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To my sons, Bill and Bob,

who helped make my years at WHA possible.

ii



Part I.

Part II.

CONTENTS

Abcut the Author
ON TFHE AIR

Early Beginnings in Educational Radio
Brcadcasting Time Expands

Homemakers' Program Begins

My First Days

Back To The Classroom

Mail Count Mounts

Mary Firsts for Homemakers

Honors Along the Way

Day-to-Day Crisis

My Last Broadcast

AROUND THE STATE

Pecple and Places
-Pearls in the Mississippi
~The Cyclone
~Good Neighbor Day
~Artist in Residence
-Laura Ingalls Wilder
-Blackhawk's Trail
-The Apostle Island Cruise
~Madeline Island's Craft Shop
-Little Norway
~The Swiss Colony
-Lake Pepin
-Historyland
—Minerama
-Colorama

Religious Ceremonies
-Peyote
-Jewish Festivals Throughout the Year
~The Moravian Putz

Conservation
-Birds, Ridges and Gardens

-Bird Broadcasts, A Bit of the Unusual
-Powell Marsh Goose Refuge

iii

World Radio Histo



Hobbies With A Purpose
-Art In Wood
-Parthenia Fitch, Doll Maker
-Rock Hounds
-Bells
-The Pot Shop
-Mrs. West's Garden

Life in Retirement

Wisconsin Museumnms
-Villa Louis Shines for Visitors
-Museum of Medical Progress
~Early Day Logger's Camp
-La Pointe Museum
-Galloway House
-World Circus Sideshow

Wisconsin Industries
-Maple Syrup
-Sorghum Making
-Lettuce

iv




ABOUT THE AUTHOR

In 1933, Aline Watson Hazard auditioned for the Home-~-
makers®' Program on Wisconsin's state educational station,
WHA. For 32 years she was both director and announcer
of the popular program heard throughout the state. During
those years she also taught and wrote circulars for the
department of Agricultural Journalism at the University of
Wisconsin.

Mrs. Hazard was born in Malvern, Iowa. She received
her B.A. degree from Grinnell College, Grinnell, Iowa, and
her B.S. degree from the University of Wisconsin. From
1923 to 1926, she lived in Peking, China, while her husband
taught at Tsing Hua University. In 1958 she was first
named as "Who's Who in American Women. "

Mrs. Hazard is now an Emeritus Professor at the
University of Wisconsin.

'World Radio Histo




FOR THE LOVE OF MIKE

...was written to preserve, for all, the fond memories
I hold of my years as director-announcer of the Homemakers'
Program.

For some 30 years, I worked with the Program,
developing new features, touring the state in search of
stories, interviewing people in the business world and

talking with homemakers. This book is based on happenings
along the way.

Encouragement came in many ways from the department
of Agricultural Journalism, Extension personnel and station
WHA. Mrs. C. A. Mohr suggested the title.

Aline Watson Hazard
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Part I. ON THE AIR

WHA, the oldest station in the nation has a history
worth telling. The Homemakers' Program is a part of that
history. Records, travel notes and tape recordings,

preserved through the years, were used in writing these
chapters.
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Good Morning Homemakers.

That clarion call has gone out to Wisconsin women
over station WHA at 10:00 each morning since April 1929.
But educational radio in Wisconsin had its beginning long
before 1929.

EARLY BEGINNINGSE IN EDUCATIONAL RADIO

Years before the first Homemakers® Program, University
of Wisconsin professors were busy planning educational
programs. They had in mind the slogan "The boundaries of
the University are the boundaries of the state."”

Many notable persons are part of the early history
of WHA--th2 "olcdest station in the nation.” One of the
earliest broadcasters, Charles E. Brown, scholarly curator
of the State Historical Museum, remembers the day he was
called to the studio to tell of his experiences with the
Indians around Madison's lake area. This was the era of
the radio crystal set. Dr. Brown stepped into the
recording booth--a little box with heavy curtains draped
on all sides. No air. No sound. No hope for him who

entered. ©Once inside, lights began to dance merrily,
dictating the procedure--'"begin," "faster," "slower,"
"one minuts,” "end," etc., etc.--until the poor mortal

who thought he had a well-prepared manuscript was not
sure if he was reading it intelligently or only mumbling
it to his unseen audience. Weak from nervous exhaustion,
Dr. Brown stepped from the "telephone booth," vowing to
never again participate in this strange new field of
broadcasting.

Gladys Meloche, dedicated clothing supervisor in Home
Economics Extension Service, made her first broadcast in
1921. It was one of the first ever dedicated to news of
home and family. Miss Meloche later became a frequent
guest on the Homemakers' Program in its earliest days.

2
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Professor W.H. Lighty, appointed program director of
WHA in 1921, first invited University of Wisconsin faculty women
to speak. Stella Patton, professor of Foods and Nutrition,
relates, "It was a dark stormy night when I was to make my
first and supposedly last appearance on radio." Because
it was an occasion of note, her sister, Mary, braved the
storm and, despite the weather, reached a friend's home
where a crystal set with headphones was available. Mary
heard her sister's voice with awe, little realizing that
for more than 30 years Professor Patton would continue her
helpful radio talks on food.

Eloguent Glenn Frank, who became president of the
University in 1925, recalls coming out of the "den" feeling
strained and exhausted, exclaiming "Gosh! That was spooky."
Nellie Kedzie Jones, beloved first Home Economist Extension
leader, admits she kept wanting to look back of her for
fear something sinister would happen.

For all involved, the educational radio broadcasting
project was a great challenge in a new field.

BROADCASTING TIME EXPANDS

In 1923 WHA was on the air only during the noon hour
(11:58 to 12:20)} carrying time signals, weather reports,
and agricultural broadcasts. Gradually more programs were
added and by 1928, the station was on the air 8 hours per
week. By 1930 the hours had increased to 35 a week, and
the power was stepped up from 750 to 1000 watts. The era
of the crystal set was gone forever.

Each year until 1938 power increased, and as power
increased, air time increased. By 1938 WHA was broadcasting
54 hours & week. More programs were added and today the
station is on the air 103 hours a week.

The radio studio moved several times during those
years. Beginning in the basement of Sterling Hall, lack
of space soon forced a move upstairs (1925). A decade
later (1934) it moved to Radio Hall. This, too, has been
outgrown and the studio hopes to move, by 1971, to the new
Communication Arts Building on University Avenue.



HOMEMAKERS' PROGRAM BEGINS

After the first "home" program, other programs devoted
to farm and home interests were added. April 1929 marked
the division of Farm and Home programs. The Homemakers'
Program rapidly gained popularity with both farm and city
listeners. A question often asked is, “Who were the first
to help build the program?"® Many people did.

Andrew W. Hopkins, Agricultural Extension editor and
chairman of the Agricultural Journalism department, super-
vised the Home program until his retirement in 1951. It
was he who foresaw the possibilities of serving Wisconsin
with information, both practical and cultural. It was he
who set up the Extension service to farm and home. In
1951, the Wisconsin State Journal praised Professor Hopkins:

Among his many early efforts in getting
news to the people, Mr. Hopkins pioneered in
educational radio when others thought radio
was a toy. He is considered to be one of the
thrze people most responsible for the success
of the state radio station WHA, one of the
finest facilities of its type in the nation.

Others also contributed. May Reynolds took much of
the early responsibility. Agatha Raisbeck added radio to
her duties as an assistant in Agricultural Journalism.
Waida Gerhardt, instructor in Agricultural Journalism,
planned the programs. When she resigned, Elsie Onsrud
Larson, Home Economics Journalism major, took over. Mildred
and Marion Anderson, students in music, took turns announcing.
They presented gquest speakers, read radio copy and helped
select appropriate music. Marion remained on the announcing
staff until she graduated in June 1933. Then the search
for a new announcer began.

MY FIRST DAYS

The previous year, 1932, my family and I came to
Madison. I had taught speech and languages, and platform
work was r.ot new to me. When the director of the Farm
program, Kenneth Gapen, professor of Agricultural Journalism,
suggested that I audition for the announcer‘'s position, the
idea appecled to me.



On June 19, 1933, I auditioned. On June 20, I began
work.

In those days, one big 16 by 19 foot room sufficed
for all programs. People came and went continuously,
which was often distracting. Music records were piled
high on the window sills and the telephone was smothered
with a piliow. Anyone calling in was warned in a whispered
voice, “"We are on the air. Call back later." Director
Harold B. McCarty sat outside the room, ready to come in
the instant things seemed to be at a standstill.

My job was to handle material and present speakers
sent to us from the Agricultural Journalism department.
Relaying programs prepared by others was real work and
beginner's misfortune seemed to happen during my early
weeks. My first day, the scheduled speaker did not arrive.
As the announcer, I was not an authority and I had no
material from the Home Economics department on hand.
Director McCarty came to my rescue with a short musical
interlude, and for that I shall always be grateful.

The second day, mike fright hit me as I was preparing
to announce a number. To this day, I cannot recall the

name of that selection! Again Director McCarty came to
my rescue.

The third day, while breezing through a cleverly
written information item, I suddenly heard myself say,
"You can get all of these things at my store around the
corner.* The remark had somehow escaped me when I pre-
viewed the article, and on an educational station that
does no advertising, it was unforgivable. Trying to
brush aside the remark, I found myself doing some fast
adlibbing--a new adventure for me.

But the first three days of uncertainty passed, as
did the first year. My excitement and dedication to my
new role cf Radio Homemaker mounted as the months went by.

BACK TO THE CLASSROOM

Listener interest in the program increased and the
Agricultural Journalism department asked me to be a part-
time director of the program. But two rules for a Home
program director had to be met: (1) to have lived on a



farm (which I had as a child) and (2) to be a Home
Economics graduate (which I was not). So once again

I became a student, while at the same time taking over as
part-time director.

Ruth Milne, a graduate journalism student, was chosen
as my part-time assistant. Together Ruth and I faced five
heavy duties. Daily programs had to be prepared. Home
Economics press releases had to be published. A mailing
list had to be established. A College of the Air program
had to be planned and secured for special broadcast, within
the first month. And the increasing mail had to be
answered ezZfectively.

Through the years, the work load became heavier as
classes continued and new features were constantly added
to the program. But at long last I received a B.S. degree,
with a major in Home Economics. Had it all been worthwhile?
Yes! As a graduate Home Economist, I could and did produce
a higher gquality Home program.

FORMAT REVAMPED

Returning to the daily broadcast, now really the
Homemakers' Program, I provided a constant flow of new
ideas to women. Information included experimental findings
that alert=d listeners to finer values and better home-
making methods.

For variety I supplemented interviews and round table
discussions with on-spot reports and individual talks.
University staff members and specialists from the State
Department of Agriculture gave freely of their information.
Practical homemakers, dietitians, Home Economics department
specialists and staff with vocational, technical and adult
leadership participated. Leaders came from such organiza-
tions as Garden Clubs, Music Federation, Book Clubs, Red
Cross, International Farm Youth Exchange, Truax Officer's
Wives and social agencies.

Special conference reports found their way into the
Home program from meetings on the campus. Some of these
were Council on Consumer Information, College Week for
Women, and the first Governor's Conference on the Changing
Status of Women.



Celebrities of note often participated. Esther
Peterson described her duties as special assistant to the
President of the United States for consumer affairs in
1965.

Cultural aspects of the program included art, music,
crafts and books. In 1948 a regular book period was
created, called Invitation to Reading. Orrilla Blackshear,
then the director of the state's free Traveling Library,
laid the foundation for the mimeographed circulars pub-
lished and offered through the Homemakers® Program.

Several years later, this letter came from Milwaukee:

Our Invitation to Reading Clubs, seven
in number and a little short of a hundred
members, are to celebrate their tenth year
of activity in 1959. We of course think
of our simple beginning and of how our
inspiration came from your still active
Friday morning reviews, the original
Invitation to Reading. We owe no small
part of its good foundation to you, Mrs.
Hazard, and to Orrilla Blackshear.

MAIL COUNT MOUNTS

The program, always based on facts, won listeners®
confidence and took on more and more significance in their
daily lives. Mail count increased steadily over the years.
In 1962 alone, over 10,000 letters arrived.

Mapping the mail was fun, for keeping track of the
individual requests told me who was listening and gave me
a sense of achievement. 1In 1949 only four Wisconsin
counties were missing in the mail count, and we had daily
listeners in Michigan, Iowa, Minnesota and Illinois. Even
Chicago listeners sent in requests! Letters often came
from states as far away as Georgia and New Jersey, from
tourists who had heard the program while vacationing in
Wisconsin. A request from Newfoundland and one even from

Africa really made me feel the Homemakers' Program was
extending its boundaries.

The letters often requested special material we
offered tc listeners on a variety of topics. One of the
favorites was our celebrated animal gift patterns--toy
stuffed animals created by Helen Meidell, an artist with
scissors. Each year she made a pattern for a wonderfully
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lifelike animal. One of the first was a kangaroo called
Kanga, with Rhu in her pocket. Then came Humpy the camel,
Dumbo the elephant (made from inner tubes), Poncho the
Mexican donkey, Terry the sleepy kitten, Wooly the lamb,
Spotty the leopard, and Scotty the little dog. A letter
came to me in 1964 with this message:

This is a peculiar request, but you might
remember that years ago when my little girl was
a mere baby, you offered a pattern for Kanga
and Rhu. It was a kangaroo with a baby in the
pocket. It was my baby's constant companion
and one she loved dearly. Now my daughter
has a baby girl, and I would like so much to
make my granddaughter one. It would be such
a surprise to my daughter, too. Do you have
the pattern?

It was a happy day for her and for me when I found the
pattern still in our files.

MANY FIRSTS FOR HOMEMAKERS

The Homemakers' Program boasts of having a part in
two WHA broadcasting firsts--the first remote control
program and the first WHA-FM program.

Remote control broadcasting was made possible by
short wave equipment, created and operated by WHA operators
under the call letters of WDAC. These short wave broad-
casts were picked up by the Madison station, WHA, and by
WLBL in Auburndale, which was linked to the state station.
My first ON-THE-SPOT broadcast, in the summer of 1935,
was a visit to the garden of Mrs. Emily Roloff, on the west
bank of Lake Mendota. The short wave equipment allowed
me to follow the garden paths, describing to my listeners
the flowers befcre me and the secrets of their maintenance.
This was the first of many such broadcasts, which over the
years have covered the state.

The y=ar 1947 marked the first welcoming program to
the state-wide FM broadcasts. My message from the Home-
makers' Program was part of it.

This is a day long anticipated, a day
which marks the completion of the state FM
network in Wisconsin. It is a privilege to
extzand greetings to new FM station listeners....
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We sincerely invite all women to become
a part of this program either by participating
or Dy lis tening and commenting; perhaps by
questioning or offering helpful ideas for this
10:00 program, which we share each week-day
morning. You who are new to our listening
group, please feel welcome and needed, so that
we together may attain something finer and
more helpful in women's programs.

HONORS ALONG THE WAY

The Wisconsin Federation of Music Clubs--a monthly
visitor to the program for many years--honored both the
program and me personally by awarding a gold plague which
hung in the studio for many years. It was presented by
the radio chairman of the Federation, Mrs. Cecil E. White,
who said, "It symbolizes our warm appreciation for your
help and understanding in what we are striving to do--to
bring music into every home in the state.™

When the American Association of Agricultural Editors
held their 1939 national meeting, the Homemakers' Program
was awarded the blue ribbon for the best scripts among
the nation's homemakers' programs--a national honor.

DAY-TO-DAY CRISIS

Womer. all over the area soon had confidence that at
10:00 each morning, they would hear a subject of interest
to them presented in a new and exciting way. But this
confidence did not prevail behind the microphone for
heaven only knew what might happen before the half-hour
was over.

Remember, the Homemakers' Program is a week-day
daily broadcast that goes through summer, winter, spring
and fall, year in, year out, with no advertisements and
no music, but with varied speakers, round-tables and
interviews, as well as on-spot broadcasts. Naturally,
when so many people are included, strange things happen.
Days can go along at an even pace, when suddenly after
all is planned to the last second, something unforeseen
reduces organization to chaos behind the scenes. But
the listeners must never know. Let me turn the pages of
my diary to show how the unexpected happens.



March 15. I will never forget the day an Indian
artist was to be our guest. Great plans were made to
interview this fine craftsman, whose grandfather had been
an Indian chief. At 5:00 PM the preceding day, we had
outlined the interview and the unusual stories which he
was to relate about his life and his art.

As the magic 10:00 AM hour approached, I looked
and waited, waited and looked. All the studio personnel
were out shading their eyes, looking for an Indian. It
was late summer so maybe the call of the open road lured
him. Or perhaps he feared his creditors would catch up
with him. Whatever the reason, the guest did not come
and there were twitterings of "Minnehaha" in the studio
background.

What to do was the question. Lucky day!: It was
pickle-making season, so a pickle bulletin sufficed for
a too-long pericd. The green brochure matched closely
the sickly green pallor of this unnerved announcer.

March 30. Then there was that foggy, damp March day,
warm, with the snow almost gone. The day was no more
dreary than my spirits. This morning, I chose a dress
of several years vintage--a blue number with "almost
fresh" collar and cuffs. The belt was not with the dress,
but I thought I would find it before leaving for the
studio. To add a little color, I put at my neck a red
trinket which had been given as a booby prize at the last
party I attended. In my last minute rush, I forgot to
look for the belt. You do know how one feels, without
a belt, if a dress is made for one? Sort of half dressed.

Just my luck. At 11:00, in came Miss Dorothea G.,
public relations representative of the Entire 0il Industry.
She was toc record for my program and was scheduled to go
on TV immediately after leaving me. Of course, she was
all made up and dressed for a fine showing in a gold lamé
gown, clear plastic pumps, expensive furs and gloves.

Can you imagine how I felt in an old dress (no belt),
booby prize at my throat, and my newly cut hair quite
without curl? The dark March day grew noticeably gloomier.

April 7. Let me run away and hide for oh what a
devastating experience. The program read "Music Therapists-
Vocational Opportunities." Mr. M. had been very ill and
I couldn't rely on his coming from Milwaukee; so, just in
case, I pulled a Music Festival tape to put on if he didn't
come. At 9:45, a telephone call revealed he was on his way.

I put the last portion of the program on first and
put in extra material until 10:20. He still hadn't come;
so I started to announce the second recording. Then in
rushed Mr. M. and I began twisting my introduction around
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from what I had started to say to fit what I thought he
was going to talk about. But this had to be twisted again
because he brought to light an entirely different subject.

Without my Xnowing it, he had taken records to the
operator and was planning to give a musical psychological
test. Twelve cuttings of music were to be played, but
the operator only had one turntable which caused long
pauses in between. Mr. M. had to talk so fast that I am
sure no one knew what it was all about. And there wasn't
time for a final analysis! Honestly, I am weak.

October 25. Today the program boasted two speakers--
one, a garden club member and the other, a University staff
member. The garden club member was there at 9:30 and the
faculty member was hopefully expected.

Two announcements were to be made, but (horrors:)
the material was not where it was supposed to be. Double
trouble. The faculty member couldn't come. A telephone
call revea.ed she was in Rusk County; so there was a mad
rush to find a tape that had been made earlier. We found
it and a telephone call to my secretary at the Agricultural
Journalism office brought the announcements just in the
nick of time. So a program was completed. No wonder an
announcer-director is always in fear of ulcers.

February 1. A check on a tape for the Saturday
program revealed that none was in evidence. This was a
tape made especially for the December program. A series
of home safety tapes had been made at a safety seminar
that brought speakers from New York, Chicago and elsewhere.
The fourth of the series was scheduled for February, but
much to my dismay, P.M. had taken it upon herself to release
the tape. It was erased and it was up to me to get a whole
new program. If I only had a gun:..

February 6. Some time ago, Mrs. Doris L. was to be
on the program. By mistake, I listed her as Lois L. Today
I met her in Agricultural Hall and she asked if I knew
what I had named her baby. Since I had last seen her she
had given birth to a baby girl. Her husband, on learning
of my slip had said, "That's a pretty name; let's call
her Lois." Mrs. L. teased, "I wonder how many others
you have named lately."

February 15. My microphone and I scheduled a trip
to the Chesse House in Poynette, owned and operated by Mr.
and Mrs. C.L.B., to record a program about the Lenten use
of cheese. The hosts and I spent a pleasant afternoon
eating cheese and drinking Constant Comment tea. The
broadcast went well, but when we listened to the tape
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there was much noise. Deciding the difficulty must
involve the playback device, I returned home. There I
found out the fluorescent lights had caused the trouble.
The tape seemed useless, but my resourceful friend, Bob,
consoled me--"I think you can salvage at least 10 minutes."
We did ané it saved my life. I just couldn't scrap all

of that delightful story.

February 22. Purposely, I scheduled only one speaker
for today as I wanted to feature Washington's birthday. A
phone call to speaker A.N. just before going on the air
revealed she was still in the Home Economics building.
After seven minutes of program, a note came in--"I can't
make it." A note is of no help after one is caught in the
studio. I had to carry the whole half-hour alone. I tried
to understand, but inwardly I was furious. Then came a
note of apology.

Dear Mrs. Hazard,

An apology sounds like a weak attempt to
mead my blunder of this morning--but I don't
know what else I can do. I am truly sorry to
have left you "holding the mike." I remembered
my assignment Monday and Tuesday and had
developed the talk--then Wednesday, when I
should have been on the air, I was running
around like the proverbial beheaded chicken
trying to check some programming for our
Design Conference scheduled here on Campus,
March 9, 10, 11.

I can only say I hope you don't have too
many like me, and that I think this has jogged
me sufficiently that I shan't be remiss again.

Sincerely,
A.N.

Jantary 27. Ten minutes before the program (during
the annuzl Farm and Home Week), the operator called from
the control room to say that there was not a cotton
pickin' thing on my tape--my one and only speaker: I
was just ready to "fall" downstairs to pick up an old
tape to fill in. Bitter experience had taught me how to
cope with such emergencies. Suddenly the engineer
discovered the tape was two-track instead of just one.

The sound came through on the appropriate machine (heavenly
music to my ears) two minutes before the program.

February 18-February 23. Such a tragic week. On
Tuesday at 3:30 PM, I was to record with a guest speaker.
The time was verified in the morning, but at 3:30 PM no
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one appeared. Phone calls to the office said she would be
a little late, but would be there. Another call revealed
that she had put her hat and coat on and left; so she would
surely arrive soon. By 4:15 she still was not there. At
8:30 PM, a call came explaining that the intended trip to
WHA ended in a trip to the hospital.

On Thursday, L.A. was so ill she could not appear,
but D.S. came in her place.

On Friday, a call came from the Historical Society
saying Mr. S. (my whole Saturday program) was very ill
and would not be available. So I hurried out to the
Jewish synagogue to tape a half-hour for Saturday. It
turned out to be a good recording.

Then to complete the week, I went to a baby shower
for M.P. and she was i1ll and couldn't come to the party.
(Sorry, buc it was funny.)

And so it goes through the weeks. But there are
bright spots along the way and proud moments, too.

February 12. A charming speaker from an advertising agency
in New York came to speak on "Meals Around the Clock--Soups
and Sandwiches." She spoke easily and well. Latexr, she
pleased me by asking, "Do you know why I came to Madison
on this trip?" I thought she had come in the course of
her travels and public relations, but she explained, "No,
I came just to be on your program because both my director
and associate worker have spoken so highly of your program
and its wide coverage."

March 6. A young man, particularly interested in the
study of Wisconsin's Hamlin Garland and his works, told
the University of Southern California about the recording I
made at West Salem. The University asked that a dubbing
of this broadcast on Garland be made and placed in the
American Literary Collection in the University Library,
Uniersity Park, Los Angeles.

Two other good things happened to me because of my
broadcasts. The tape recording made at the Ridges
Sanctuary was bought for $4.50 (cost of dubbing) to be
made into records which will be sold for the benefit of
the Ridges. Nice compliment.

Yesterday when I called for my Villa Louis tape, the
librarian of the Historical Society said, "I cannot give you
our file copy." I felt so frustrated not to be able to get
my own tave. But they had sent copies all over the state
on request to schools, clubs or what-have-you. My tape.
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Septenber 26-September 29. A trip to Bayfield paid
off in comments. Mr. L., Bayfield county agent, greeted
me with the enthusiastic report that my broadcasts in the
area had done more to build interest and morale than any-
thing else. He felt it lifted the whole county's spirits
to have such publicity.

Mr. W., captain of the Chicago Queen, which took me
around the Apostle Islands in the summer, reported that
over 200 people had told him of the broadcast. Some, who
were traveiing in the state, heard it on their radios
and turned around to come and take the trip around the
Islands. Some were people from the area who said they
didn't know of the things they had. A very pleasant
reaction.

January 17. Today--10 degrees below zero--the car
stopped in the middle of Monroe Street while traffic
whizzed by in both directions. Fortunately I was near
Larry's Oil Station. I grabbed my purse, lunch and folder
and ran for the bus. As usual, it left before I could
reach it. Just then a lady beckoned to me and said, "I'll
take you wherever you are going. I enjoy your program
every morning so much that I want to get you to the station
to put that program on." So she took me right to WHA's
door. Wasn't that grand?

Days come and go at an uneven pace, but always there
is the mail. The questions and comments are sometimes
surprising, sometimes encouraging, and always entertaining.

Now how would you answer these questions?
February
"How long does a germ live?"

“May one brush teeth with salt instead of tooth paste,
or does it scratch the enamel?“

"A can of gold paint was set aside and when I was
ready to use it, the gilt was hardened and separated from
the o0il. Is it possible to mix it? How may I soften a
brush which hardened even though it was put in a commercial
softener?"

“"Is it safe to eat rabbits that have spotted livers?"
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"What color should I paint my house?*

"I have taken all the tubes out of the TV and cleaned
them. There is no picture to follow, so now I don't know
how to put them back. If I make the wrong combinations,
will it be apt to hurt the sound?"

“What can I do with my wisteria? I have had it 25
years and it has never bloomed."

Requests are sometimes a bit unusual.

March. A rush of requests from the Milwaukee area for
cranberries (out of season), and offered on my program,
set me to wondering. This letter cleared up the puzzle.

Please send me "Ways to Serve Cran-
berries."” We have a program on the air at
10:C0 AM on another station called "Ask
Your Neighbor." People call in with hints
or problems, and other people call in if
they can solve our problems. Your address
was given as a good place to write to get
all about cranberries. So thank you very
much.

Mrs. S.B., West Allis, Wisconsin

Sending material was a good way to publicize the
Home program; so we did.

January 1ll. Today a lady sent a special delivery
letter to ask for help in planning a talk to a PEO group
on wisdom. Her angle was “wisdom through the University
of Wisconsin radio services." I sent scripts, news,

- brochures, etc. Nice idea!

February 5. A lady from Clark County had to arrange
a club day in which she was to present Switzerland. She
wanted ideas about dress, crafts, etc. She asked if I
had any olé pictures or an old magazine she could cut up.
Not me I fear--a travel agency must be the answer.

Comments were often so encouraging.

February 28. "You may be interested to know you are
helping a chemist become a homemaker. How I wish I had
taken a few Home Economics courses."--Mrs. E.H., Madison,

Wis.
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February 28. "I am listening in on your program as
I do every day and have for 25 years."--Mrs. M.C., Black
River Falls, Wis.

March 8. "I broke my leg; so every day I listen to
your Homemakers' Program and enjoy it. Otherwise I work
during that time.®"--Mrs. C.K., Colby, Wis. (My friendly
operators always have said when I wondered if anyone was
listening, “Cheer up. There are always invalids who
can't get cut of bed to turn the radio off."“)

No, there is never a dull day on radio. Gratitude
and cooperation are the qualities that make an announcer-
director lcve the job--a job that is continuous every
waking hour because new ideas for programs lie all around,
wherever one goes.

MY LAST BROADCAST (JUNE 11, 1965)

"It was on June 20, 1933, when I first announced
this program. If you do some rapid calculating you will
realize that the Homemakers' Program has been under my
guidance, with the help of those who have had its growth
at heart, for many years. Over 10,000 broadcasts have
been given during that time.

“"The core of the broadcasts has been supplied by
those who are specialists and teachers in their respective
fields of Home Economics. We have gone far to capture the
interests in wonderful Wisconsin. It has been through the
cooperation of so many of you that we had as varied and
pertinent a program as we have had.

"Today is June 1ll, and so in the same month I began,
I say good-bye. But while my farewell is definite as
far as conducting the program is concerned, I will not
lose contact, for next year I expect to write of my
experience through the years. Perhaps someday you will
read about your own part in this woman's broadcast. Our
10,000 broadcasts together have included many of you
throughout the state.

“This summer I will be Director of the News Bureau
in the American Baptist Assembly formerly known as

Lawsonia. It will be my pleasure to meet people from all
over the world.
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"Since WHA and WHA-TV presented me with a very
splendid tape recorder, I hope to send a number of inter-
views with people who have had great and unusual experiences.
You may hear a number of my recorded interviews in the
coming months, but I personally will be away. So give
your cooperation to Jean Fewster, graduate student in
Agricultural Journalism and Home Economics. She will be
here June 14 to greet you.

*Good Morning!'"
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Part I1. AROUND THE STATE

Through the years at WHA, many stories of unusual
interest have been put on tape. Because many of the tapes
have been saved, the facts as recorded at various homes
and places of interest around Wisconsin are still available.
The following tales were told on the Homemakers®' Program
as I interviewed people on location.
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PEOPLE AND PLACES

'World Radio Histo!
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PEARLS IN THE MISSISSIPPI

Finding pearls in the Mississippi River at Prairie
du Chien is one of the most unusual stories ever told on
the Homemakers' Program.

The unwritten history of many people has been captured
in recording by William J. Sherick, field superintendent
of the State Historical Society of Wisconsin. It was he
who I interviewed on the program, and whose story was told
with the addition of John Peacock's recorded voice.

The discovery of pearls in Wisconsin dates back
to the clamming industry from early 1900 to 1930. John
H. Peacock was one of the pioneers in the pearl era. He
made his money finding, buying and selling pearls.

John Peacock was born in 1874 in Grant County. His
parents were farmers, but in his early teens John went to
Darlington, Wisconsin, to help build the railroad coming
through at that time. There he first heard tales of pearls
found in Wisconsin rivers. In 1897, he moved to Waseka on
the Mississippi where he risked buying a river pearl for
$15 and sold it to a New York firm for $25. Another S$15
pearl brought him the neat sum of $50. Now along with
his occupation as a barber, his livelihood seemed secure.
Soon the lucrative buying and selling of pearls became
his chief interest; so he bid farewell to barbering.

After his wealth increased, he moved to Prairie du Chien,
a clamming center. As a man of means he became director
(of this aand that), councilman and later mayor of the city.

Peacock's experiences with pearls is a story of pride,
joy and inventiveness. The pace of his words quickened
as he relived the exciting clamming-pearling era. His
rich voice boomed out of the tape recorder as he drew for
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me and my listeners sketches of men chopping shells loose
and bringing them to the surface. "Later," he said,
"boats with hooks dug the bottom of the rivers. Many a
day we took a ton of shells out of the old Mississippi,
but only rarely did we locate a pearl among them. The
shells went to a button factory at Prairie du Chien which
sometimes paid as much as $12 a ton.

By 1900 registered buyers were numerous and joined
local Wisconsin hunters. These men bought slugs and
baroques as well as pearls. Many of the pearls were
round, white and lusterous, sometimes perfect in shape.
A slug was of coarser finish, less lustrous than pearls
and usually sold by the ounce. At times slugs brought
only $2 an ounce, but more often from $5 to $9. Most
slugs were used in fancy rings, pins, bracelets and ear-
rings and were shipped to China and India for use on coats,
around collars, in frames and in making figures, such as
dragons, on clothing.

Barogques were real pearls, but off shape, not
perfectly round. They possessed the characteristic smooth
luster of pearls. Because they were off shape no two were
alike. Baroques had colorful sheens, ranging from solid
pink, lavender and peacock green to bronze, blue and even
black. Europeans prized barogues for pins and rings.

The black baroques had a dark green sheen and their
whiter counterparts shaded to blue or pink. The color of
the shell (or mother-of-pearl) reliably forecast the color
of the pearl within.

Hull pearls were often washed ashore along Wisconsin
rivers. Sometimes they were pitted and assumed worthless.
These colcrless pearls puzzled John Peacock. How could he
brighten them and transform them to valuable merchandise?

After studying the situation, the resourceful pearl
hunter drew a vinegar bottle from the pantry and popped
a few worthless hulls into it. Sure enough, two days
later the acid had dissolved the pearls'husks. Rubbing
one vigorously, Peacock worked away the last of the coat,
leaving a bright, good pearl in his hand. Later he hit
upon a speedier method. He found that a knife could
scrape off the thin skin that was visible only under a
magnifying glass. Pearls turned lustrous and "skinning"
became a new word in the pearl industry.
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Peacock became a dealer. He often journeyed miles
by boat or train to evaluate a pearl, and his perceptive

eye and good business judgment gave him the edge on
competitors.

Late one night a phone call roused him from his
slumber to tell him that a man had found at Harper's
Ferry a unique pearl which was colorless, funny shaped,
but of good size. The caller had traveled from Harper's
Ferry to Prairie du Chien to bargain with Peacock.
Inspecting the stone byilamplight, Peacock offered the man
$1000 for it, adding, “"If I can wait until daylight and
find it worth more, I'll pay you more." The man grabbed
Peacock around the waist in a joyous bear hug, squeezing
him so hard that Peacock feared he was being attacked.
But the delight of the owner was evident as he surrendered

the pearl for $1000 on the spot. He did not care to wait
for daylight.

"Finest I ever saw,’ was Peacock's verdict on examining
his acquisition the next morning. The pearl weighed 32
grains and brought him $5000 from Chicago dealers. Later
New York dealers gladly paid $10,000 for the Harper's

Ferry pearl. Two years later it went to England for
$20,000.

That story was a sufficiently fantastic tale, but
Peacock promptly topped it with another. According to
Peacock, tracing pearls is a story equal to fairy tales.
"I once owned a pearl weighing 210 grains. It was so
large, no one wanted to wear it as jewelry. In fact, it
took me two years to resell it." Peacock paid $1500 for
it. At the sale, newspapers described the enormous pearl’'s
size and weight. It was exhibited and sold for $1250 with
a trade-in of $3000 worth of baroques. It was sold again
in England, where it joined the greatest collection of
jewels ever assembled. Listeners were scarcely surprised
to learn that this super-pearl became one of the crown
jewels of England.

John Peacock reminisced about the pearl which he
hadn't wanted to buy. A big burly bush-dweller asked him
to evaluate a pearl. The man was a bachelor who shared
his tiny cabin with dogs, several cats and numerous
chickens that could enter the house by one door and exit
through a second. Guns lined the rough walls and Peacock
felt very uneasy as he wondered which weapon the burly
fellow might select to do physical harm should the sale
not go to his liking. His heart sinking, Peacock looked
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intently at the pearl and saw that it looked more like
a chunky potato than a gem. How could he excape? At
last he asked the owner how much he wanted for it.

»$1000," said his host.

Peacock looked again and found the ugly specimen
lacked all color, although it was certainly large enough.
"Will you take $150? It's worth no more." He thought the
man would never accept but after many minutes, he gave a
brusque nod, and Peacock escaped unharmed, feeling much
relieved.

Such an immense pearl was certainly not usual, so the
art of peel_ing began. As the potato skin was peeled away,
a friend szood by to see just how much had been squandered
on a worthless pearl.

"I'll sell it to you for $10," Peacock offered.

“"No, zthank you! his wary friend replied. The peeling
continued and slowly a beautiful pink gem was revealed.

"How much will you give for my potato now? $1002?"
"No, Dut I'll give $90," The peeling continued.
“$2502"

"No, 3200," More peeling--until finally there was
a beautiful solid pigeon blood color pearl, one of the
prettiest gems imaginable. There was more offering and
bargaining until at last the onlooker paid $1100 for what
he had thoaght to be a worthless pearl.

Today there is some clamming done in Wisconsin but
the industry was destroyed when the foreign art of growing
pearls artificially became common. Flood control killed
the industry when it changed the channel to control the
river currents and destroyed the clam beds. The button
factory went out of business about the time artificially-
cultured pearls flooded the market.
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THE CYCLONE

Have you ever encountered a cyclone? Have you felt
the aftereffects? If so, you will understand the shock
and fears which gripped Mrs. Jess Guerink of Ringle,
Wisconsin in Marathon County, when a cyclone struck her
farm.

June Kysilko, homemaking editor of the REA News told
me how valuable Mrs. Guerink's story would be to our
Homemakers' Program. She had met this delightful lady
from Holland, who was a writer and a musician, at a writers'®
conference in Wisconsin.

Wilhelmina Guerink was born in Holland near the German
border, in the village of Harlow and came to America at
the age of 14. Her father, a minister, immigrated to a
fruit farm in Pennsylvania, then on to Wisconsin, where he
found the fresh air favorable to his health. Soon he
became pastor of a nearby church, and decided to remain
in Marathon County. Wilhelmina went to high school in
Wausau, then to a county normal school for a year of
teacher's training.

She then taught in a rural school but discontinued
her chosen profession to marry the deacon's son and settle
down on a farm. During the depression, when farming was
less profitable, Jess Guerink and his wife, son and
daughter moved to Washington state, but the damp climate
was not suitable for his health. Colorado was the next
stop. Still Wisconsin seemed best; so they returned and
bought a farm from a bachelor in Ringle.

The depression handed out many worries and anxieties
to the household. War took their son to Iwo Jima with the
Marines and those four years caused the Guerinks tension
and anxiety. It was during that period that the big
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twister struck the farm. Mr. and Mrs. Guerink had just
returned from Wausau with groceries and garden seeds when
it started to rain heavily. Jess Guerink decided to hurry
the cows into the barn and Mrs. Guerink went in to get a
quick supper. As Jess returned to the house, the storm
broke in all its fury. They felt the house tremble and
disaster was in the very air--more than a sensation--a
premonitior. As they watched out the window, the barn
opened up like a paper box and disappeared into the
boiling, angry-looking storm cloud. Both Jess and his
wife covered their faces with their hands, stunned and
shocked.

When it was over, they found the cows safe but the
barn was gone. Some of the cows were outside the once-
anchored barn, but poles from the chicken house had slid
down, protecting them.

Soon the skies brightened and neighbors came to help.
Six weeks rom the day the barn blew away, a new barn
stood in i=s place. Ninety men, working swiftly, erected
the building in record time. Then a letter arrived from
Iwo Jima telling of their son's safety and the winter
brought to the Guerinks a sense of having conquered.

But sometimes delayed reactions take their toll.
When spring returned, winds blew again and an hysterical
fear desceaded on Wilhelmina Guerink. She said to her
husband, "We must sell because I cannot bear to stay and
face anothaer season of winds that blow so hard. We must
go away where the winds do not blow." Jess Guerink looked
at his wife in bewilderment and asked, "Somewhere where
the winds do not blow?" She knew then that she could not
run away from fears but needed the inner strength to
overcome them.

Mrs. Guerink loved music and with a prayer for
guidance, she found a new kind of happiness to replace
fear. A piano was indeed her release as one day she began
to sing of things she knew and loved. The nostalgic
beauty of the mountains and the peace of mind which had
come from looking at them and riding in them during the
depressior. days seemed now to overwhelm her with beauty,
and her scongs centered around that theme. Her faith in
God and her fellow men was restored and though the winds
of spring rattled the windows, her fears disappeared. She
realized there is no real security except in inner security.
She explained her state of mind to our listeners in this
way, "In the time I am afraid, I will trust.*®
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GOOD NEIGHBOR DAY

It was a beautiful day in September, a day such as
only Wisconsin can offer when its weather is at its best.
On September 11, 1951, the first Wisconsin Good Neighbor
Day was 1in progress at Galloway, Wisconsin, 127 miles
north of Madison, Three miles west of the town is the
Frank Fleece farm where hundreds of friends had assembled
to give a helping hand to one of their neighbors.

Good Neighbor Day was the dream of Dr. B. J. Przedpelski,
associate county agent of Marathon and Portage Counties.
Przedpelski had come from Poland to these counties in 1941,
received his doctorate from Columbia University, then wrote
a book about the Extension Service in Poland. He was
invited tc Wisconsin to help the many Polish immigrants
adjust to their American environment.

Dr. Frzedpelski hoped to use an agricultural social
approach to the problem. The farmers themselves chose the
Frank Fleece farm to receive the helping hand. Fleece,

a veteran of World War II, had lost an eye the previous
year while working the farm, which he and his young wife
lived on with their two small children. The farm lacked
facilities to produce income. There was no silo and no
milkhouse--only an inadegquate barn. The one-room house
scarcely met the family's needs. Here was an opportunity
to show how good neighbors from near and far could help.

C. J. MacAleavy, senior farm agent in the area,
together with Przedpelski and Marathon County Extension
Staff and the Farmer's Home Administration, formed a plan
to erect the necessary buildings and a house in one day,
with the help of hundreds of neighbors to do the manual
labor. With this assistance, and the guidance of the
University of Wisconsin Extension Service and the neighboring
garden club, an unbelievable story unfolded.

26



When I approached the farm for my recording, I saw
hundreds of workers erecting buildings and bulldozing some
35 to 40 acres of woods. The wind carried the sound of
hammers striking sure and true, as the men built a huge
barn, a house, garage, milkhouse, granary and machine
shed. A pond was made for livestock which eventually
became a swimming pool for neighborhood children. Bus-
loads of boys and girls came from schools to clear stones
from the fields. They loaded so fast the trucks could
scarcely keep up. A veritable face-lifting was accomplished
and the once stony acres became fertile and productive.

Many organizations joined in the spirit of Good
Neighbor Day to make the day perfect. The County Health
Department maintained a first aid station to cope with
minor accidents from hammers and saws or burns. The
Marathon County Highway Department blacktopped miles of
roads leading to the Frank Fleece farm, enabling the cars,
trucks and buses to travel easily and safely.

With nicrophone and recorder in hand, I remarked on
this unbelievable sight as I stood in awe and wonder; as
the gusty wind whistled into the microphone and the voices
and laughter of throngs of people floated through the
bright September air.

I documented the day's happenings first through short
conversations with the leaders. Later I talked with the
lucky recipients, Mr. and Mrs. Frank Fleece. Fleece, in
bewilderment, declared that he was watching the fulfillment
of a lifetime dream.

The previous week, members of a nearby garden club had
made a stone wall, which circled an area, filled it with
dirt and seeded it. Today they brought various trees and
flowers, which they thoughtfully placed for best effect.

Margaret McCordic, extension specialist in housing
at the University of Wisconsin, developed blueprints for
the house which grew from one room to seven rooms. The
kitchen was U-shaped with modern, continuous counters. A
utility room at the rear entry offered access from farm
buildings. On the first floor, a hall connected a living
room, the xitchen, utility room and two bedrooms with a
bath betwezn. Stairs led to the basement near the rear
entry. Stairs to the second floor opened off the hall.
Visitors coming to the front door found a coat closet for
their wraps. All arrangements combined to spell convenience.
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A house cannot be called a home unless some beauty
accompanies it. Professor George Ziegler, of the Horti-
culture Department, planned a U~shaped drive circling past
the buildings, leading to the road. Within this turn-
around stood a monument commemorating this remarkable day.
Back of the house lay a vegetable garden, and beyond it,
the orchard.

When scores of adults and young people assemble for
an occasion of this kind, they must be fed. If you too
wonder how this can be accomplished we can only quote
Eileen Niedermeier, home agent in Marathon County, who
took charge of "feeding the multitudes." With a committee
of women from the Polish community, food was prepared for
an indefinite number. Some 75 dozen frankfurter buns were
previously buttered and frozen. Over 1,200 cheese
sandwiches were prepared and pies and cakes were baked
by homemakers in the county. Quantities of food were
ready--100 pounds of franks, 50 pounds of coffee, 250
pounds of cabbage made into slaw, and 100 pounds of dry
beans baked and served in big crocks over outdoor fires.

A large tent was erected on the grounds, where meals were
served. Over 1,000 people were fed that day.

Edith Bangham, supervisor in Home Economics extension
service, who made this broadcast possible through her
contacts, encouraged boys and girls to participate.
William Kreed, 81 years old, who had been active in
agricultural work and who was on the agricultural board
for over 37 years, was on the grounds, sharing in the
work. He remarked, "Never in my life have I seen anything
like this, but I hope I may see many more of this kind."
Professor C. J. Chapman declared that September 11, 1951,
would go down in history as an all-time record of the good
neighbor spirit.

Since that day, the farmers have gained confidence
in soliciting help and direction from existing agencies,
while the women have joined in Homemaker Clubs and
activities in community and family living development. The
people of Marathon County are good Wisconsin citizens.
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ARTIST IN RESIDENCE

Among the splendid opportunities that a program
director and broadcaster encounters is visiting a man of
note, who is not only an artist but one who is easy to
meet and ready to answer questions.

Aaron Bohrod, artist in residence at the University
of Wisconsin since 1948, came to Wisconsin with a wealth
of experience. He was formerly an artist war correspondent,
and had created a series of paintings for Life Magazine.
His works hang in many important museums, and he has
received an extraordinary number of awards.

The term, "artist in residence" dates back to 1936
when John Stuart Curry first filled the post created by
Dean Christiansen of the College of Agriculture. The
Dean intended to encourage state residents to learn to
paint and enjoy art. The artist in residence consults
with rural art associations, lectures and paints at his
own leisure. Only one other college has such a position=-=-
Dartmouth in Hanover, New Hampshire.

Aaron Bohrod has won world fame through his extra-
ordinary realism. His "fool the eye" procedure pushes
reality with the brush to the extent that viewers feel
that they are looking at the actual material in place of
a painted interpretation. His art is so real that often
people reach out to touch the object, thinking it must be
pasted on rather than painted--something both flattering
and devastating to the painter.

Bohrod's art changed considerably through the years.
In an early work, "Oakstreet Beach in Chicago," numerous
sketchings of groups and individual figures were pieced
together in the studio, while the natural scene formed
the basis of what some would call a modern painting. At
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that time the artist found it a valid way to express
himself, but the phase passed and he began setting work
up in a three-dimensional form, all objects corresponding
more or less to the intended composition.

I asked the artist to comment on modern art. He
responded, "I am modern in that I am alive, vigorous and
working long hours. The abstract expressionist has a
wild good time throwing paint or putting paint on a canvas
to create visual excitement. Often he offers good color,
good line, form and other attributes in realistic work,
but his theme should be meaningful to the observer, not
merely a decorative object.*

When I asked my guest what he prescribed for a lay
taste confronted by the perplexities of contemporary art,
Bohrod advised, "Never be timid about deciding between
what appeals to you and what doesn't. Accept painting in
a relaxed manner. Make it one of the natural pleasures
of life." Aaron Bohrod saw art appreciation as being
similar to athletics. "A sport fan need not know how to
throw or catch a ball himself in order to enjoy baseball.
Neither does he need special background knowledge of
art to respond to painting."

Aaron Bohrod did more than oil paint to keep his name
among the great. He took time to write about art and he
authored a book on pottery, another of his interests. "I
can design and create pottery at the rate of 10 pieces a
day," he told listeners. "“This speed offsets the exacting
work of a single painting which perhaps takes 10 weeks to
accomplish.”" The book of pottery is in reality a picture
book, as only five of six pages of writing are essential
to it, but a book by this artist is one to cherish.

Only once did the University make a special request
of Aaron Bohrod. "Summertime, Wisconsin," was executed
for the cover of a University summer bulletin. Bohrod
concocted the painting from a summer campus. One sees
the notebook with its big W, sunglasses, tennis ball,

a paper boat, the scientific laboratory, test tubes, a
musician and a sculptor's tool. Above, white clouds float
in a typically blue summer sky. At the time of the
broadcast, this was his latest painting.
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LAURA INGALLS WILDER

Driving in coulee country on a 200-mile trip from
Madison to Pepin, Wisconsin, you find most extraordinary
beauty, especially when the colors have tinted the distance
with scarlet, orange and gold. Across the Mississippi
the water widens until Lake Pepin is formed. On its
shores lies the village of Pepin, birthplace of a beloved
Wisconsin writer--Laura Ingalls Wilder. Her Little House

series has won a place in the hearts of many a child and
adult.

Mrs. Wilder made pioneer stories fascinating to the
children of today, who do not hear of the pioneers as
children cnce did from their grandparents. The Little
House books are known internationally, having been trans-

lated intc German, Spanish, Japanese and Chinese to
mention a few.

Many of the folks in the Pepin area knew Laura Wilder
personally. Others knew her through her books. All were
proud to call her a native of Pepin. A marker was erected
to honor Mrs. Wilder and a dedication service was held on
Sunday, September 16, 1962, to mark the occasion. Our
microphone was there, and the tape was played on the
Friday morning Invitation to Reading program.

During the dedication, Mrs. William Loucks, of the
LaCrosse Children's Library, told how much children thought
of the Wiider books and how many sets had been worn out
and replaced. One little girl said, "I feel I am one of
the family while reading these books. When their father
got lost in the blizzard, I felt as if it were my father,
and when her sister got lost in the swamp, it was my
little sister. I have read each of her books five times."
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Mrs. Wilder's books are The Little House in the Big
Woods (the story of Pepin), The Little House in the
Prairie, The Farmer Boy, On the Banks of Plum Creek, By
the Shores of Silver Lake, A Long Winter, A Little Town
on the Prairie and These Happy Golden Years.

The marker which may be seen in the park in Pepin
reads:

This park is named in honor of Laura
Ingalls Wilder, author of the Little House
books which were awarded merit in 1954 as
lasting contributions to children's
literature. Laura Ingalls was born in a
log cabin, seven miles northwest of Pepin,
Fekruary 7, 1867. 1In the 1870's her
parents moved the family to Kansas territory,
then to Minnesota. At 15, Laura was
teaching school, and three years later
married Almonzo Wilder. They lived in
South Dakota before settling on a farm
near Mansfield, Missouri. Mrs. Wilder
began her writing career when she was 65.
First in the series of eight books was
The Little House in the Big Woods,
describing her experiences here in the
Peoin area. The book was an immediate
success. The author was surprised at her
success and told her interviewer after
the first book, "I thought that would end
it, but what do you think, children wrote
to me asking for more. I went to little
red school houses all over the west and
never was graduated from anything.”

She died in 1957.

Laura Ingalls Wilder's books are acknowledged to be
simple, uncluttered and vivid. Her stories show the
loyalty and love of a family which had few material

things. They had to work to live and children like that
even today.

This was just one of the many book reviews given on
Invitation to Reading. Other authors interviewed
included Orrilla Blackshear, who originated this program,
Hazel Straight Stafford, Julia Mailer, Phyllis Brinkley,
Robert Gard, Russell Frost and many others.
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BLACKHAWK'S TRAIL

On an early winter's day, four of us boarded a small
plane to follow the path of Blackhawk's retreat up the
Wisconsin River, as he fled from his white pursuers many
years ago. Blackhawk's story was told to Homemaker
listeners by Ray Sivisend, supervisor of sites and markers,
Wisconsin State Historical Society. Norman Mitchie,
program coordinator of the State Radio Council, acted as
radio engineer of the recording mechanism, and I described
the beauty of the country, pointing out the historic trails
taken by Blackhawk and his followers.

Our plane cruised toward Sauk City and from there
along the Wisconsin River to the Mississippi. The checker
board farm land below stretched luxuriously ahead to the
Baraboo Hills. Such territory had seldom been marched
over, with bold mountains and scarcely a bush to sustain
a man, Ray Sivisend told us.

The Eattle of Wisconsin Heights, near Sauk City,
involved Indian Chieftan Blackhawk, some 1600 old men,
women, ané children, and about 200 militant braves. Only
about 50 braves were of service to Blackhawk; the others
were needed to help Indians who needed aid. The United
States army, feeling there was no hurry, waited until the
following day for battle. Meanwhile, Blackhawk effected
a crossing of the river and sent some of his people down
the river to just below Prairie du Chien in boats rapidly
constructed during the night. Jefferson Davis, junior
officer, later wrote, "Had Blackhawk been a white man,
this particular engagement might have been recorded as one
of the truly magnificent feats of all history."

Some of the Indians went by land parallel to the
river. Many were on the verge of starvation. The chase
took them into a swamp area where berries and bark were
their onlv food as they struggled to escape to the
Mississippi.
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Flying higher by some 3000 feet to escape rough wind
currents, we could see the sparkling Wisconsin River,
where sandbars have shifted through the years. Here we
were in a modern plane, flying over a modern terrain with
many straight highways and hilltop farms. How different
from the time of Blackhawk.

We could see on our right, Readstown and the Kickapoo
River. On our left were the villages of Soldiers Grove
and Gays Mills. To the west was the Mississippi River
and to the right and north lay Iowa and Minnesota. Many
towns in this area were named by Blackhawk--Plain, Rising
Sun and Victory.

The Battle of Bad Axe, in August 1832, practically
annihilated Blackhawk's tribe. Only about 50 persons
escaped, including Blackhawk. Later, when Blackhawk was
living in Fort Madison, Iowa, he said of the battles,

"My country was a beautiful country--I loved my town, my
cornfields and the home of my people. I fought for them."

As we headed back toward Madison, someone asked the
pilot, "Does the wind ever stop the plane or have too
much of an effect on flight?" Carl Gill answered, "Sure,
do you want me to show you?" He then stopped the plane
with the nose pointing skyward and we stood motionless for
a moment. The three men looked at me, expecting me to
grow pale, but I fear I disappointed them. Flying doesn't
seem to terrify me, perhaps because I know little about the
mechanics. It's a wonderful adventure but I don't under-
stand how it is possible. Radio and TV affect me similarly.
Wonderful and unbelievable!
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THE APOSTLE ISLAND CRUISE

When the blue of the lake reflects the blue of the
sky, it 1s time to board the excursion boat, Chicago Queen,
at Bayfield for a trip around the Apostle Islands of Lake
Superior. This is a trip famous for beauty and history.

Eugene Anderson, farm and home development work agent
in Bayfield County; Charles Forsberg, engineer of the
Brule radio station, and Jack Stiehl, chief engineer of
the state radio station, WHA and state FM stations, joined
me on this Apostle Island cruise. We broadcast enroute.

Captain Bok Weber previewed the trip as we sailed
along on a beautiful summer day, and co-pilot Bob Moon
told stories of many of the islands. When early mission-
aries first came. they saw but twelve islands, hence the
name "Apostle" Islands. They found others--22 in all--
but the name stuck.

The islands support a dense population of white-tailed
deer and in the fall hunters may shoot buck or doe; so
consequently, many come to hunt. Deer share the islands
with wolves and it is not uncommon in winter, according to
co-pilot Moon, to see wolves chase a deer herd across
the ice from island to island until one 1is caught. Black
bear, weighing around 500 pounds, are prevalent on the
islands, as are otter, beaver, coyotes, wolves, red fox,
snow shoe rabbits and some birds. Among the largest of
the birds seen on the islands is the American bald eagle,
our national emblem. The eagles nest on high bluffs in
the tall pine trees. They haul large sections of dead
limbs to make enormous nests, large enough to comfortably
seat two men.
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Leaving Bayfield, we traveled first to Madeline Island,
the largest of the Apostles (3 miles wide and 14 miles
long). In La Pointe, its main city, one can find eating
facilities, an historical museum, a craft shop, a library,

a church and a pulpwood industry. Poplar trees are cut
for pulp paper.

Next we passed Hermit Island, comprised of 900 acres.
It gets its name from an old hermit named Wilson who lived
on the island as its only resident. Rumor has it, Wilson
came with a large amount of Mexican money and jewelry.
After his death, many parties employed electronic devices
to locate the buried treasure. There are large holes
under trees to show the search was undertaken, but whether
the money was ever found is unknown.

Leaving Hermit, we cruised to Stockton,