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I mll,t be gelling old -- al least in my emotions. 
Margaret and I had dinner by candle light the 
olher night and I didn'l find it a bit romantic. 
Now it may have been the food. There was no 
caviar, no chilled melon, no pheasant under 
glass, no ch:lmpagne. -- none of that; just a plain 
peanul buller and jelly sandwich. And lhe reason 
for th:lt unromanlic dL,h'! Well just as Margaret 
slarted a pork-chop ala Margaret dinner, our 
power wenl off. We h.au no oven. no range. no 
hot plates. no microwave, no TV, no coffee 
maker, --- no nothing. Wilh a l1ashlighl -- one is 
always handy -- we hunted up some candles and 
lighted them. After waiting for two hours with 
no power. we decided to make sandwiches. 
Now. as I say. young newlyweds might have 
found it too romantic 10 write about, but with no 
toasler to warm Ihe bread -- it came direcily 
from the "fritlgc", -- even the sandwich was nol 
the hes!. 

* * • * • * • 
Here's anuther frum Helen Jinks: 

SI:onding at the pulpil, the old preach­
er hegan by saying, "L1st week, as you will re­
member, I said thai loday I would preach on the 
sin of lying. I asked all of you to prepare for it 
hy reading Ihe 29th Chapler of Acls. How many 
of you did so'!" 

Hands went up all over the room. 
"Oh! My! This is very impressive. 

have heard Ihat an old document, thought to he 
the 291h chapter of Acts had heen discovered but 
I did not know it had heen released and was now 
in so many Bibles. I'll have to huy one of the 
new ones, I suppose, so I can read iJ. And now I 
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will begin my sermon on lying." 
• * ••••• 

Cecil, my brolher-in-Iaw Clilled. He said thaI 
what I called an apology was about Ihe sleaziest 
allempt he had ever read. He said he didn'l un­
dersland why I had to quole one of his admirers 
who said he wouldn'l know whal 10 do wilh a 
screwdriver if he had a dozen. 

••••••• 
TIley say Ihere is no resl for Ihe wicked -- well 1 
musl be gelling wickeder :ond wickeder. I wenl 
down inlo the basement 10 get somelhing and 
stepped in waler about an inch deep. I ran to the 
service hox and cuI of lhe pump and Ihen closed 
all the valves, and lurned ofF the gas to Ihe waler 
healer hecause I Iboughl il had busIed and was 
pouring water all over Ihe 1100r. (It has heen 
leaking a tiny hit for monlhs, and I just knew it 
h:ld fallen apart) Then I Clime to my senses. I 
looked :It lhe waler heater :ond could find no wa­
ter pouring from iJ. It lurned oul thaI Margarel 
had decided 10 have a long soaking balh Ihe 
nighl before in lhe guest's quarlers beClluse she 
likes Ihallub better Ihan the olhers and when she 
opened Ihe ouilel all the water poured into Ihe 
basemenJ. The drain under the tub had come 
apart and we didn't know iJ. (I always did want 
to be a plumber!) 

• • • • • • • 
I began this issue last Sunday, going to Ihe mail­
box every day wilh the hope lhat lhere would be 
a letter from some one to put in the Chronicle. 
It's now Friday mid I have a leller. Thank you, 
Nell, I was afraid I would have to postpone the 
dale of lhis is..ue, or put oul a Chronicle wilh no 
lellers. Here is Nell's leller. 

I PAGE 11 



Cfu-onicfc. '11"(,111'" '1III Issue 

FROM NELL (7/27/96) 
Dear Cousins and Friend,; 
It is lime 10 congralulale Brecken on receiving 
Ihe Townsend prize for Excllence in English 
Composilion. We arc so proud of her accom­
plishments. Being able 10 wrile is one of Ihe 
mosl imporlanl llspecl, of lll1 eduelliion. I would 
be inleresled 10 have her wrile for Ihe Chronicle 
her reaclions 10 her freshman year al Yale. Also. 
it would he good 10 hear ahoul her aclivilies Ihis 
summer. M:UWlrct. you have a righl 10 he proud 
of her so keep on bragging. 

Hur .. i!mn, I wish that I could send you some of 
our ruin. It has heen an unusually wei year here 
lInd my lawn needs mowing every few days. It 
covers lllmosl an acre lll1d is expensive. I appre­
cialed all Ihe suggeslions given me aboul Ihe 
deer problem. bUI I musl reporl thai Ihe deer 
population scems to he increasong lll1d Ihey 
seem to think Ihey own my place. E:och morning 
a molher and Iwo hahies visit my hack ylord. I 
can grow lomaloes only in poL, on my porch for 
I find Ihal Ithaca decr rcally like lomato planL,. 

Our summer lempcrulure has been very plcllsanl. 
-- in Ihe SO's or 60's al nighl nnd up in Ihe 70's 
during Ihe day. The large rainfall supplies nur 
numerOll< walerfalls and lakes. 

I keep very busy wilh my work. Lasl week I re­
viewed a manuscripl for a science journal. con­
Irihuled queslions 10 Ihe nalional Food Science 

College Bowl. and participaled in adminislering 
II PhD examinalion. Ihe sludenl, slill llSk me 10 
serve on Iheir graduale commillees although I 
am supposedly relired. Keepiug in conlacl wilh 
Ihe young helps me keep younger in my ap­
proach 10 life. 

Bessie and Bertha, I wanl 10 lake Ihis opporlu­
nily 10 Ihank you for your visillo Ihe POCllhonlas 
Cemelery and ror decor.oling Ihe grooves. When I 
called Ann Carrollia order nowers she informed 
me Ihal somenne had already heen Ihere. I "s­
sume il was you. Besides Molher and Falher I 
:lIso have two grandparents hurict.l in the Mondy 
plOI. -- Grand!:llher Mondy who w"nlcd 10 he 
buried hy my !:llher. aud Grandmolher C"rmll 
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who requcted 10 he buri"d ncar my molher. II is 
difficult fur lIIe 10 he al Poc"houlas on Melllorial 
Day, so I usually pay Ann 10 decorale for lIIe. It is 
su good or you two 10 visit the cemeteries and 
write:l report for us. This YC;lr lhe Masonic Ct.'me­
tcry Commillcc rC'qul'sh.' cJ :1 large conlribulioll 10-
ward IlHlintcl1:111CC. 

Hurrison, pkase koop us inunned aboul your 
hook. I haVl' clljnyu n':IJillg excerpts thai you 
ILwe induded in Ihe Chronicle. 

Besl wishes 10 all. N,·II. 

INdi, lal('S{ repurt from my agL'nt .. lIIwt"cr rcjcc­
riml slip.f 
• * ....... 

FnOM INA IIALL (Pmfik # I :!OA) 
Harrison and Margurct, Cougratulations on your 
Oolu(,11 Wcuc.Jing Anniversary. From your Hecount, 

il soullds like you had a high-heel lillle. II has been 
16 ycars sincc Je," and I celehraled our.;.llcss and 
fllfI were married 5/19/1930./ We had a nice cele­
hration, consi,k'ring Jess was nol ton well. lois 
and Cecil Silz alld J"rry and Jessie Thornlon 
ClIme "nd we cerl"inly enjoyed Ihem. I Ihoughl 
it w .. s very nicc lIf them to <.1rivc the distance 

and I will never forge I it. They sl"yed wilh Jess 
:11llJ me anti we cnjnycc.l every minute or their 
visit. 

We have jusl relurned frum a Irip 10 Ihe Ozark.. a 
few days ago. I w01I1 wilh my daughler R:1I1l0na 
and family. We sp"nl Ihe firsl nighl in Hender.;on; 
[:01 Ihere early, cOluld have driVl'n f"rlher hUI did 
nol ",aliI 10 push Bob. my son-in-law. (He had a S­
way hoarl bypass Iwo year.; ago.) Aftor unloading 
:11 the molel, we drove OVl'r to Kilgore. ahout 18 
miles away and visiled wilh sOllle old friends and 
looked Ihe lown over. We lived Ihere fnr mallY 
ye:u,;. We made Ihe oil boom in 1930. We always 
enjoy going hack; a 101 of our old friends have 
gUile on. 

n,e noxl day We druve 10 Benlon. Slopped early 
so Bob could ,,·sl. TIll' nexi day we drove 10 Mam-
1I10lh Springs, AR., got a motel and spent rour 
nighls. On Ihe way we ale al Newporl, passed 
through Poc:lhonl:ls whl're we drove oul ill the 
l 'oulliry :Ibout three miles to visit :111 old cCluclcry. 

(Harrison, I Ihoughl I could sec sOllie of your 
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tmcks between Pocahontas and Elm store.) (You 
may have, Ina, I left a 10' of ,hem ,here.] On our 
way to Myrtle we stopped at the Walnut Grove 
church .III«J cemetery. We lalkcu 10 Evcylan, 
daughter of Omah and Osbome Cox. Omah was 
the dnughtcr of Fmllkic Brewer, one of Jess's 
cousins. We Imd planned to attend church at Wal­
nut Grove but when we awoke on Sunday moming 
it was pouring dowlI mill so we postponed it. 

011 SUllday aftemooll we had seveml visitors. Two 
of Ethyl Hall's SOIlS and their wives and a couple 
of friellds came from Myrtle, Ray Reynolds and 
his wie came from Thayer, and June, Muse Brew­
er's daughter c,"ne from Thayer. We had a snl:lll 
reunion and rC:llly enjuyed visiting with them. 

While there, we went down to Mammoth Springs 
scvcmllimc; llllliquc-illS, bought :1 few ilems there 
'Illd in Thater. We ate at the New Fish Cafe in 
Mammoth, -- very nice. 

We drove Ihrough Mountain HOllie 10 Br.lIL~on. 

spent the night there :nu.l took in a grcot. show, then 
headed back to Texas. Arrived I)ack in Lockhart 
after a very enjoyable and safe trip. Love to all, 
Ina. 

... ... ... '" ......... 

Saturday was a great day -- got Ilia's letter and one 
from Bessie and Bertha. 

nEI'OnT FIWM SI'JUNGFIELU. 
July is clU..ling amI it has nol been 100 had, --hrcc or 
four days in the low 90's with aile day at 94. Rest 
of the time in the 80's. On the 22nd we had a real 
bad wind stann, -- broke off lots of limbs and blew 
down sume trees. Sume Ill'ople were wilhoul pow­
er for as much as 24 hours. Bertha ::lilt) I escaped 
without damage and without power failure. We re­
ceived very little rain out of thai stunn bUI on the 
29th we got about an inch of rain. We are still be­
low :Ivcmgc. 

Yesterday, Bertha, Daughter Sue, and I attended 
the OZ:lrk Empire Fair. We looked at lots of ex­
hihits. So many beautiful quilts but the vegetables 
were't so good this year. The cakes 'Illd pies 
looked very, uh, appetizing. It was a very nice day 
and we sat lIear Ihe top of the gralldslalld alld 
watched the performers play alld sillg which we 

eMonick, 'IIO(U"", 'IIll Iss"" 
enjoyed. 

Haven't heard from 'Illy of the others here but I 
guess thl'Y are duing uk .. y or we wuuld havc hc:mJ. 
Bertha is expecting company from St Louis this 
week so she will be busy. She is excited about 
their coming. They will all be at Silver Dollar City 
most of the time. 

Daughter Anll alld husballd Ed arc on all Alaskan 
cruise. TIley new to Seattle, Wash., to visit for a 
few days with Erva, Joe, and Connie (George's 
children). Joe and COIUlie arc going on the cruise 
with them. A card from Ann says they arc havillg a 
great time. Should be back by the 7th of August. 

Last week Bertha, Sue, and I wellt to Billillgs to 
see Carolyn (Edward's daughter). She Ims been ill 
for so long and bed riddell for some time, and on 
oxygell 24 hours a day. She was feeling pretty 
good the day we visiled her but whell Berti", called 
her this Illuming she w4lsn'I feeling su well, Imru 
for her to breathe or talk su Bertha did not talk 
long. She sure has :1 good spiril 'Ifter being so sick 
and in much pain for so mallY years. 

Glad you alld Margaret had a good time with your 
sistcIS in Colunldo Springs. Tcll them to write to 
the Chrollicle -- we would love to hear from them . 

Well the railroad shops bave gone from Spring­
lidd. Only have abuut 3(J employees left to ser­
vice the trailL"i us they cume through hcre. Lots of 
workers were tr:lllsferrcd to Tulsa, Topek,t, K,"tsas 
City, Minnesola, alld Memphis. Some did 1I0t take 
tmnsfers. It is so s:H.J; everyone knows tlml the 
Frisco is wllilt lIliidc Springfield years :Igo. 

Here's you a joke for the Chronicle: Three min­
isters were discussing the problems they were 
having with bats in their churches. One said, 
"We have fixed all the holes ill the building but 
they still get in". Another said, "We had our 
building fumigated, but they still get in". The 
third minister said, "We caught all our bats and I 
baptized them and they haven't been back 
since". 

Love to ;111 of you, Bessie alld Bertha. 
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SPECIAL TO THE CHRONICLE 

When Ileamed 11101 Brecken had been awarded Ille Winston T. Townsend Prize for Excellence in English 
Composilion hy Yale University, I asked Irer 10 send me a copy oj Ihe paper Ihal won Jor her II,e award. I 
have JIL<l received il. Ilhink you will elljoy il. SI,e elllilled i~ 'Coverillgs" and YOllwill see Ihe litle in her 
slory. II was ... rillell lIear Ille end oj Irer Jreslrman year, spring oj 1996. 

COVERINGS 

Brecken Armslrong 

In Nevsehir. Turkiye, I was dirferenl. II is Ihe only place I have visiled where I have heen 
slmnge enough 10 slick oul in a crowd. 10 feci slinging glares lickle my skin, and 10 feci Ihe almosphere 
choke me. I lived for Iwo monlhs as an American Field Service exchange sludenl wilh a family in a very 
religious region in cenlral Turkey. II was a place where a while face and blond h"ir seemed 10 shine like a 
lighl from a crowd of darkness. Women wrapped Ihemselves from head 10 loe in black. coarse clolh. wilh 
folding.. so elahorale Ihal only Iheir eyes pecked oul. Men led camels Ihrough Ihe dusly slreels. looking 10 
prey upon unsll'pecling lourisls who believed Ihey needed camel rides. Rug shop allendanls scurried 
from shop 10 shop cmrying bron7.c lrays of lea, and waler sellers wandered Ihe slreel. in Iheir long robes 
and long beards. wilh heavy ceramic jugs on Iheir backs. 

Nevsehir is in a desert. A. Ihe eye slrelches across the horizon. the only break from the 
monotonous line of nal desert are the occasional "fairy chimneys". Iwisting. curving. upside-down. cone­
shaped pieces of rock wilh big nal trays balanced on top. The desert meanl isolation. And isolation 
bring.. a kind of shield from the modern world. It was nol uncommon to stumble upon a hollowed-oul 
"fairy chimney" where families still lived as they had for over Iwo thousand years. And while Ihe richer 
families of Nevschir owned cars. most people slill used their donkeys and carl •. Men and women benl 
over crops all day long. picking vegetahles with their bare hands as their families had done for hundreds 
of years. In my isola led desert town we were ninety-nine percent fundamental Muslim. one percent "mod­
em" MIl.lim. and me. 

Every once in a while we would sec bus loads of Weslemers come inlo town 10 sec Ihe fairy 
chimneys. Ihe underground cities. and the early Christian cave churches. They usually slayed in Ihe hOlel 
thaI my host falher. Mumt. managed. but Ihey were soon gone, and. once again. I would be the only while 
face within hundreds of miles. 

I remember vividly the firsl time I walked through the open market with my Turki.h host 
molher. Serna. The air was hoi and slicky, and we had been inside all day long wilhoul air condilioning. 
Munewer. my hnst sisler. refused 10 go oullhal wry. so Serna and I wenl alone. We w,IIked Ihrough Ihe 
Nevsehir slreels.pasl slands of venders selling magazines. rug slores, and carls selling sleaming. twisled 
bread Slicks. We reached Ihe markel slreel. and wove our way Ihrough lbe immense crowd of people. 
stands wilh fruil piled high, and windows draped wilh gold jewelry. I don'l even remember whal we Were 
going 10 buy. Mayhe il was a hag of nul •• or mayhe we were going 10 Ihe fruil vendor. Alii remember is 
Ihe sweal rolling down my forehead. my shorl. slicking 10 Ihe insides of my legs. Ihe eyes fullowing my 
every move. and Ihe sudden. piercing sling on my cheek. It hil me suddenly 'IOd I wa .. n·1 sure whal il 
was. BUllhere was an apricOlpi! al my feel. omnge stains on my while shirl. and a liny. hloody cui on my 
check. I looked around 10 see who had thrown il. hul no one claimed Ihe missile. Everyone rushed hy as 
usual. the women wilh Iheir heads toward Ihe ground. and Ihe men looked on as if nOlhing slrange had 
happened. The sting didn'! hurt much. hullhe cui remained on my face 10 remind me 10 wear my shorl. 
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longer and not to look up wben passing a man . 

• •• 

Turkey is a very divided country. The East and the West arc as different from one another as if 
they belong to two sepamte cultures and two separate peoples. The Western side of the country is Euro­
pean in every aspect of its philosophy, political affiliations, and lifestyle. Once you crossed the invisible 
boundary into the East, however, the scenery becomes very Middle Eastern in navor. Religion com­
mands every aspect of life, both politically and socially. Customs, food, dress, attitudes - everything is 
different. 

My Turkish family came from the western, European side of Turkey. They tried to be as 
"western" as possible and prided tbemselves on knowing every American movie and rock star, on having 
relatives who had moved to Michigan, and on their limited knowledge of English. (Though my father and 
sister could speak pretty well, my mother could only say, "the cat sits on the table".) they did not consider 
themselves Arabs. In ti,ct. calling some one an "Arab" was a form of insult in my family. They despised 
fundamental Muslims, and would not wear the traditional covering their religion required of them. 
Though I was fully prepared to cover myself, or at least wear long pants and skirts, they refused to let me. 
They were very proud that my Turkish mother had a career before she had become pregnant and that she 
was a strong "western" woman. When my family was forced to move to Nevsehir because of Mumt's 
work, they couldn't have been more unhappy. They, according to their description, were Europeans stuck 
in the outer reaches of civilization in Nevsehir, Turkey, and they hated every stone in every building and 
every face that they passed on tbe streets. 

Munevver was very unhappy in Nevsehir. She told me that I was her only friend there because 
everyone else was "an evil covered person". But I never quite understood the extent of her unhappiness. 
One day we had a horrihle fight. I don't quite rememher why we were so furious with each other. But I 
do remember that I asked her why she hated the world so much. She mn to tbe window, nung the curtains 
aside dmmatically and pointed to the skyline. She said, "that is why, those arc my problems." and mn into 
her room and shut the door. I stood at the window trying to figure out the message in her words, looking 
out among the apartment buildings filled with other tiny apartments like ours, looking to the castle that 
tmps every vi,itnr's soul for seven years, to the mosque tower right next to our building that woke me ev­
ery morning at five 0 'clock for prayer, to the two women standing on the street holding habies in each 
arm with toddlers clawing at their skirts, to the fairy chimneys in tbe very far distance, rising gracefully, 
solidly, and lonely in the nat land. And I understood what she meant. Serna, Mumt, and Munevver were 
different and didn't belong in Nevsehir. But, unlike me, they couldn't leave. 

It took me as a comple'e surprise the !'irst time that my family and I left Nevsehir and traveled to the 
West. Munevver underwent a dmmatic change in personality. On one of our road trips, she got so excited 
that she rell into the white pools at Parnassus, and was covered in silt for the rest of the day. She was so 
worked up by the white sand beaches of Bodrum, that she begged our parents to let us stay out past 10 
o 'clock in order to go out to pubs and bars. She l1irted with life and loved adventure. A smile crept 
across her face that was impossible to wipe away. But the moment we returoed to Nevsehir, she retreated 
into a little girl, became silent, and walked with her eyes toward the ground. I hated this, but I also did 
the same thing. 

• • • 

It is h:ord to be different. Everyone knows that. It is not a statement that is shocking or profound, but it is 



something that you never reali7.e the significance of until you actually rit the description . Munewer and I 
were both different in Nevsehir. Obviously my skin color, my facial features, and my hair color made me 
different. I wore Americ.,n clothes and didn't cover my body with long robes. I acted bold and dared to 
look up at people whom I passed. My differences showed in every move I made and in every time I 
showed my hlond head. But Munewer's differences were far more serious. She dared to spit in the eye 
of her religion and culture. The fact that she refused to cover herself was a personal affront to every other 
woman in Nevsehir. And though I received an apricot pit in the face, she was hated by her own people 
and isolated in her own town. 

Munewer laughed when I told her what the AFS told me not to do while in Turkey. Their in­
structions to us were as follows: don't cross your legs because this is unwomanly in Turkish culture, and 
don't show Ihe ho\loms of your feet because it is considered rude. How funny that these two obscure 
rules of decorum were the only ones that they chose to tell us. How strange that they failed to mention 
tbal Lalking ahovc OJ whi:-.pcr in tbe :-.trccts Wa..., outlawed for women, or that We \\'ould probably not leave 

the house for much more than the daily shopping. 

I learned what was right and wrong by default. When I wore even my longest pair of shorts, 
gmvel was lossed in my direction, so I never wore those shorts again . When I looked into people's eyes, 
they looked away, emham.s..ed, and said something in Turkish ahout me. So I stopped looking into peo­
pIe's eyes. When hoys tried to grah my breasl. because they thought my western clothing and bare skin 
made me cheap, I took swings at them with my giant hair brush. One day Munewer and I had been danc­
ing and singing all morning to her favorite Turkish rock singer, Suat Suna. We went out to get ice cream, 
and I continued to sing as we left the building and entered the street. I still rememher the look of horror 
on her face when she turned to me and s.,id that we couldn't sing, dance, or ~.Ik loudly on the strcel •. She 
looked down and continued demurely onward. 

• •• 

I expected tn he different in Turkey. I expected the jeering looks and the disapproving word • . It is only 
natumltll feel unaccepted in a culture that is so different from your own. But never, until I met 
Munewer, did I eVen get a glimpse of the problems of being diftcrcnt and unaccepted in your own cul­
ture, 

My feelings go hack alld forth hetween anger and understanding, confusion and clarity. I ha'len't had 
enough time tll rencct on my experience in Turkey to Iruly know how I feel ahoul Ihe culture and Ihe peo­
ple. Butl have come 10 a sort of resolulion. Munevver rerused the coverings and the religion of her coun­
Irymen and Wllmen, hul did so in a respectrul way. It is this passive resistance and silent slrenglh thai I 
respect so highly. Like Munewer, I havc come to embrace Ihe dirrerences or Ihe Turkish people. 
Though I will never understand or adopt them, I have accepled them . 

• • • 

On Ihe last day Ihal I w;.s in Nevsehir, one or my rriend. rrom the hotel handed me a p~ckage and lold me 
not to open il until I had gotten onto the plane. After I said goodbye to my friends and family and board­
ed Ihe pl"ne, I opened up Ihe small presenl and found a headed head scarf. I wrapped il around my head 
so Ihal only my eyes pecked oul, and I wenl home. 

• 
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