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Dear Mr. Alan Paton, 

26 November 1970 
(Thanksgiving ify) 

How does one thank an author for the 
thoughts, the insights, that his works have given? 

Long ago a beloved rector urged me to 
read "Cry the Beloved Country" - he knew I was a WASP 
He knew I needed to learn so much about the people of this 
world. Whether I have ~et learned to accept all humans in 
love, I doubt - but I learned from you many of the reasons 
why everyone should. 

11Too Late the Phalarope" came, and 
another whose title escapes me. It is lent away. I was lead 
to it just after my husband had diedwhen I was like the end 
of a rope blowing in the wind! The book said to me do your 
best, do what comes to your hand in good faith and God 
will accept it. - "Do your own thing" I am still trying 
to find that thing! 

When my husband died the present rector 
gave me "A Greif OBserved", but I could not digest it. So 
when "For You Departed" lay on my desk, I just let it. No 
one understood MY grief! I thought. Then nearly a month 
ago I went to the A~ironadacks for hiking and ~limbing. I 
took the book along, in case it rained, and i ~ ,~ horoughly. 
I had time, and no phone calls, to read it through all at 
once. - Thank youl - You put in the things that went wrong 
as well as the things that went wel~ There is some kind of 
strength, conviction, in the way you did it that makes two 
things happen: it makes your life look - moore glorious (you 
wont like that!) more real, more true - and it makes tme 
reader able to face the bad places in her life with her 
husband - and feel his forgiveness for them. 

You put pieces of your own life into 
her story to make the thing one whole. I loved the story 
of Elizabeth - the communion - her marriage and her 
insistence th.a.there is one God, isn't there? Your l!fe 
and work at the dormitory. How magnificent that the people 
around you could see that the additional freedom could 
strengthen and motivate to cooperate! If only that could 
be really widely understood both in South Africa and here! 

~nother reason I a m moved to write, 
though I am no write~is that my husband suffered from 
asthma and emphasema; slowly losing the strength and the 
will to live. He had bravely fought the asthma all his life 
at times afflicted also with pulmonary tuberculosis. He 
fought well, raising three children and becoming a pro
fessor of Electrical Engineering here at Cornell. He was 
hard on his students and they did well. I had many 
letters from them when they heard of his departing. At 
the end the Lord was surely with us. Our good Doctor 
George adised the children gather. We had a long wek-end 
of visits to his hospital room in two's by hospital rule. 
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and that made it easier for each to use the short visitation 
period. Monday morning, as we remembered how gay and how 
glad he had been to see the young ones, how his mind was 
even clearer that the last visit, the phone rang. It 
was GEorge to say that CAsper had been his usual "orn'ry" 
self over the refusal to eat his breattfast egg. But that 
only a few minutes later he was seized with a severe heart 
attack, and the Lord took him. My first thought was relief 
that he was not struggling for breath, and I filled my chest 
with air for the first time in years without a feeling of 
guilt! And I sob again, there was so little I could ever 
do for so gentle and understanding a perosn! 

Your resolution, your acceptance of your grtif -
well - your writing it donw, is helping me resolve mine. 

You have my very best wishes for sufficiently 
satisfying personal life, - and for the things you try to 
do for South AFrica . You have had my prayers for that for 
many years. 

Sincerely , 


