of noise and
chaos\an~ changin~ trouble to amusement by your al~hemy of

humour. (vour mir~les are put to fu~ier use by shamingto renew~ed effort those who complainlrbout small problems).
However, just for the pleasant balance of simple justice, it

would be rather nice if everything v.,rent\,.,rel,l..~J.th you for
a change. ~~..-rn
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