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In September 1932, twenty-five-year-old Philip Cummings left his 
home in Vermont to begin a new job and a new life in the West. He 
had completed a master’s degree in Spanish Studies at Middlebury 
College just a few months before and was hired almost immediately 
to teach German, French, and Spanish at the Valley Ranch School for 
Boys, an exclusive preparatory school in the mountains forty-five miles 
southwest of Cody, Wyoming. An avid traveler with a love of adven-
ture, Cummings approached his westward move with characteristic 
enthusiasm. The journal he kept that year reflects his lively interest in 
his new environment and provides a unique, first-person account of 
daily life at the school and in Cody. In addition, it includes a fascinat-
ing glimpse of Pierre, South Dakota, in December 1932, a time when 
economic and political turmoil threatened to overshadow Christmas 
in the capital city.
 Philip Harry Cummings was born 19 November 1906, in Hardwick, 
Vermont, a small town of about twenty-six hundred (then and now) 
not far from the Canadian border. His mother was an English teacher 
who gave up teaching to marry; his father sold machine oil and light-
ning rods before finding success as a real estate and insurance agent. 
Philip was the couple’s only child, and he grew up surrounded by 
adults. He showed an early facility with language and always did well 
in school, but he was a restless boy and escaped whenever he could to 
explore the hills and valleys around Hardwick.1

 Cummings graduated from high school in 1924 and soon left Hard-
wick for the wider world. He attended Stetson University and Rollins 
College in Florida, graduating from Rollins in 1929 with a degree in 
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 1. Philip H. Cummings, unpublished essay, ca. 1935, estate of Philip H. Cummings.
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modern languages and a newly published book of poetry.2 He traveled 
all over Europe on a series of scholarships and lived for months at a 
time in Spain; whenever his funds ran out, he found work teaching 
languages. As the Great Depression took hold, however, jobs for lan-
guage teachers grew increasingly scarce.3 When Cummings received 
an offer from the Valley Ranch School for the 1932–1933 school year, 
he was grateful for the opportunity. Not only did the position promise 
a decent salary, room, and board, but it also carried the prestige and 
responsibility of preparing the sons of the eastern elite for entrance to 
a suitable college.
 Valley Ranch was a well-known summer retreat for the rich and fa-
mous, one of several ranches in the Cody area that provided paying 
guests (or “dudes”) with casual but comfortable accommodations, 
along with trail rides, rodeo shows, and other prototypical western ac-
tivities.4 Not long after their dude-ranch business was established, own-
ers Irving H. Larom (1889–1973) and Winthrop H. Brooks (1890–1963) 
realized that the same cabins, dining halls, and common rooms used 
by guests in the summer months could easily accommodate a winter 
boarding school. Eager to gain year-round income from their property, 
they opened the Valley Ranch School for Boys in the fall of 1922.5

 The Princeton-educated son of a successful New York businessman, 
Larom used his extensive society connections, his understanding of 
the goals of wealthy parents, and the romantic appeal of the West to 
recruit prospective students. In expensively produced brochures and 
well-placed advertisements, he promoted the school’s distinctive mix 
of traditional prep-school academics and vigorous outdoor activity 

 2. Cummings, Mother-Tongue (Winter Park, Fla.: Rollins Press, 1928).
 3. One summary of fourteen studies conducted in 1930–1931 indicated that the coun-
try entered the depression with an “oversupply” of high-school teachers. The field for 
teachers of modern languages was mentioned as particularly “overcrowded” (R. H. Eli-
assen and Earl W. Anderson, “Investigations of Teacher Supply and Demand Reported 
since November, 1930,” Educational Research Bulletin 10 [1931]: 480, 482).
 4. Chicago, Burlington & Quincy Railroad Co. (Burlington Route), Ranch Life, “Buf-
falo Bill” Country, Wyoming (1918).
 5. For a complete history of Larom and Valley Ranch, see W. Hudson Kensel, Dude 
Ranching on Wyoming’s South Fork of the Shoshone River, 1915–1969: The Valley Ranch and 
Irving H. “Larry” Larom (Norman, Okla.: Arthur H. Clark Co., forthcoming).
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on a real working ranch.6 His materials found a ready audience, and 
parents began sending their sons to the Valley Ranch School in num-
bers large enough to make it a profitable venture. From an opening 
enrollment of seven, the student body grew, with some fluctuations, to 
a peak of thirty-four in the fall of 1930.7 
 Unlike Brooks, who remained closely involved with his family’s 
Brooks Brothers clothing company and spent much of his time in New 
York, Larom made the ranch his permanent home and was dependent 
on its financial success. He eventually bought Brooks out and assumed 
control of all ranch operations, but he had no interest in running the 
school himself. Instead, he hired headmasters and teachers with strong 
academic credentials, a love of outdoor life, and a willingness to handle 
day-to-day administration. His strategy proved successful, and by the 
time Philip Cummings arrived in 1932, the Valley Ranch School was a 
well-established member of the select group of western ranch schools 
included in Porter Sargent’s annual directory of private schools.8

 Before he left for Valley Ranch, Cummings promised his mother he 
would document everything that happened during the coming school 
year. He began his journal the day he arrived and typed a new entry 
every night, producing more than four hundred single-spaced pages by 
the end of June 1933. A keen observer with a poet’s eye for detail, Cum-
mings described the people and places around him with clarity and 
affection. He was open and accepting with everyone he met, but quick 
to pass judgment on the books, music, and politicians of the day. He 
could be modest and disarming or smug and self-righteous, but what-
ever his mood, he was fully engaged with the world around him, and he 
recorded it all.

 6. See, for example, The Valley Ranch School for Boys, 1931–32 (1931), Trade Catalogs of 
Schools and School Supplies, 1874–1952, Romaine Trade Catalogs Collection, Special 
Collections, University of California, Santa Barbara.
 7. The Round-Up (Valley Ranch School annual yearbook), vols. 2–9 (1926–1933), Park 
County Archives, Cody, Wyo., and Irving H. “Larry” Larom Collection, MS 14, Series II:
F, McCracken Research Library, Buffalo Bill Historical Center, Cody, Wyo.
 8. Porter Sargent, A Handbook of Private Schools for American Boys and Girls, ’31–’32, 
16th ed. (Boston: Porter Sargent, 1932). For a historical analysis of ranch-based private 
schools, see Melissa Bingmann, “Prep School Cowboys: The Education of the Elite at 
Western Ranch Schools” (Ph.D. diss., Arizona State University, 2003).
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 When the school closed for Christmas vacation in early December 
1932, Cummings could not afford to travel home to Vermont, so he ac-
cepted an invitation to spend the holidays in Pierre, South Dakota, 
with Egeberg and Frances Ruden and their son, Elliot. In his journal, 
Cummings never explained how he knew the Rudens, but he was just 
a few years older than Elliot, and the two were clearly good friends. 
Cummings had spent a week with the family on his way to Wyoming 
in the fall9 and looked forward to seeing them again at Christmas.
 Fortunately, Cummings applied the same energy to recording his 
daily activities in Pierre as he did at Valley Ranch. Over the course of 
almost four weeks, he wrote about everything he saw and did in the 
capital city. His journal entries for the entire period, 11 December 1932 
through 8 January 1933, are reproduced here.
 In 1932, South Dakota faced an economic and social crisis. Its farmers 
had enjoyed rising prices for their crops during the 1910s and put more 
acres under cultivation. After 1921, when crop prices and land values 
began to fall, many found themselves deeply in debt even as declining 
rainfalls were reducing their yield per acre. Years before the stock mar-
ket crash of 1929 made everything worse, local banks started to fail and 
credit dried up, forcing many families to abandon their farms and seek 
relief elsewhere.10

 The economy of Wyoming was also in decline during the 1920s, but 
its greater diversity made it more resilient and the early effects of the 
Great Depression less pronounced.11 Cummings noticed this differ-
ence and mentioned the poverty he saw in some parts of Pierre. He was 
also conscious of the greater American Indian presence in South Dako-
ta and interested in everything from traditional tribal burial customs 
to the curriculum at the Pierre Indian School. A student of the Sioux 
(Dakota, Lakota, and Nakota) language, he felt privileged to meet the 

 9. Cummings’s first visit with the Rudens was reported in the “Society Briefs” column 
in the Pierre Daily Capital Journal on 16 September 1932 and in a letter he wrote to his 
hometown newspaper, the Hardwick (Vt.) Gazette, published 22 September 1932.
 10. Catherine McNicol Stock, Main Street in Crisis: The Great Depression and the Old 
Middle Class on the Northern Plains (Chapel Hill: University of North Carolina Press, 
1992), pp. 17–30.
 11. T. A. Larson, History of Wyoming (Lincoln: University of Nebraska Press, 1965), pp. 
411–43.
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Reverend Thomas L. Riggs, a fluent speaker of the dialects, at the Oahe 
Indian Mission. Although some of Cummings’s statements concerning 
American Indians may seem insensitive today, they reflect the tenor of 
his times. 
 Cummings arrived in Pierre at a time of sweeping political change 
and, in typical fashion, became involved in it himself. Republican Gov-
ernor Warren E. Green had been soundly defeated in the November 
1932 elections,12 and members of his administration were busily clearing 
out their offices to make way for the newly elected Democrats. Cum-
mings met the outgoing governor and many other notables, helped 
the South Dakota State Historical Society move to new quarters, and 
wrote about several other aspects of the transition. However, he was 
either unaware of, or chose not to mention, its particular impact on his 
host.

Philip H. Cummings auto-
graphed this print of his 1929 
college graduation photo-
graph.

 12. Donald D. Parker, “Warren Everett Green, 1931–1933,” in Over a Century of Leader-
ship: South Dakota Territorial and State Governors, ed. Lynwood E. Oyos (Sioux Falls, 
S.Dak.: Center for Western Studies, Augustana College, 1987), p. 125.

Copyright © 2009 by the South Dakota State Historical Society. All Rights Reserved.



1 0 0  |  S O U T H  D A K O T A  H I S T O R Y  |  V O L .  3 9 ,  N O .  2

 Egeberg A. Ruden (1883–1965) was a well-respected banker and for-
mer state representative from the town of Bryant in Hamlin County.13 
Governor Green had appointed him state superintendent of banking 
in early 1930 to replace the previous superintendent, Fred R. Smith, 
who had resigned to face charges of embezzling over one million dol-
lars from the last assets of failed banks.14 Now, two years after accepting 
the appointment and moving his family to Pierre, Ruden faced a politi-
cal crisis of his own.
 In mid-December, Ruden launched a public effort to retain his posi-
tion as superintendent of banking in spite of the upcoming change of 
administration. Claiming that his appointment to a two-year term was 
the result of a clerical error, he told the Pierre Daily Capital Journal that 
his lawyers had advised him that he was legally entitled to remain in 
office for a full four years.15

 Then, just before Christmas, Ruden was forced to respond to charges 
by Attorney General Merrill Q. Sharpe that his department had failed 
to discipline or close failing banks. Ruden answered Sharpe’s attack 
calmly and professionally, and with perhaps a touch of sarcasm, ex-
plaining that “obviously our criticism of going banks cannot be made 
public.” In addition, Ruden said, “We consistently request going banks 
to remove objectionable assets and in most instances our requirements 
are complied with, but when these requirements cannot be met banks 
suspend business, either by resolution of the board of directors or by 
order of the superintendent of banks.”16

 Whatever the merits of Sharpe’s accusations, they could not have 
come at a worse time for Ruden. On 27 December, incoming Gover-
nor Tom Berry told the Daily Capital Journal that he intended to ap-
point D. A. McCullough to serve as his new superintendent of banking, 
ignoring Ruden’s claim to the position.17 Bowing to political reality, 
Ruden finally gave up the fight.

 13. Biographical Directory of the South Dakota Legislature, 1889–1989, 2 vols. (Pierre: 
South Dakota Legislative Research Council, 1989), 2:952.
 14. Parker, “Warren Everett Green,” p. 123.
 15. Pierre Daily Capital Journal, 16 Dec. 1932.
 16. Ibid., 24 Dec. 1932.
 17. Ibid., 27 Dec. 1932.
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 If Ruden’s political struggles affected his ability to celebrate Christ-
mas with his family in 1932, it is evident only in his relative absence 
from Cummings’s journal. Otherwise, the holidays seemed to proceed 
with all the special treats and activities of the season. Later, after his 
term expired in January 1933, Ruden moved with his wife and son to 
Brookings, South Dakota, where he managed real-estate properties 
and chaired the selective service board during World War II.18

 Cummings thoroughly enjoyed his stay in Pierre, but he was happy 
to return to Wyoming. He felt increasingly at home there, and with 
no other prospects for employment, he continued teaching at Valley 
Ranch the following year in spite of deep cuts in faculty pay and ben-
efits. Unfortunately, however, the school could not outlast the depres-
sion. As even wealthy families struggled to pay the tuition and travel 
costs, enrollment finally fell so low that Larom was forced to close the 
school in June 1934 after twelve years of operation. 
 Over the next four years, Cummings traveled extensively, spent two 
years in a doctoral program, and taught languages at a private school 
in the Adirondack Mountains. In 1938, his itinerant life ended when he 
met and married Cornelia Weston, an accomplished amateur photog-
rapher and daughter of a famous inventor. The couple settled in New 
Jersey and raised two daughters while Cummings began a new and 
successful career as a lecturer on national and international affairs.
 Cummings continued speaking at venues across the country well 
into his sixties. He died in Vermont in 1991 at the age of eighty-four, 
but his Valley Ranch journal leaves us an enduring portrait of a young 
man in the prime of life and the unique western school that was once 
his home.
 The entries presented here are excerpted from Cummings’s com-
plete, unpublished journal, edited by Patricia A. Billingsley and enti-
tled “A Poet in the Sagebrush: The Journal of a Young Teacher at the 
Valley Ranch School for Boys, September 1932 through June 1933.” In 
preparing them for publication, informational footnotes have been 
added, and the few misspellings that occurred in Cummings’s origi-

 18. Hamlin County, 1878–1979 ([Estelline, S.Dak.]: Hamlin Historical Committee, 
1979), p. 368.
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nal typescript have been corrected. Book titles and foreign words have 
been italicized in keeping with modern style conventions. In the inter-
est of readability, occasional commas have been inserted and, in a few 
instances, paragraphing has been adjusted. Finally, Cummings tended 
to use ellipses to indicate continued thoughts or related comments, 
much as other writers would use semicolons or dashes. His usage of 
ellipses has been retained here and does not indicate that material has 
been omitted. The entries for 11 December 1932 through 8 January 1933 
are presented in their entirety.
 The editor thanks the South Dakota State Historical Society for in-
valuable assistance in locating source materials, Allen Davis and Charles 
Morrissey for their inspiration and advice, Maida Riggs for sharing her 
family’s history, and the heirs of Philip Cummings for permission to 
publish his journal.

Sunday, December 11th, 1932

At last I draw my breath and remember the silence that has fallen on 
my little journal. We left Valley at about nine on Friday [morning, 9 
December] and the temperature was only twenty below zero. Our last 
minutes at the ranch were spent inspecting the cabins, being sure that 
doors were shut and the rest of leave-taking preparation. The forty-five 
miles to Cody were painful; our feet were so cold they ached but the 
distance was soon covered and we all tumbled out at the bank to gath-
er our shekels for the various destinations. I sent a few of my Christmas 
cards and went over to the lounge of the Hotel Irma (Buffalo Bill’s ho-
tel) and there re-admired the paintings showing his life. The manager-
ess took me to her drawing room to see a picture of Shoshone Can-
yon before the government dam was built, also to see the largest silver 
point grizzly bear skin ever obtained in either Wyoming or Colorado. 
There was another bear which had part of the winter coat and the new 
spring coat combined. The other item of interest was a pair of skins of 
an animal that is a cross between a St. Bernard dog and a coyote.
 After luncheon of toasted sandwiches and hot chocolate at the 
“Green Drug Store,” known thus from a former owner, we all started 
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from the town for the station which lies well beyond the main center 
across the deep ravine of the Shoshone River. Mr. Petrie, the division 
passenger agent, was there to issue the many tickets. The train, sched-
uled to leave at 1:45, left about an hour late. It was snowing and still 
well below zero. The tickets, however, were not settled before we left, 
for some boys decided to go over the Pennsylvania instead of the New 
York Central from New York and vice-versa, and since our private car 
was to go only to Chicago, they could choose as they wished.19

 We reached frigid Billings, Montana, about twenty minutes of seven, 
but before that I had finished A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man,20 

the long stream of consciousness of James Joyce. There seem at times 
unnecessary crudities of language and thought. As a writer of vivid and 
concentrated descriptions there could be no one better. In Billings we 
went to the Hotel Northern Grill for a late dinner. There was seafood 
on the menu and I was not long in getting oysters and scallops. I hope 
they came from the Pacific, otherwise they would be eligible for the 
old age pension. Some of the boys who finished early went to the bil-
liard room in the basement, then we all gathered and went to the Fox 
theatre to see Clive Brook do a fine bit of acting in Sherlock Holmes. The 
Fox theatre there is so different from the one I know best, that of Saint 
Louis, which is in the oriental temple motif.21 The Billings “Fox” is in 
the modern clear-cut severe style with nickel-plating and medallions 
with severe symbolic figures.
 After the movies we went back to the hotel for a while and then 
straggled down to the station. Our car was on a siding but very warm, 
being hitched to the steam line. We went between the car and the sta-

 19. The Valley Ranch School reserved a private rail car with sleeping accommoda-
tions to transport students and staff from Cody to points east. From Cody to Billings, 
Montana, the car was hitched to trains of the Chicago, Burlington & Quincy Railroad. 
At Billings, the car was transferred to the Northern Pacific Railway’s North Coast Lim-
ited train en route to Chicago. Cummings left that train at Miles City, Montana, and 
boarded the Olympian train of the Chicago, Milwaukee, St. Paul & Pacific Railroad 
(“the Milwaukee”) bound for Mobridge, South Dakota.
 20. James Joyce, A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man (New York: B. W. Huebsch, 
1916).
 21. During the 1929–1930 school year, Cummings taught French and Spanish at the 
Principia Upper School in Saint Louis, Missouri.
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tion, then ran every now and again into the Northern Pacific restaurant 
for coffee and fresh doughnuts.
 The North Coast Limited was half an hour and then three quarters 
of an hour late on the arrival-board. Finally at 1:17 a.m. the headlight 
flashed in the dim distance down the track. We were all expectancy 
but when the light was nearly to the end of the platform, it stopped. 
We waited and wondered what had happened and when the train fi-
nally pulled in we found that the air-line had become disconnected 
just there. We all got into the car, although some had been in bed some 
time. I said good-bye to those awake and went to bed. Due to arise at 
3:45 to get out at Miles City, I knew we were late so didn’t get up until 
4:15. We arrived at 5:20 a.m. I was very much afraid that the Milwaukee 
train, the Olympian, might have been on time due to the long stretch 
they have electrified; however, they were half an hour late and I had 
ten minutes’ grace. I bought my ticket and walked up the platform to 
a little roofed-over space where an old stage coach stood in mute testi-
mony of the past.
 Since riding on the Olympian, I could never wish to ride on a better 
train. The cars are vivid rust-orange and red and the inside appoint-
ments are the last word. The food service was great and the luxury of 
an elegant haircut was appreciable as were the comforts of the observa-
tion car. Here I met a charming Japanese gentleman and we discussed 
everything from the Nippon Yusen Kaisha and the Osaka Kusen Kai-
sha22 to philology. On the Olympian I saw the first of the tourist sleep-
ing cars that I have heard of. It seemed like an old style Pullman more 
than anything else.
 Only two hours late we reached Mobridge, across the Missouri Riv-
er and again in Central Standard Time. My friends23 had sent me a wire 
saying they would meet me at the Hotel Brown Palace in Mobridge. I 
took a taxi to this hotel. In the lobby the Episcopal Church women’s 
guild was having a sale of food and fancy work. Across the street there 
was a rummage sale. There is something distinctly unpleasant about 
landing in a strange place and being stared at; still, after one walks up 

 22. Competing Japanese steamship lines.
 23. The Ruden family (Egeberg, Frances, and son Elliot), then living at 781 Huron 
Avenue in Pierre.

Copyright © 2009 by the South Dakota State Historical Society. All Rights Reserved.



S U M M E R  2 0 0 9  |  C U M M I N G S  J O U R N A L  |  1 0 5

and down the one and only main business street of the town, one feels 
on better speaking terms with it. Mobridge has a fine, if small, Masonic 
Temple and good schools.
 My friends soon arrived and had with them another friend, a bright 
young lad with a keen interest in athletics. After hot chocolate and 
sandwiches, we bought a few Christmas cards and started out across 
the plains for distant Pierre, 125 miles with few bends, a few right angle 
corners, and no hills. We reached Pierre rather quickly, soon after sev-
en. We dropped Bob at the high school where he would attend a bas-
ketball game and then hurried here for a good meal and some bockles24 
again—those crisp Scandinavian pastries that I like so much.
 I gave my hostess some of the moss from the timber line and also 
a few pieces of ore from the mines, up whose trail I was going a week 
ago. That trail, like these plains, is no longer colorful, being a study in 
black and white with a few blue shadows. I did not produce the sage-
brush candles that smell so fragrant as they burn. They are made by 
a crippled lady in Frannie.25 We visited her shop where she also sells 
incense and cards. Small, dark hair slightly curled over her forehead, 
she had a patient smile as she waited on me. She had to box the in-
cense, for she said her brother made the product and had just brought 
in some. This little industry, out in the middle of the plain at the foot 
of the Rockies and the Big Horn, is worthy of note. In nearly every Eu-
ropean town there is some specialité which one gets only at that town 
. . . there is ginger-bread in Dijon, France, leckeli 26 in Basel, Switzerland, 
and Edinburgh Rock27 in Edinburgh, Scotland, but only here and there 
is there any notable product of home-labor in the American town or 
city. The pralines of New Orleans, a rich and delicious candy, are an 
example. Sagebrush candles and incense far on the plains of Wyoming 
. . . honor and fame to this native product!

 24. Cummings is likely referring to sandbakkels, a shortbread-like tart.
 25. Frannie, Wyoming, was the point at which rail passengers on the Chicago, Bur-
lington & Quincy’s spur line from Cody disembarked while their car was hitched to a 
different CB&Q train.
 26. Leckeli is a biscuit made with honey, almonds, candied peel, cloves, nutmeg, and 
ginger.
 27. Edinburgh Rock is a traditional Scottish confection.
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 But after an irregular night on two trains I slept very well last night, 
and it was even as cold as in the remote valley of the South Fork of the 
Shoshone.
 Today has been a lazy day . . . resting from the journey and starting 
John Cowper Powys’s two-volume novel, Wolf Solent.28 It gets colder 
hourly, and it was a distant rose-lake sunset that smoldered itself into 
the knobby bluffs across the Missouri.
 A new book has come to my attention which is of so frank a na-
ture that I marvel that it has been published . . . although it may be 
very true. I refer to Washington Swindle Sheet by William P. Helm, who 
shows why we have national deficits as far as government expenditures 
are concerned. We have all of us more or less guessed these matters, but 
they are quite striking when they are in printed letter and figure. It is a 
1932 book published by Albert and Charles Boni, Inc.

Monday, December 12th, 1932

Another very cool night is at hand and last night was not very equato-
rial. How different these few hours here have been from those ultra-ac-
tive ones in Valley. I helped do rather a pitiable amount of Christmas 
shopping, and yet we were doing more than many. There is a strained 
feeling in all business enterprises here, and while they have lowered 
their prices very much, still this is not significant, for the people have 
no money for the most meager price. There is in Pierre a very charming 
gift store of the shoppe-type, but it has in it beauteous bits rather ill-
adapted to this region where necessity presses close and comfort must 
be purchased next . . . luxury waiting in gay gossamer rarely finds a 
place in this plains country. Not, no indeed not, that I wish to give the 
impression of abject poverty here, but rather to express the hard times 
that have swept in various physical and economic manifestations over 
these Missouri-side bluffs and the far-flung fields on the borders of 
these bluffs. The retiring Republican administration is not in the mer-
riest of moods and with their really noteworthy governing here there is 

 28. Powys, Wolf Solent (New York: Simon & Schuster, 1929).
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slight justice in the change . . . this one can say, without even touching 
the issue of the national political turnover.
 There have been bits of music to fill in the odd moments. I have 
read a very little but most of the time I have talked of the hundred odd 
petty things that make people draw together and feel the warmth of 
household conversation . . . be it of cheese and its use or a question as to 
where such a vase comes from, or who lives in that house with the hor-
rible red trimmings. A thousand legends and tales, sorrows, joys and 
criticisms, teachings and researches enter into the daily novel of living. 
Incidents enough are murmured, sung, snarled, laughed and moaned, 
whispered and chortled to make a novel of more volumes than the 
findings of a congressional committee. Many are paltry . . . they are not 
stirring . . . but they are near the heart of the people and this spark of 
contact may endow great value to stupid utterances.
 Several letters came today and those I cherished. There is a senti-
mental wonder in paper and pen-scratch that, under a purple bit of 
paper with a small monetary unit, searches one out in a remote cor-
ner or pursues one like a faithful dog that fell off the running board as 
the Ford turned the last corner. Some letters follow one beseechingly, 
others insistently. God grant that boys’ letters search out their lonely 
Mothers, yes, and their lonely Dads, at this season when even the dying 
embers of a home fire struggle for a bit of warmth. I sent my mother a 
small rich plum pudding today. The fruit of love will augment citron 
and almond!

Tuesday, December 13th, 1932

My first two observations have to deal with temperatures. My one 
distinct reaction to the climate here is its increasing dryness and the 
fact that it is getting warmer. My second remark is about the indoor 
temperatures: both private houses and office buildings are frightfully 
hot after the richer, clearer, and cooler air of Valley. I feel soggy and 
depressed after fifteen minutes in the State House or in any store or 
house. Few indoor thermometers would be as low as seventy degrees.
 Today I have gone farther into the John Cowper Powys book Wolf 
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Solent. It touches every type of human emotion and I find the most del-
icate sensations of nature and the appreciation and interpretation of 
these elements in the book. There seem to be a dozen minor but grip-
ping plots, all manned like manikins threaded from the fingers of Wolf 
Solent, the author hero who has a psychic character. Percy Hutchison 
in the New York Times Book Review said of the book, “The present 
writer avers that Wolf Solent is a profound study, a work of more than 
ordinary significance; but seeking a descriptive phrase, he is inclined to 
desert both the giant of Wessex and the Russian masters and turn back 
to Shakespeare.”29 And to date I have only conquered 304 pages of the 
ambitious two volumes.
 This afternoon I walked down the icy half-hill to town and mailed 
Christmas cards and then went on to the State Capitol. I called in the 
office of the Superintendent of Banking, but my host was out so I went 
down and called on Governor Green. He is a gentleman without need-
ing to label himself as one. Unpretentious but with alert keen eyes and 
a bustling small figure, he can be the picture of activity, and yet with the 
poise that permits considerate charm. His son is his secretary and this 
son, Max, showed me some fine specimens of his collected South Da-
kota rocks. I regret that they must so soon go back to their large farm in 
Hamlin County and Oxford Township. I met Mrs. Green at Huron last 
fall when I attended the South Dakota State Fair there and Mr. Patrick 
Hurley, the Secretary of War, spoke. She is a happy smiling little body, 
handicapped slightly by a deafness which she overcomes admirably.
 The new office-building annex of the State House is very up-to-date 
and interesting, but it cannot improve on the State Department of 
History in the new building of the World War I Soldiers’ and Sailors’ 
Memorial. This lies across the street from the main facade of the capi-
tol building. Inside there is a fine staircase, and on the first landing of 
these stairs there is a novel light arrangement, there being four lights 
on a band around a broken classic column. That broken column bear-
ing light is significant and eloquent of the dedication of the building.30 

 29. Percy Hutchinson, “A Novel of Signs and Portents,” New York Times, 19 May 1929. 
The “giant of Wessex” is the English novelist and poet Thomas Hardy (1840–1928).
 30. The broken column symbolized “lives sacrificed on the altar of patriotism” (South 
Dakota, Legislative Manual [1933], p. 628).
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The History Department is just moving in and that means that tons of 
books and files are in a heterogeneous mass all over the place. I missed 
Mr. Fox,31 the historian, but may see him tomorrow.

First Lady Elizabeth Parliament Green 
took an active interest in education, the 
Methodist Church, extension services, and 
farmers’ issues.

Cummings formed a high opinion of 
Warren E. Green, thirteenth governor of 
South Dakota, whom he characterized as 
“not pretentious but a gentleman.”

 31. Lawrence K. Fox served as superintendent of the South Dakota Department of 
History and secretary of the South Dakota State Historical Society from 1926 to 1945. 
“Dakota Images: Lawrence K. Fox,” South Dakota History 24 (1994): 76–77.
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The Missouri River and the state capitol dominate this aerial view of central Pierre 
taken sometime after 1942 (top). The capitol annex, located between the main building 
and the parking lot, had just been completed when Cummings visited Pierre in 1932. 
The Soldiers’ and Sailors’ World War Memorial Building (bottom) faced the capitol and 
was finished the same year.  It served as the home of the South Dakota State Historical 
Society until 1989.
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Wednesday, December 14th, 1932

This morning I went on with my study of the burial customs of the 
Sioux, Algonquin, and Caddoan tribes. I am making my study so thor-
ough as to make it a slow process, and to make the use of filing note 
cards a requisite. This will benefit me greatly. Another hundred pages 
of Wolf Solent is finished and there still moves the hero, a detached hu-
man who reacts on everything he comes in contact with, and leaves it 
with a positive or negative mark, but himself unprecipitated into any 
definite solution . . . this is, however, my opinion to page 405 of the first 
volume. My judgment will be worth much more when I am at the same 
page of the second volume.
 There was a generous mail this morning, which was very pleasing. 
The touch of friends is more perceptible when one is on the top of an 
expanse of territory that stretches wind-swept and white for miles. Yet 
the sunset this afternoon was as delicate and burned with as subtle fires 
as a delicate old cameo ring that fell my portion recently. I in fact find, 
in looking at this ring, the slumbering, soothing reflectings of a century 
of sunsets which in thought flame again over the ashen horizons of the 
yesteryear. The delicacy of the ring and the consideration of the giver, 
these are proportionate to the compensation of trust and love that man 
to man calls friendship . . . a word which born to wear the chaste purple 
of imperial domain has often needs appear in tattered rags of its finery, 
a word rendered haggard by the abuse of its meaning. One can easily 
shudder at the carelessness of us, the masters of infinite words, as we 
say that such a one is our friend, yet never pause to consider whether 
he is an acquaintance or what his relationship is to us. The overuse of a 
word is like the overuse of a battery; it lessens its vitality.
 This afternoon I spent in the library of the State Historical Society, 
which has just been moved. They have splendid collections of the ex-
change with other state and private societies, as well as governmental 
and other official publications. There is a very small appropriation for 
this department, and since I am a life member of the society,32 I felt 
it was a good move to go down and help them put the library on its 

 32. “Life Members,” South Dakota Historical Collections 17 (1934): 5.
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stacks. This would help them and cost them nothing and give me the 
delicious sensation I get out of just handling books. The whole after-
noon we worked on just putting up, dusting and arranging the records 
of Rhode Island and Connecticut, New York and part of Pennsylvania. 
I catch words and phrases in handling these books that suggest little 
recesses of thought to retire into while I work and a box to untie and 
open on a later day. I worked there until the sunset grew to a votive of 
Valhalla fires on the western prairie, or as I imagine the fire from the 
tone picture of Wagner.
 I shall listen to Ernö Rapée’s33 music at eight, for he always smuggles 

Doane Robinson (seated, center) and his successor as head of the State Historical 
Society, Lawrence K. Fox (left), work in their old quarters in the capitol, probably in the 
early 1920s. Philip Cummings spent much of his Christmas vacation in 1932 helping Fox 
move the society’s large library across the street to the Memorial Building.

 33. Musical director and head conductor of the Radio City Music Hall Symphony 
Orchestra from 1932 to 1945. “Ernö Rapée,” http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Erno_Rapee, 
accessed 21 Feb. 2009.
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in nice music for the quiet hour when a book and a fire on the hearth 
and a silent friend’s shadow nearby are the best companions.

Thursday, December 15th, 1932

Today I received a part of my journal back from a friend who has been 
kind enough to make a few corrections. That is thoughtful consider-
ation that really pleases one. In fact the mail today was generous and 
warming.
 I have finished volume one of Wolf Solent and am several pages 
ahead in the second volume. I also carried on my study of the Sioux 
burial customs. There are a few generalities that cover all the Plains 
Indians west of the Mississippi in their death rites. They rarely buried 
in the earth, preferring to put the corpses wrapped in buffalo-skins or 
blankets on scaffolds from six to twelve feet high. Sometimes they were 
put in boxes made of old trunks obtained from traders or of fragments 
of canoes. The widows pierced their thighs and arms with arrows and 
needles and wailed, hiring others to help them in the horrid yowling. 
The men let down their hair and daubed their faces with ashy-white 
clay soil and with black soot. One dying away from home was brought 
back for interment. Often, after the body was reduced to bones on 
the scaffolds or platforms, the bones would be buried or even carried 
about from place to place for a period of years and honored at feasts 
and council meetings. To die naturally in one’s house (with the face, at 
least the portion of it around the mouth, being painted red just before 
or immediately after dying), or to be killed by one’s enemy, was honor-
able and a great benefit to the soul, but to be killed or injured so as to 
cause death in a contention with one’s own race was a disgrace, and 
the body was buried face down with a piece of fat in the mouth, to pre-
vent the spirit escaping to haunt the village. There seems to have been 
a tendency to lay the bodies with the head toward the south. This is 
explained as being due to the belief of the Indians that they originated 
in the south, whereas history shows that the Sioux lived in the heavily-
wooded lake region in central Minnesota and were driven out by their 
inveterate enemies, the Ojibway.
 This afternoon was crisp. I mailed a small package to my mother 
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and then went to the State Historical Building to work until five in 
the library. I came away after a physically tiring but mentally inspiring 
afternoon, covered with a fine dust such as gathers on and so well suits 
the very word “archives.” I even located a few very venerable ances-
tors in the Vital Records of Massachusetts for the town of Ipswich, where 
there were Cummingses at large in the early eighteenth century. In the 
list of deaths there were several, and then one item was a dash followed 
by “died in the work-house.” Imagine coming to a comparatively new 
state and digging in the dust that blows in from the prairie to find an 
old rattling family skeleton! The discreet dash is so flawless in its pro-
tective nature!
 I met Superintendent and Mrs. Calhoun34 of the Indian School for 
the Sioux that is about two miles south of town along the Missouri. It 
is so thoroughly Indian in legend and tradition here, for the main band 
of the numerous Teton Sioux lived on the Teton River, now the Bad 
River, noted for rattlesnakes, which flows into the Missouri right near 
town. In the middle of the nineteenth century, all the plains and bluffs 
around Fort Pierre were teeming with trading activity with the Teton 
and Yankton nations of the Sioux. As a back thought to Mrs. Calhoun, 
she is very attractive to meet and appears very much like a south Euro-
pean.

Friday, December 16th, 1932

This morning there was a longer chapter in the ethnology which kept 
me busy until barely noon, and besides this a packet of forwarded mail 
from Valley and very interesting pictures taken last summer in the 
Holy Land by Miss Schultze.35 These came with Christmas greetings 
from her far away in Germany.
 I did little reading in volume two of Wolf Solent today, for I sent 
some letters off that required my attention and then went to work for 
the afternoon in the State Historical Society Library. I was very much 
interested in the work. When we came to the end of all the various col-

 34. Herbert C. Calhoun (1884–1984) and his wife, Brookie B. Calhoun (1888–1984).
 35. Edith Schultze, a teacher Cummings visited in Gera, Germany, in August 1932.
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lected publications of the United States, I realized that I had a chance 
to say that during my Christmas holiday I had been through the de-
tailed history of the United States . . . and then that a little explanation 
would be necessary before it was to be believed.
 It was a little warmer today. Tonight it is pleasantly warm. As a fami-
ly group, the lord of the manor being in Huron over one hundred miles 
to the east, we visited the Bijou (Oh, time bedraggled jewel that it is!) 
Theatre to see a mystery play called The Crooked Circle. I enjoyed the 
comedy characters with those inimitable hands of Zazu Pitts and her 
startled voice modulations. Hot chocolate at the Corner Drug Store 
was the final chapter, except for news flashes over the radio from KFI 
Los Angeles.

Saturday, December 17th, 1932

This has been a warmer day and yet I have been out very little. I spent 
the morning delving in David Bushnell, Jr.’s, ethnological study of Indi-

Cummings enjoyed hot chocolate at the Corner Drug Store, visible in this early view of 
the Hyde Block in Pierre. This building continued to house a drug store into the 1990s 
and is now undergoing renovation sponsored in part by the Deadwood Fund Grant 
Program through the South Dakota Historic Preservation Office.
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an burial rites.36 The Osage seem to be outstanding in every way. They 
maintained the strongest and most effective system of mourning, ever 
arising before dawn to attend to it. They even mourned the loss of a 
favorite horse or dog.
 There was little mail save for two small and happily aggravating 
packages marked with that mysterious ban, “Do not open until Christ-
mas.” They had to go under the bureau in the guest room with many 
other local and mail packages, which are the conglomerate heap of the 
family’s holiday offerings to each other and to me, the outsider whom 
they have very sincerely made one of them . . . at this season when one 
wishes to be near to someone to whom he belongs! I hurried off a few 
letters.
 There being no opportunity of working in the library of the State 
Historical Society on Saturday afternoon, I stayed here and read near-
ly one hundred and fifty more pages of Wolf Solent. I am nearly half 
through the second volume. The man whose name is the title of the 
long work is now foundering in the results of his selfish fight with him-
self . . . he is getting a better focus on his life now, but one wonders if it 
may be too late.
 As I write, I am listening to a charming old lyric song of love from 
XEW in Mexico City, and I hurry in thought to that high city of grace-
ful houses and the fronded shade of the Chapultepec Park at the base 
of the great Presidential Palace.37

 Tonight, Elliot and I were guests of the genial Director of the State 
Historical Society. He is very interesting and his wife most gracious; 
her dinner was an epicure’s delight. The biggest thing of the day came 
next. We went out to the Indian School here in Pierre, where there are 
Indians from every part of the state who attend from the age of five to 
the age of the high school senior. We went there to attend the basket-
ball game between the boys of Pierre School and those from the Catho-
lic School of St. Francis, which is on the Rosebud Indian Reservation in 
the southwest part of the state. There were about five hundred Indians 

 36. David I. Bushnell, Jr., Burials of the Algonquian, Siouan and Caddoan Tribes West of 
the Mississippi, Smithsonian Institution, Bureau of American Ethnology, Bulletin no. 83 
(Washington, D.C.: Government Printing Office, 1927).
 37. Cummings spent several weeks in Mexico City in December 1929.
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there with their teachers. The school is the last word in educational 
structures. In the ample gymnasium with a glistening floor of small 
wooden blocks, the girls were sitting on the right and the men on the 
left; I mean the men and boys. Dark of countenance, bright-eyed they 
watched. The athletes were big fellows with various shades of bronze 
skin. They were good-looking fellows although some had marked blunt 
features.
 The game was very quick and the boys threw some deftly shield-
ed balls. Pierre had a team that was all Indian. There were two white 
boys on the other team, probably sons of the workers on the Rosebud 
Reservation. There was an interesting interlude in the quarter, no it 
was the half-period intermission. On the stage of the gym there ap-
peared a banjoist and a bright-eyed Sioux wearing a leather coat. He 
had a megaphone and sang the popular song, “River Stay Way from the 
Door.” He has a superbly rich voice and sustained tone. With training 

In August 1929, the Fox family visited the Mount Rushmore construction site. This im-
age came to the State Historical Society from Lawrence K. Fox’s daughter, Harriet Fox 
Deer (bottom left). Her description reads, “The Fox & Howe families and Mr. Denison 
[project superintendent] do the tourist pose that will be repeated thousands of times. I 
seem to be the only one who’s having much fun.”
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he might do most anything in music. I was very sorry not to hear more 
songs by this Lawrence His Law. I only hope he may develop normally 
without some radio company exploiting him. He is a good-looking and 
lithely build lad. The end of the second half gave the final score favor-
ing the Saint Francis boys. Then came the busy rush directed by the 
able Superintendent, Mr. Calhoun, to see that the girls and boys were 
dispersed in order to their various quarters and all accounted for. I had 
a few moments conversation with him and then Mr. Fox drove us the 
two miles to town. In the back seat with Elliot rode a Sisseton Sioux 
from the northeast portion of the state. He was once a wealthy Indian 
farmer, but after his wife died he rather gave up and came down here, 
putting five children into the school. The Indians are still new enough 
to me so that I get a decided reaction out of riding along with an old 
warrior in the back seat.

Sunday, December 18th, 1932

Up quite early to see the late-rising sun tint with a satiny pink the prai-
rie stretches across the river, visible for miles from my bedroom win-
dow. Sunday is a satisfactory day for those who like fine music, for the 

This panoramic photomosaic shows a stretch of the Missouri River in South Dakota be-
fore it was dammed in the 1950s and 1960s. Wooded bottomlands like those Cummings 
described can be seen on the far bank.
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radio gives a blending of symphony, chamber music, and opera. The 
radio here is very good and there was a mellow sort of happiness when 
two days ago I listened to the dedication of the restored tower and 
bells of Saint Botolph’s Church in Old Boston, England. The parts of 
the opera of Don Giovanni which were broadcast from the Metropoli-
tan Opera House in New York were also blessings shot out over “moor 
and mountain.” I can’t help quote words from Christmas carols, as they 
are becoming the foremost music in our thought.
 My hostess and I went to the services in the small Episcopal Church 
where the good-looking and quiet-speaking Rector, Mr. Gesner, gave 
one peace of thought. I dare say there were those who would have 
laughed at my hurried scurry through the Prayer Book for the proper 
pages of the various General Confessions, the Collects, and so on. The 
service is not very “high church” here in Pierre, but it is with a full con-
gregation which far too few churches can boast.
 Coming from church we picked up Elliot and drove rapidly out the 
main road toward the east and then turned off and followed a rather 
snowy road toward the river. Eventually we came down to the level 
of the river where there was a bottom, in this instance, Fielder’s Bot-
tom. A bottom seems to be a place where the river has eaten farther 

Copyright © 2009 by the South Dakota State Historical Society. All Rights Reserved.



1 2 0  |  S O U T H  D A K O T A  H I S T O R Y  |  V O L .  3 9 ,  N O .  2

into the bluffs that generally contain its muddy waters, and has left 
wooded meadows. There are a few farms in the cottonwood groves and 
I noticed one sod and log house such as I am becoming accustomed to 
in the more remote parts of Wyoming. The only evergreen trees are 
the cedars and for the graceful branches of these cedars we had driven 
twenty-three miles. We found the trees near the now frozen road rath-
er dusty, but back aways from the road we were able to break off very 
choice branches . . . so brittle that they broke at the touch of the hand.
 Laughing merrily we stopped in the road and picked up a short, fat 
log of cottonwood that had fallen from a truck load of wood which was 
bumping away into the distance ahead of us. Ceremoniously lifting the 
stick of wood, we placed it gently on the freshly cut green branches 
and decided that we had “obtained the merry Yule log.” Dragging it 
home in the Chevrolet was far easier than snaking it along at the end of 
a constantly breaking rope, as our Christmas cards portray.
 After our dinner I managed to get a lot of reading done and a few 
letters written. The Gebbies (Mrs. Gebbie and her two rather Latin-
looking Scottish sons)38 came up and we decorated the house, ate lots 
of popcorn, listened to music from Mexico, and danced several tan-
gos and a paso-doble. Such scenes of slightly marked cordiality make 
me reassure myself that perhaps, after all, there may still be sparks of 
family life. The best family life, in its tone of companionable spirit and 
active common interests, that I have ever been privileged to observe 
is the home of the city planner John Nolen of Cambridge, Mass.39 
Pleasant evenings on his farm, which is his charming summer home 
in North Marshfield, Massachusetts, I always recall with a glow even 
more warming than that of his fireside.

Monday, December 19th, 1932

This morning I did only a couple of pages of ethnological reading, but 
rather spent my time finishing up Wolf Solent. The book . . . 966 pages 

 38. Lucy Gebbie and the oldest (James) and youngest (Robert) of her three sons.
 39. John Nolen (1869–1937), noted American landscape architect and city planner. 
“John Nolen,” http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/John_Nolen, accessed 21 Feb. 2009.
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in two volumes . . . is powerful writing . . . hardly a decent or indecent 
experience of the body of man or the mind of man or woman is left 
untouched, but throughout the selfish Wolf Solent strides. He seems 
unable to control either mind or body, he makes people suffer, his loves 
are all unnatural, he comes finally to the place where his “Mytholo-
gy” or conscious soul is lost, and then he finds how alone he is . . . the 
product of parental selfishness coupled with his own. Certainly there is 
nothing but morose unpleasant reaction with depressing consequenc-
es throughout the book, and the reading of its tomes excites one to a 
sort of hopelessness.
 For a Monday morning the mailman was exceedingly lacking in 
generosity, yet for each card or letter I am grateful. This afternoon I 
belonged to the state. I went to the Banking Department presided over 
by my host, who happened to be in the Black Hills, and there in the of-
fice of the Reconstruction Finance Corporation,40 I helped sign (with 
a rubber stamp) some ten thousand dollars ($10,000) worth of checks, 
in lots ranging from $2.00 to $25.50. These are being mailed out to help 
the unemployed, who have been working on roads et cetera in the gov-
ernment relief work. I hope some happiness may attend each check.
 At the Historical Society library this afternoon, we were working 
with the genealogical collections of families. I was very much inter-
ested in this and found that by the census of 1790, Hardwick, Vermont, 
numbered a population of three white free men over the age of 16 and 
no women or children. It was not really settled until 1793. I also found 
records of my direct ancestor, Isaac Cummings, listed in Watertown, 
Massachusetts, as freeman in 1646. My grandfather’s father was also 
Isaac Cummings. On my mother’s side, they were in Massachusetts and 
Connecticut (the Webster family) as early as 1647. After all I come next 

 40. The Reconstruction Finance Corporation (RFC) was a government agency pro-
posed by President Herbert Hoover in December 1931 and created by Congress in Janu-
ary 1932. Originally chartered to provide loans to banks, railroads, building and loan as-
sociations, and similar institutions in danger of failing, the RFC was soon authorized to 
lend money to states and municipalities for short-term public-works projects and other 
relief efforts when local resources were exhausted. The RFC spent $1.8 million in South 
Dakota alone between September 1932 and June 1933. See William E. Leuchtenburg, The 
Perils of Prosperity (Chicago: University of Chicago Press, 1958), pp. 257–58, and Stock, 
Main Street in Crisis, p. 31.

Copyright © 2009 by the South Dakota State Historical Society. All Rights Reserved.



1 2 2  |  S O U T H  D A K O T A  H I S T O R Y  |  V O L .  3 9 ,  N O .  2

after the Sioux in the tribe of Americans. One might spend days rolling 
back the arrases41 that veil the vestibules of the “tribal history” of his 
family. I’d like to do this, but my present study of Indian customs and 
lore comes chronologically first and also first in interest.
 Tonight I went to the Banking Department for a minute and noted 
how gaunt the capitol looked with the empty offices, which seemed 
great shadowy portals ready to engulf one. At least the Democrats are 
gathering to be engulfed by them, in the very near future.
 My next book will be the long longed-for O. E. Rølvaag’s Giants 
in the Earth.42 As this copy is a first edition and autographed by the  
author, it is particularly appealing to me before I even study the con-
tents. I love fine bindings and first editions providing they are of worthy  
content!

Tuesday, December 20th, 1932

This morning I had to hurry in order to get my daily quota of ethnolo-
gy reading done. At ten to ten Elliot took me out to the Indian School, 
where I had an appointment. It so happened that my visit coincided 
with the visit of the district’s government nurse. I went to the neat 
little hospital and then met the superintendent, Mr. Herbert Calhoun. 
We went into the fine modern school building which is large and well 
lighted, if not as well ventilated. We went into each grade and there 
was much of interest.
 In the first grade, the children sang an Indian song which bore the 
thought or invitation, “Come bear your blanket to my tipi!” About a 
dozen of those who come each year cannot speak the English language. 
Others there are who cannot speak the Dakota or Sioux tongue. The 
children are of all shades of bronze, some blond and with red hair and 
freckled faces. They are of course the half-bloods. The Indians come 
here from reservations in this state and North Dakota, Nebraska, and 
Montana. This means that there are a few Crows, Hidatsa, Mandan, 

 41. Wall hangings or tapestries.
 42. Ole Edvart Rølvaag, Giants in the Earth: A Saga of the Prairie, trans. Lincoln Col-
cord and the author (New York: Harper & Bros., 1927).
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and Pawnee. Going to the more advanced grades, we saw the attractive 
Christmas cards the children were making and the letters they were 
writing to their distant parents for the holiday. They show in some in-
stances rather rare talent, even as Lawrence His Law did in his singing 
on Saturday night.

Herbert C. Calhoun became 
the superintendent of the 
Pierre Indian School in 1931.

Each spring the students of the Pierre Indian School gave an “operetta” to showcase 
their skill in the theatrical and fine arts. The 1936 production, Dawn Boy, involved a cast 
and crew of 130.
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 The nurse was interested in their health and a careful check-up is 
made of their weights and their eyes. They come from the reservations 
undernourished or at least not having had the proper nourishment. 
Many also seemed to need eye attention. In one of the upper grades 
. . . the school goes through the ninth grade . . . I saw some very fine 
free-hand drawing by a boy.43 In several grades I was interested in their 
expression of Indian motives in the art. They took plain paper picnic-
plates and put on them colored geometric designs such as one sees 
on Indian blankets and baskets. There are eighteen various clubs that 
function evenings . . . art, penmanship, school paper, wood-working, 
athletic, glee-club, and so on. The work of the school is done by the In-
dians themselves. They are subject to regular inspections as to cleanli-
ness and personal hygiene. It is a very well administered school. I asked 
the school nurse about the Indian morality and she said that among the 
full bloods not in frequent contact with the whites of poor and riff-raff 
classes that hang around the reservations, they are of high moral tone.
 After luncheon with my friends I went to the State Historical Li-
brary to work on the books and largely on ethnological reports. We 
had an interesting time, too, for I had the handling of many rare old 
reports of early exploration in the west. The great names in those days 
are relatively limited to Lewis and Clark as far as the general public is 
concerned, to which names may be added Parkman in some instances. 
However, Father DeSmet, Father Hennepin, Catlin, Maximilian Prince 
of Wied, the artist Kurz, and the artist Bodmer are equally important 
names, not to mention the authors of the chronicles and records of Fort 
Berthold, Fort Pierre, and other trading and missionary posts. Riggs 
. . . Rev. Stephen Return Riggs . . . author of the grammar of the Da-
kota language,44 translator of the Bible . . . is the great name in South 

 43. Possibly artist Oscar Howe (1915–1983), who graduated from the Pierre Indian 
School in 1933. See “Dakota Images: Oscar Howe,” South Dakota History 16 (1986): 316–17, 
and John A. Day, “Oscar Howe: A Master Revisited,” South Dakota Magazine (July/Aug. 
1996): 18–27. The text of Day’s article appears on the website of the Oscar Howe Me-
morial Association at the University of South Dakota, Vermillion, at http://www.oscar-
howe.org/about.php (accessed 5 Mar. 2009).
 44. Stephen Return Riggs, ed., Grammar and Dictionary of the Dakota Language, 
Smithsonian Contributions to Knowledge, [vol. 4] (Washington, D.C.: Smithsonian In-
stitution, 1852).
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Dakota. His son45 is now an old gentleman living at the Oahe Mission 
twelve miles up the river, and he is the grandfather of Dr. Riggs who 
practices surgery in Pierre.46

 The sunset last night smoldered some time and then flashed into 
brilliance.
 In the evening I went to a bridge dinner at the Calhoun home out 
at the Indian School. It was an elegantly appointed meal and the food 
above any usual par. We laughed, chatted, and then in the pause after 
the dinner, the pretty young daughter played so nicely on the fine pia-
no. She is only eleven and her mother is her only music teacher, but she 
is most advanced for her age and should by sixteen be a finished young 
pianist. Madame Calhoun is both pianist and singer and was a member 
of Mme. Ernestine Schumann-Heink’s47 Master Class some years back.
 We played only auction bridge last night and I had never played a 
game of bridge before in my life. I played rather in a haze, but had lots 
of fun and enjoyed the good Scotch stories of Dr. McLaurin. At least 
my score card was not the lowest of this initial bridge attempt. Mrs. 
McLaurin is a Southern woman from Memphis and her soft modu-
lated voice recalled so many scenes to me, not least of which was the 
coolness of the gardens of old Charleston in South Carolina on a day 
when the streets without the garden walls were blistering pathways of 
torment. That was Labor Day now several years since. The Reverend 
Gesner brought me home at eleven thirty last night, and I felt a sort 
of interior happiness which I suddenly analyzed as a proof that I was 
no longer a stranger in Pierre. One always likes to find himself among 
friends!

 45. Thomas Lawrence Riggs (1848–1940), oldest son of Stephen Return Riggs (1812–
1833) and Mary Ann Longley Riggs (1813–1869). See “Riggs,” Biography Files, State Ar-
chives Collection, South Dakota State Historical Society (SDSHS), Pierre, SD.
 46. Theodore Foster Riggs (1874–1962), oldest son of Thomas Lawrence Riggs and his 
first wife, Nina Foster Riggs (1848–1878). See ibid.
 47. Ernestine Schumann-Heink (1861–1936), a well-known opera singer. “Ernestine 
Schumann-Heink,” http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Schumann-Heink, accessed 22 Feb. 
2009.
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Wednesday, December 21st, 1932

The sun has been up, generous this morning both to a neighbor’s wash-
ing and to my back as I started a few pages of Rølvaag’s Giants in the 
Earth. I am nearly finished with studying the ethnological work on the 
burial customs of the Sioux, Algonquin, and Caddoan Indian groups 
west of the Mississippi. There are about ten more pages to study and 
the fruit of the study to date is a pile of thirty cards full of finely-writ-
ten notes.
 The mailman brought me cards and letters to cheer me and above 
all a very choice picture of the Rockies . . . my newest land of conquest 
. . . from the Snyders of Valley who are the foremen of the ranch. We 
drove to the Indian School to deliver a picture this afternoon.
 This afternoon, before going to the State Historical Library, I went 
up to the Banking Department in the State Capitol. Calling on Jim 
Gebbie in the office of the Reconstruction Finance Corporation, I 
found that he and his assistant were frenziedly busy trying to get out 
seven hundred checks so that they would reach the people who had 
been working on the employment aid scheme in time for Christmas. 
I sat down at the adding machine and soon was whirling off numbers 
that total over $7,000. Then I went to Mrs. Gebbie’s office, where in 
a dull moment she was studying character-reading from handwriting 
which is her hobby. She showed me a book-keeping typewriter which 
is the most complicated machine I’ve seen in a long time.
 At the library we were busy on Bureau of Ethnology and Smithson-
ian Institution bulletins and American Historical Association reports. 
Gladly would I have thumbed each page of the ethnology books, but 
I have plenty to do if I am going to know my own, which have been 
kindly sent me by the direction of the Secretary of the Smithsonian 
Institution.
 They have begun moving the museum cases from the capitol into 
the Soldiers’ and Sailors’ War Memorial Building where the Historical 
Society is housed. One case suffered a fractured door . . . and it has a 
two-stage flight of stairs before it is permanently placed.
 There was a nice symphony tonight over the radio with our Ameri-
can composer of suites, Mr., or I should say, Dr. Henry Hadley conduct-
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ing. His Peking Suite48 was very atmospheric and full of tonal intricacies 
that lend charm to his compositions. I preferred above all other parts 
the “Jade Street” and the “Forbidden City.”
 In the late mail today I had a letter from His Grace, the Duke of 
Alba, stating that conditions in Spain are very bad and seemingly get-
ting much worse. He has ever been so gracious and generous to me 
that I feel deeply chagrined to be unable to help him in the present 
government of questionable value that rules the country of the Catho-
lic Kings. This republicanism is a vast and expensive fad, but costs such 
unmeasurable reaction that the country is suffering from its cankerous 
growth. It will break and then what will Spain have?49

 A game of knock-out whist and memories of train rides through the 
Pass of Balquhidder toward Oban50 when we used to play it completed 
the evening, to the accompaniment of the Westminster Choir.

Thursday, December 22nd, 1932

Today has been quite varied in its happenings. This morning we fixed 
the Christmas tree in its standard and decorated it and completed the 
decoration of the house. There were a few more cheerful Christmas 
cards and then I even managed to get a page of my studying done, but 
did not finish the ethnology bulletin as I had hoped.
 Immediately after luncheon, I was taken by Mr. Warren and his 
daughter down to the high school where I spoke on “The Making of 
Modern History” in the Modern History class, whose teacher is attrac-
tive Miss Smock of Kansas. I spoke on Spain’s revolution leading up 
to the cause’s aid, discussing probable results. The class was indeed 
courteously attentive. Then I went on to the State Historical Depart-

 48. Henry Kimball Hadley, Streets of Peking: A Series of Seven Chinese Impressions for 
Orchestra in Three Parts (New York: C. Fisher, 1933). Before this edition was released, 
Hadley had called the suite Streets of Pekin, and it is known by both names.
 49. Cummings knew the Duke of Alba from his 1929 and 1930 visits to Spain, where 
he tutored members of the royal family at the court of King Alfonso XIII while a student 
at the University of Madrid. The troubles Cummings notes ultimately led to the Span-
ish Civil War (1936–1939). 
 50. Balquhidder and Oban are towns on the west coast of Scotland.
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ment and saw a great many official and personal papers of Governor 
Mellette, who was the last governor of Dakota Territory and the first 
governor of the State of South Dakota.
 From there I went to the State Banking Department, where a Christ-
mas party was in progress. My host, the superintendent, was given 
some superb leather baggage, and the hostess a large and extremely 
handsome bouquet of chrysanthemums both yellow and white, flow-
ers as large as children’s heads. First we had popcorn balls and apples 
and then Santa Claus came with silly little presents for each one. There 
had been a drawing of names. I received a tiny toy xylophone set . . . 
the price limit was ten cents for the gifts . . . and a small brown horse 
with these very clever verses which I have every reason to believe Elliot 
wrote:

a dude and a horse

To a spot mid western mountains
Where earth can meet the sky,
Came a dude with eastern accent,
And the wish to see and try.
In that place where dudes and wranglers mix,
Where earth can meet the sky,
No aching bones nor stiffened joints,
Could quell his do or die.
On those paths that pierce the pines
Up toward the walls of rocks,
That dude’s best friend has been
A sure-footed horse named SOCKS.
   * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
Ride ’em cowboy!!!

 After this there came sandwiches and hot coffee served in the main 
offices from the capitol Cafeteria Department in the basement. I knew 
so many there that I enjoyed myself very much and felt very full of 
candy and popcorn . . . far too satisfied to partake of dinner which we 
as a family dispensed with.
 I received a Christmas card from Mazie today which is a duplicate 
of those I sent to my choicest foreign friend to depict Wyoming. They 
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are pictures made by the famed Belden51 of the Pitchfork Ranch near 
Meeteetse. It is an engraving from the photograph of his mountain 
ranch, the Z-bar-T ranch, in the winter. Sometime, small though it be, 
I shall have it framed. After looking at it and the photo-card from the 
Merrill Snyders of Ishawooa, the A2Z Ranch,52 I begin to hunger for 
the hills, and the peaks . . . there seem to be so many people here53 and 
this is after all a very small town for its political importance.
 Tonight I shall go to the Gebbies, for Con, the middle son, is back 
from the State Normal School (Eastern State Teachers College) at 
Madison, South Dakota. He is working his way through there.

Friday, December 23rd, 1932

My mania to receive Christmas cards has grown so strong that the 
mailman seemed to crawl today. I finally finished the ethnology study 
that I’ve spent eight mornings in pursuing. The notes will serve me 
some way later even though I don’t know how at present. Only a few 
more pages of Giants in the Earth were devoured. I like Rølvaag’s style 
very much.
 At eleven I went down to the State Historical Society and from there 
over to the Junior High School, where in the last assembly before vaca-
tion I spoke for half an hour on Spain and Morocco before the two hun-
dred and fifty or more students enrolled in the Central School. They 
were an exciting audience to speak to, for they paid the best of atten-
tion and were all eyes and ears . . . to fall back on an old provincialism.
 In the afternoon Elliot and I did a little shopping and then drove 
over the newly painted Missouri River bridge and out on the prairie 
to the boulder marking the site of Old Fort Pierre . . . a trading post 
demolished in 1859. I could so easily people this prairie after my com-

 51. Charles J. Belden (1887–1966), noted Wyoming photographer and frequent visitor 
to Valley Ranch.
 52. Merrill Snyder managed the A2Z ranch, which bordered Valley Ranch and was 
also owned by Larom.
 53. In 1930, the population of Pierre was 3,659. U.S., Department of Commerce, Bu-
reau of the Census, Fifteenth Census of the United States, 1930, Population (Washington, 
D.C.: Government Printing Office, 1931), 1:1014.
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pleted study. The recent ethnological bulletin number eighty-three re-
fers to an account by Catlin, who in 1832 referred to an encampment of 
Sioux, of six hundred skin tipis around the Fort.54 I also looked into the 
woods along the river south of the site of the fort for, in 1850, Culbert-
son observed in his journal that, “The Fort Pierre grave-yard lies about 
a quarter of a mile south of the fort.”
 A little later I went to the State Historical Department, but as Mr. 
Fox was ill there was little that could be accomplished. I did see some 
interesting documents with the signature and marks of various notable 
Sioux chieftains.
 In the evening Enrique came up. His case is lamentable. He is a na-
tive of Chile and a member of the noteworthy Gacitua family. Appoint-
ed to the consular service, he was assigned to the Consulate General in 
New York. Shortly after arriving there, there was one of the periodical 
national revolutions in Chile and he found himself suddenly dismissed. 
He was a very long way from home and hoped to live here and get some 
kind of work, but the depression arrived at the same time. He came 
out to Pierre because here there was living a woman whom he had 

The first road bridge across the Missouri at Pierre was completed in 1926. Unlike the 
older railroad bridge behind it, this bridge was built high enough to accommodate river 
traffic without using moving spans.

 54. Bushnell, Burials of the Algonquian, Siouan, and Caddoan Tribes.   
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grown up with, an English lady married to a Pierre man, but born and 
brought up in Chile. Here he has lived, giving a few lessons in Spanish, 
doing work of every menial kind and always being promised a reap-
pointment.
 Now, with a new president who is also a friend of his father, his 
hopes are high,55 but we shall see that his Christmas is cheerful, and 
have invited him here for dinner. He is a true caballero and intelligent 
as well as charming. His main hobby is engineering, and while there 
are those who would gladly give him a position here in the States, yet 
they know that the ignorant country people would raise a shout about 
the hiring of a foreigner. After all, our common people are so generous 
in the palaver about brotherhood until they are called upon to show it, 
and then their Christianity vanishes into very thin air . . . our beloved 
brethren. By common people I do not mean those who may be poor or 
who have had no advantages, but those satisfied yet grumbling mortals 
in huge number who never try to forge ahead or accept the blessings 
already round about them.

Saturday, December 24th, 1932

We were all up and about early today with all we had on hand to get 
done. I went to the State Historical Department a minute when my 
host went to his office in the capitol. Then there was time to do a little 
ethnological reading on the Arikara Tribal Organization. There are so 
few of them alive up in Central North Dakota that many tribal super-
stitions and customs are forgotten. There were once twelve cities or 
towns of these tribes. Mr. Gilmore of the Anthropological Museum of 
the University of Michigan is the leading authority on these tribes of 
the Caddoan lingual nation. (As I write I am listening to Smetana’s The 
Bartered Bride, that is, to the polka movement of it.)56

 55. Enrique Gacitua was appointed Chilean consul to the state of New Jersey some-
time prior to October 1939. See “Chilean couple to be married,” New York Times, 17 Oct. 
1939.
 56.  Bedřich Smetana (1824–1884) used Czech themes and melodies in many of his 
works, including this popular comic opera composed in 1866. “Bedřich Smetana,” http:// 
en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Bed%C5%99ich_Smetana, accessed 9 Apr. 2009.
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 This afternoon we called on Enrique and made sure that he would 
come up here for dinner tomorrow afternoon. It will be at five in the 
afternoon that our big feast takes place. Elliot did a little last minute 
shopping. The sidewalks were full of the children from the Indian 
School in for a little, a pitiful amount of shopping. We then went up 
to the State House, and there in the vaulted filing room I wrote a few 
letters and saw the various complicated forms that go with running so 
vast and important a business.
 We came home a little before four o’clock. I put in a telephone call 
to far away Hardwick, Vermont, and in fourteen minutes was talking to 
my beloved mother, way off there in the deep snow under the shadow 
of Buffalo Mountain. What we said is unimportant, the real and abid-
ing impression was that Mother was there and her voice which had 
soothed, scolded, and praised me was vivid and right there. I spoke a 
few words to a faithful neighbor and now I suppose everyone in the 
little town is talking of my extravagance, but many a person would pay 
double the $6.45 to have a mother to talk to. She said my small pack-
ages had reached her and that they were her Christmas and would be 

Cummings would have walked past window displays like this one while shopping 
downtown. Reminiscent of an Edward Hopper painting, this photograph of a Pierre 
restaurant was taken in 1930.

Copyright © 2009 by the South Dakota State Historical Society. All Rights Reserved.



S U M M E R  2 0 0 9  |  C U M M I N G S  J O U R N A L  |  1 3 3

opened in the morning. I thank you, Alexander Graham Bell, from the 
bottom of my heart for this gift that has given mankind fine webs of 
contact across continent and ocean’s width.
 I have written a few letters and listened to much fine music, but 
the best program as far as my personal interest is concerned was the 
re-broadcast of the Christ College Chapel program from Cambridge, 
England, which we heard shortly before lunch.
 Tonight we will take presents and leave them with the Gebbies. This 
will be after our dinner of oyster cocktail and baked ham with other ac-
companiments. Then we will return and open our packages and then 
go to the midnight service in Trinity Episcopal Church.

Christmas Day, Sunday, December 25th, 1932

Last night we went to the Gebbies and found that the two boys who live 
here in Pierre had gone to the movies and that only Conley was home 
with his mother. We chatted there awhile and then, leaving our gifts, 
we went on toward 781 Huron Avenue, but the snow having become 
so deep we slipped too much for comfort. Once back at the house and 
with a new log on the fire, we started opening our presents. There were 
many and even had all been very small, which was not the case, there 
was great satisfaction that people had stopped to think of us and send 
us a small remembrance. I really was overcome with my many gifts:

One pair of English riding boots

Three boxes of initialed handkerchiefs

Two pairs of hose

One smoking set which will be a convenience for my guests

James Barrie’s newest book and only one in many years57

A utility box with razor blades, shaving cream, tooth paste, three 
rolls of films, transparent corners for mounting snapshots, and a 
tube of glue, also a bottle of mucilage

 57. Almost certainly J. M. Barrie, Farewell Miss Julie Logan: A Wintry Tale (New York: 
C. Scribner’s Sons, 1932). In his full journal, Cummings mentions finishing this book at 
Valley Ranch on 9 January 1933.
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 In another package there was some fine shaving cream and a little 
white porcelain frog to swallow my old razor blades. Every man knows 
that this is a real benefit for we often wonder where we are to put these 
dangerous cast-off blades.
 I had a picture of my host and hostess here which was very pleasing, 
for they have been so kind and generous and loving to me. There are 
a few packages, mostly foreign ones, awaiting me at Valley where I ex-
pect to see them on the fifth of the first month of the oncoming year.
 At eleven we went to the Episcopal Church for the midnight com-
munion service. It was a beautiful service and the short remarks by 
the rector, the clever and sincere Reverend Gesner, were soothing and 
kindly. Assisting him at the communion was the rector of the Indian 
School Mission. Many there were of the white race who received the 
Host from the hands of a full-blooded and gentle-minded Sioux Indian 
last night. This Reverend Roullard is very shy but very capable.
 I saw Mrs. Calhoun at the service, also a few familiar faces. The white 
roses on either side of the altar were so pure and so symbolic. The faked 
poinsettias remind me of the great hedges of these strange modified 
leaf-flowers that used to grow on either side of the walk at 215 West 
Wisconsin Avenue in DeLand, Florida.58

 When we came home I was very curious to know what would be on 
the air. Turning slowly past the various stations, I came to KOA Denver 
and listened to Gregorian music. It was a service being conducted in 
Denver, the Pontifical High Mass in the Cathedral of the Immaculate 
Conception, with the Very Reverend Bishop of Colorado officiating. 
Never have I heard such music. We finally raised a very small glass of 
very fine wine to the Spirit of Christmas and went to bed at five minutes 
to three. Seven Catholic services were still under way on the air then.
 Needless to say, I got up very late this morning and was fully rested. 
I certainly did get up just in time, however, to hear a re-broadcast carol 
service embracing England, France, and Germany. There has been fine 
music all day.

 58. DeLand, Florida, home of Stetson University, where Cummings spent his first 
three years of college.
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 Young Dicky Fossum from next door came over with his new shovel 
and was quite anxious to sweep the Ruden walk. That he did and was 
finally persuaded to accept a stick of candy in appreciation for his re-
ally fine job. He is seven.
 I like the old Spanish refrain that I came across two years ago. Rough-
ly, as I remember it, the sense was “El quien en el dia de la Navidad 
de Nuestro Señor, piensa en sus amigos, el les trae la benedicción del 
Redentor” (He who on the birthday of Our Lord thinks of his friends, 
brings to them the blessings of the Redeemer). For this reason I have 
written to a few distant friends who are my dearest and my nearest.
 How lonely the State Capitol is this afternoon, with only three of us 
up in the Banking Department while Mr. Ruden looks over his papers. 
Our real reason for being here is to leave the house while Mrs. Ruden 
prepares for the great feast at five this afternoon, with the Gebbies and 
Enrique Gacitua present. They are large-hearted people, these genial 
hosts of mine.
 What a dinner we had. We launched right into the tremendous tur-
key with all the gelatinized salads, creamed cauliflower, then mashed 
potatoes, carrots, hot rolls, the various pickles and jellies, then a frozen 
dessert with coffee, nuts, candy and stuffed dates. At the end of the 
meal there were more things stuffed than the dates. We also enjoyed 
the little conversation we had at the table on customs of Christmas in 
other lands. Enrique told us of Chile and I told of Spain and Scotland.
 After the dinner, some played cards, the seniorality of the family 
party left for a short auto drive around town to see the Christmas trees. 
Conley Gebbie and I retired upstairs to look at scrapbooks and talk. 
We were not keen on bridge, either of us.
 Later in the evening when everyone had returned, we all sat around 
the big dining table and played a fine game of cards which lasted us to 
the midnight hour, when all returned to their various homes. It was a 
merry MERRY Christmas.
 It was not difficult on retiring to count my blessings, for truly to 
be with friends and partake of decent fellowship is a large blessing  
indeed.
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Monday, December 26th, 1932

This is the great international day of anti-climax! Housewives are mak-
ing their menus out of leftovers. Children are crying over broken toys 
and men are trying to smoke cigars which are not their favorite brand. 
There are many yawns and shadows under eyes. After the card game 
that lasted so late last night, we stayed late in bed. Besides, there was 
no mail delivery to enhance the early hours. Once awake, it was nicer 
to talk and lounge around than make the initial effort to dress.
 We went down to the State House and up into the Banking Depart-
ment to spend an hour while Mr. Ruden was busy with some financial 
papers. I wrote a few letters. In the afternoon I assembled various clip-
pings and programs in my latest scrapbook. I enjoy these collections of 
personal memory-scraps and the like; I must have over thirty various 
scrapbooks ranging from thin ones about Forest Park in Saint Louis 
. . . beautiful snapshots made by a thoughtful friend; slightly thicker 
ones of short trips to Quebec, down the Mississippi River in a packet 
with a back paddle-wheel; and finally immense things about European 
and Newfoundland and Mexican trips. They are pictorial cross-sec-
tions of my environmental life.
 My host and hostess had to drive to Agar and Okobojo in Sully 
County, north along the Missouri River. We took the other car and, 
calling for Con Gebbie, drove over to Fort Pierre and back. I fixed the 
high-tea, if I may flatter it by calling it thus. After tea we studied scrap-
books and then went to the Grand Theatre to see Mitzi Green in Little 
Orphan Annie. Mitzi’s acting and that of the youngster taking the part 
of Michael were very well done. The character of Daddy Warbucks was 
not convincing even in the little that entered into the picture. It was a 
pleasant picture and very popular with the children. I confess an equal 
enjoyment for the animated cartoon that went along with it. However, 
the Spanish Royal Family liked “Mickey Mouse” and so do I.
 After the show we drove about town a bit and then came home. I 
spent an hour in the very interesting pages of Giants in the Earth. I am 
reading this book in a very appropriate setting . . . in a Norwegian-
American home whose individual ancestors were settlers on this Da-
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kota Territory prairie . . . and to complete this picture, I am reading the 
book in a house situated on the selfsame prairie.
 As much-discussed Mr. Pepys59 of seventeenth-century London 
would have said . . . “and so to bed.”

Tuesday, December 27th, 1932

This morning life assumed more normal proportions, although one 
could still yawn when his mind lost grip on his reflexes. I spent the en-
tire morning answering letters and reading more of Giants in the Earth. 
I like this book so much more than I did Wolf Solent, perhaps because 
it is nearer me in life and environment.
 The afternoon was one of dust and dingy documents at the State 
Historical Library. I worked on old military records and orders of now 
extinct forts: Fort Sully, Fort Rice, and trading posts that were in 1870 
and 1871 (the dates of the majority of the documents) precarious and 
unsure settlements, and are now established communities. Many of the 
orders were amusing . . . one was a record of a Captain who overslept 
and didn’t appear for reveille, another was a record of a fright that was 
caused by the kicking of an army mule against a frail barn door. Some 
of the accounts were grim . . . soldiers’ foul play among themselves; 
soldiers found dead on the prairie, with arrows in their eyes and their 
hearts. There were accounts of ransoms paid to the Indians for the 
return of captive women, with a sharp reprimand from the Adjutant 
General in Washington stating that no more ransoms were to be per-
mitted. That was all right from Washington where there was no danger. 
I wonder how the tune would have gone if it had been the Adjutant 
General’s wife . . . or was that perhaps his reason for such a ruling! The 
accounts of the packet boats that ran busily up and down the Missouri, 
from the rail-head at Yankton to the various posts northward, were 
most stirring. In 1870 the landing of 100 iron beds for the soldiers at the 
Cheyenne Agency was a severe problem.

 59. Samuel Pepys (1633–1703), whose diary provides an authoritative record of life 
in London from 1660 to 1669. “Samuel Pepys,” http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Samuel_
Pepys, accessed 22 Feb. 2009.

Copyright © 2009 by the South Dakota State Historical Society. All Rights Reserved.



1 3 8  |  S O U T H  D A K O T A  H I S T O R Y  |  V O L .  3 9 ,  N O .  2

 This evening there has been time to bring my scrapbook to date and 
to remember a few foreign friends who have had to wait for letters. A 
few more pages of Rølvaag and then to bed.

Wednesday, December 28th, 1932

This morning I had time to finish another chapter in the Rølvaag book. 
Then I set out to answer a few letters before the mailman came. I did 
not quite accomplish my aim and there were more books and papers 
to attend to that kept me from this desire. Then the generous mailman 
brought me latent cards and a package . . . rich sugared and salted pe-
cans from a friend in Fort Worth, Texas, who knows that I appreciate 
the rare spicy bits of food.
 The radio feature of the day has been Clara, Lou, and Em, which Mrs. 
Ruden always listens to at a quarter past nine in the morning. They 
are of the lower middle class type and exceedingly funny at times, al-
though at other moments they seem a bit flat.
 The afternoon started with a ride through town which ended at the 
capitol, where I got out and went to the library of the State Historical 
Department. There was general confusion there, for two extra work-
men were on hand moving books around and emptying boxes and the 
like. We covered much ground and were covered with much dust. Mr. 
Fox apologized for being unable to pay me for my work, but I assured 
him that as a member of the Society I was naturally interested and 
ready to contribute my bit. Moreover, the duplicate ethnological re-
ports that he gave me were worth more than my work. Such reports are 
out of print and may not be obtained from the government. They can 
be bought at the library of Dauber and Pine in New York City for $2.50. 
They are huge and heavy, but such as the XVIth Annual Report with 
its papers on the Sioux, and Bulletin 40, which is Franz Boas’s Indian 
Language Handbooks, are indeed valuable even to such a novice as I.60

 60. See Sixteenth Annual Report of the Bureau of American Ethnology to the Secretary of 
the Smithsonian Institution, 1894–’95 (Washington, D.C.: Government Printing Office, 
1897), and Franz Boas, ed., Handbook of American Indian Languages, 2 vols., Smithsonian 
Institution, Bureau of American Ethnology, Bulletin no. 40 (Washington, D.C.: Govern-
ment Printing Office, 1911, 1922).
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 The sunset was a swirl of salmon in a medium of opaque blue. Elliot 
picked me up and on arrival at 781 Huron Avenue we gloated over the 
ethnological reports. I gave him ten which were not of great interest to 
me, but kept seven that were, ponderous though they will be to carry 
to Vermont via Wyoming.
 In the evening we celebrated with a sort of farewell bridge party. 
Everything here is “farewell” for the Republicans and their families 
. . . state office holders for years. The Democrats are being very nasty 
about everything. There have been several Democrats employed in 
each department under the Republican Administration. The incoming 
Democrats are making a clean sweep, and with a mere slight fragrance 
of Republicanism, a workman, officer or expert gets ousted quick as a 
wink.
 I play very poor auction bridge but have a grand time just in my own 
blundering way. I may sometime learn to keep the score card accurate, 
but at present I get entangled in the “honors” and the “down-ones” et 
cetera. There are as many terms peculiar to bridge as there are to golf 
or cricket. We played quite late. The governor’s daughter had to leave 
earlier because of a later appointment. Our supper was very attractive 
and our chatter was free and friendly . . . an evening of pleasant com-
panionship to add to one’s calendar of holiday events.

Thursday, December 29th, 1932

This morning was entirely spent on getting letters out to my friends 
lest the new year arrive with unanswered letters chalked up against 
me. I fear this may yet happen.
 Part of the day I spent packing books, ethnological reports, and bul-
letins for their journey to Valley Ranch where they will await me. Much 
as I like Valley, I am not eager to return for I will be there a long time 
once I get there.
 The afternoon was devoted to sorting the seemingly endless re-
prints of the proceedings of the United States National Museum, and 
in arranging the annual reports of the Smithsonian Institution and its 
various branches.
 In the evening I was guest for dinner at the charming apartment of 
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Miss Calhoun, the secretary of the Historical Society, in the St. Charles 
Hotel. The Director and Mrs. Fox were also there with their daughter, 
Harriet Jane. I must say that the apartment was very fine in contrast 
with the lobby, which was this evening decorated with groups of con-
tractors who had been bidding for highway contracts.
 After the dinner we all went to the Bijou to see Marie Dressler and 
Polly Moran in Prosperity. In no picture previously have I laughed as 
much, even in others with the same case. Marie’s humor is clean and 
rollicking and yet not silly. Elements taken from everyday life and em-
phasized make the drama in both a humorous and a tragic vein. There 
is always the pathos and grim reality in her pictures to relieve the hu-
mor from reducing the whole picture to comedy level. It is not clown-
ing. The tragedy moves always in the background, but in this instance 
it doesn’t break through as it did in her excellent picture Emma, which 
I also enjoyed when I saw it last spring in Port Henry, New York.
 Back at the house we discussed the political issues that are so soon 
to bear fruit here for the Democrats. I packed up a dozen more books 
and went to bed.

Friday, December 30th, 1932

As I write, I have beside me a pebble-grained leather book bearing the 
gilt title Dakota Wowapi Wakan,61 which is to say Dakota New Testa-
ment, the scriptures in the Dakota or Sioux language. On the flyleaf 
is an inscription: “To my new friend Philip E. (a mistake) Cummings, 
T. L. Riggs 12/30/32.” This is the writing of a patriarchal old man, who 
came to this section in 1872 to do missionary work with the Indians, 
being then a young man. His father came here in 1840, just after Fort 
Pierre began its flourishing days as a trading post, being centrally lo-
cated between the Rosebud, the Standing Rock, and the Cheyenne 
agencies of the Indians which were, rather than government reserves, 
locations where certain tribes lived in reasonably large communities.
 To get the right start on this journal, I will review the earlier details 

 61. Stephen R. Riggs, trans., Dakota Wowapi Wakan Kin: The New Testament, in the 
Dakota Language (New York: American Bible Society, 1866).
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of the morning. Elliot drove to town so that I might mail the books and 
then we went to a paint shop to select the frame for an etching of the 
Marienplatz, Munich, which Elliot received for Christmas. I suggested, 
since the morning was pretty, that we drive out to the old Oahe Mis-
sion. We went to the State Historical Department and asked Mr. Fox 
for a letter of introduction which he quickly gave us. We also took the 
time to have more gas put in the tank, remembering that we ran out 
of gas when miles from Pierre on the other side of the river. I walked a 
mile then and a rancher helped us out.
 We drove out of town and past the monument marking the geo-
graphical center of North America and of South Dakota, then turning 
off went toward the river, finally riding along the tops of the bluffs. 
With the snow and sunshine, there was a whole pattern of blue and 
silver creases in the landscape with the white frozen river pouring into 
the throat of the prairie. Soon we came to the road going down to the 
riverside meadows known as Oahe Bottom. As we went along I could 
see the conical piles of sand that marked the prairie dog towns. Last 
fall they were all activity with dozens of the scurrying animals, but 
now they rose like miniature pyramids out of the snow. As a matter of 
fact, the snow was pretty thin here for the wind had blown it nearly all 
away. We drove past several farms and then, turning to the left, came to 
the stone house of Oahe. The little mission church is beside it, a small 
white building that has a small tower and bell. There are big barns and 
as we stopped I noted that they were sawing up a pile of cottonwood 
in the barnyard.
 I knocked at the big door, a fabrication of heavy wood and very 
solidly made with metal studding. A short grey-eyed man opened the 
door, the son of the old missionary.62 He told us that his father was 
within and invited us in. The old gentleman arose to greet us. He was 
of medium height, even tall perhaps before the years had bent his fig-
ure somewhat. His eyes were bright, his face graced by a heavy white 
beard, truly patriarchal. Though dressed, he kept on his warm loung-
ing robe. In the fireplace there was burning a jolly fire. I presented my 

 62. Lawrence Howard Riggs (1889–1988). See “Riggs, Lawrence,” Biography Files, 
State Archives Collection, SDSHS.
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letter and explained that I was anxious to meet the last of the old fron-
tier missionaries. He was very gracious to me.
 As we talked he unraveled bits of history. His son, a teacher of music 
theory at Ward-Belmont College, pulled out some old photographs to 
show us. Dr. Thomas L. Riggs, there in front of me, told me of his father, 
Dr. Stephen Return Riggs, whose Dakota grammar I obtained from the 
Smithsonian Institution. He and the language scholar Williamson63 
translated the Bible and the Hymnal into the Dakota tongue. I have a 
copy of the Hymnal, the New Testament translation the good Dr. Riggs 
graciously gave me today.
 He came out here to work in 1872, his house was built of logs in 
1873, and moved into in 1874. At that time there was a village of three 
hundred skin tipis on the Oahe Bottom land. At first the Indians were 
not too friendly, but they grew gradually to have confidence in them. 
I remarked to him that after he came here there would have been the 
great Sioux warfare. He told me then of the time when the battle of the 

The Oahe Chapel, pictured at right in 1928, was relocated above Oahe Dam before 
reservoir waters inundated this site in the 1960s. The Riggs ranch house at left, which 
Thomas L. Riggs constructed of native stone, now rests beneath the waters of Lake 
Oahe.

 63. John Poage Williamson (1835–1917). See “Williamson, John P. and Thomas S.,” 
ibid.
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Little Big Horn was fought and Custer was killed. He said that there 
was no demonstration among his group of Indians, but still one could 
tell there was something in the air. Twenty four hours after the battle 
they heard about it from the Indians, although their system of commu-
nication he could not ascertain. It might have been fires and flares, but 
he couldn’t be sure. Two days later the news came in to the other white 
people via the telegraph at Yankton in South Dakota and Bismarck in 
North Dakota (both were then Dakota Territory.) I asked him if there 
was any reaction among the Indians toward them. He said, “Yes, in-
deed, they came to us for protection from the soldiers.”

Thomas Riggs arrived in Dakota 
Territory as a young man and 
had ministered to the Sioux 
Indians for nearly sixty years 
by the time Cummings met him 
in 1932. 
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 Dr. Riggs admitted that he had known many of the bad chiefs even 
to the far-famed Sitting Bull. He showed me roots that the Indians used 
to vary their meat diet. He showed me leather saddle bags painted with 
natural dyes. He showed me skin-workers, dolls, bead work and split 
porcupine quill designs. The great and valuable bulk of his collection 
was burned in the 1890s when their log mission house was burned; it 
is thought a piece of stovepipe fell down in the upstairs portion. Little 
was saved, at all events.
 Mrs. Riggs64 came in and was a motherly gracious woman, who fit-
ted the sentiment of hospitality that was expressed by a little printed 
maxim above the fireplace. I wish I had had the time to copy it. I asked 
her about the friendliness of the Indians. She said that they grew more 
friendly as time went on. She told the story of their trip across the plains 
of the Cheyenne Agency reservation. It was snowy weather and they 
arrived at an Indian house for lunch. There was little or no comfort in 
the place. There had just been a death in the family and consequently 
they had given much away to the relatives.
 They all talked awhile and finally the Indian said to his wife, “Why 
don’t you put the pot on. It is the custom to give the travelers food.” 
The wife said she knew that but they were white people and would 
not eat with Indians. The Indian’s reply concerning the missionaries 
was, “They are not white people. They are our friends, they speak our 
language, they are our relatives.” The pot was immediately put on. Mrs. 
Riggs says that when they came here, the Sioux were still burying their 
relatives on the scaffolds and up along the Cheyenne River in trees. 
This bears out the study of Bushnell that I have just completed.
 When I had to leave and drive back to town with Elliot, I was very 
sorry to say goodbye to the old man who could have and might have 
told me much more.65 All the children of this family have been fine 
professional men.
 This afternoon there was the broadcast of the Philadelphia Sym-
phony Orchestra under Leopold Stokowski’s direction. The first part 

 64. Louisa Irvine Riggs (1859–1951). See “Riggs, Louisa Irvine,” ibid. 
 65. For an overview of the life of Thomas Riggs, see Paula M. Nelson, Introduction 
to Thomas Lawrence Riggs, Sunset to Sunset: A Lifetime with My Brothers, the Dakotas 
(Pierre: South Dakota State Historical Society Press, 1997), pp. vii–xxv.
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was very fine and the Unfinished Symphony by Schubert was perfect, but 
this I cannot say for the last piece, which was the Third Symphony of a 
modern Soviet composer. It resembled a score of plumbers at work on 
the same pipe. The violin fugue preceding it was more satisfying.66

 In my mail today was a letter from a friend in Spain who has very 
generously received an American friend of mine in her home, on his 
presenting a letter of introduction from me. This is great because the 
Spanish home is rather closed to foreigners. I have also learned that 
the last of my Spanish manuscripts are coming from far away grey-and-
white Madrid. The card supreme of the mail was from the head of the 
Spanish department of Middlebury College, under whom I studied 
and taught last year. He is the greatest teacher I have ever known. To be 
half the professor that Dr. Juan Centeno is would be ambition enough 
for me. Nor do I forget his capable wife.67 They were so kind to Mother 
when she visited me last February in Middlebury, and then proceeded 
to slip on the ice her second night there, breaking her glasses, cutting 
her face badly; still she was very, very sporty about it all. Thank good-
ness the scars are almost imperceptible.
 The family, with the exception of Elliot, is going out tonight, so we 
will have oyster stew alone. No, not alone for there is a dirty white 
cat belonging to the neighbors that has called on us. I shall bring his 
regards to “Bernstein.”68 He is affectionate in spite of coal dust on his 
ermine coat. We shall read and listen to the radio and otherwise have a 
quiet evening as our plans now are.

Saturday, December 31st . . . adieu 1932

We did have a quiet evening. I swam gloriously in the troubled wa-
ters of Giants of the Earth. The book interprets more and more these 
plains where I am spending full days. I shall long remember the visit at 

 66. Dmitri Shostakovich’s avant-garde May Day Symphony was preceded by Arcady 
Dubensky’s Violin Fugue in the concert program. Robert D. Heinl, “Radio Dial Flashes,” 
Washington Post, 30 Dec. 1932. 
 67. Juan A. Centeno (1905–1949), director of the Spanish School at Middlebury, and 
his wife, Catherine (1907–1974).
 68. Cummings’s favorite cat at Valley Ranch.

Copyright © 2009 by the South Dakota State Historical Society. All Rights Reserved.



1 4 6  |  S O U T H  D A K O T A  H I S T O R Y  |  V O L .  3 9 ,  N O .  2

the home of Dr. Thomas Riggs and the old gentleman’s generous kind-
ness to me. He told me that he could speak Dakota . . . with the accent 
strongly on the Da . . . easier than English, in fact his early training em-
braced both languages. I mentioned my study of David Bushnell Jr.’s, 
Burial Customs of the Algonquian, Siouan and Caddoan Tribes West of the 
Mississippi. Besides mentioning the scaffold burials, he said that there 
was probably not a sign left of the old Fort Pierre burial ground which 
was on the bluffs above the Bad (formerly the Teton) River. I asked 
him if the Christian Indians still buried utensils with their dead. Mrs. 
Riggs answered for him that they never put in utensils that she knew 
of, but often a Bible, the New Testament, or a Hymnal, as well as their 
favorite moccasins.
 The radio last evening was very fine. The Cities Service Program 
maintains a well rounded program that always pleases me. Music over 
KFI Los Angeles also was very pleasing. I wrote a few last holiday let-
ters hoping to settle my score a bit. My last Christmas card count shows 
seventy-four as the total. I learned of another package due at the ranch 
from Spain. The 5th will not be so bad a homecoming!
 I shall be out of debt as far as letters are concerned by the New Year’s 
actual entry. I have written all morning, then along came the mailman 
with many more letters. This gave me an added debt and an additional 
gratefulness. In the mail there was a blotting paper desk pad from Lon-
don, where good Ted’s wife69 had paused on a busy weekend to think 
of me, whom she has never seen. A friend who was in Sweden last sum-
mer at the same time I was, only in another part, sent me a metal book 
mark made in Dalecarlia Province. She is an old friend of the family 
and from her I learned my first words of Swedish when I was a fresh-
man in college in Florida.70

 There came in the mail the ranch publication, Corral Dust from the 
Valley Ranch,71 not the school publication. I quote two items of inter-
est, “Mr. Cummings—new Faculty member—went as far as Miles City 

 69. Martha Demaine Tempest, wife of Ted Tempest, a good friend in Yorkshire, Eng-
land.
 70. Ruth Stenwall (1865–1948) of DeLand, Florida, home of Stetson University.
 71. Semi-annual newsletter written by I. H. Larom and sent to Valley Ranch patrons 
and staff.
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The back of Cummings’s picture 
displays the word Hoksincankiyapi, 
which refers to an honor bestowed 
upon a child or esteemed adult, such 
as becoming a woman or man, receiv-
ing a Lakota name, or being wel-
comed into a family or culture. Bryan 
Charging Cloud, director of the Lakota 
Language Institute at Oglala Lakota 
College, provided this translation and 
related that it would not have been 
unusual for an interested and respect-
ful outsider to be so honored, since 
the making of relatives is one of the 
seven sacred rites of the Lakota. 

Cummings spent several days with the 
Sioux on the Cheyenne River Indian 
Reservation during his first visit to 
South Dakota in September 1932. This 
photograph, in which he wears a war 
bonnet and holds a ceremonial blan-
ket, was taken after he was “initiated” 
or adopted into the tribe in a formal 
ceremony. 
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with the boys, then headed for Pierre, S.D., to study the Sioux Indians 
and their peculiarities during vacation. Hope he don’t come back with 
a taste for stewed dog . . . be bad news for “Jocko,” “Lucky,” and the rest 
of the canine conglomerations around here. Jarvies added a new one to 
the collection . . . young “Tuffy,” a wire-haired, slipper chewing expert, 
who makes “Jocko’s” life miserable.”
 The second quote is even more interesting, it being of deep con-
cern to one of the masters: “The Henry Laroms have a new son72 which 
arrived before his trousseau, hope chest, or whatever you call a kid’s 
layout, was completed, so Henry plans to name him “Ghandi”, while 
the rest of us rather favor “Byrd,” “Admiral Peary,” “Esquamaux Joe,” 
or something appropriate to the fact that he picked December 9th to 
arrive on, when all the cars were in town and the thermometer regis-
tered 20 degrees below! Don’t worry, Mary made the grade to Cody, 
just twenty minutes ahead of time in Mildred Snyder’s car chaperoned 
by “Doc” Collins and Joe Erickson (chronic bachelor). Mother and son 
are fine and dandy, while Henry had a good excuse to take in the Stam-
pede Ball.”73

 On returning from the capitol in the afternoon, we stayed within 
easy reach of the radio for some fascinating foreign broadcasts were 
announced. At five we heard the first, which was the bells of Hamburg 
ringing in the New Central European Standard Time. On to Warsaw, 
back across the Corridor to Berlin, to Milan, Vienna and Budapest and 
then the boat and tug whistles of Rotterdam as Holland welcomed her 
own private New Year, which was twenty minutes ahead of Greenwich 
time. A little later over another station, and just at six o’clock as we 
were sitting down for dinner, I heard the great voice of Big Ben wel-
coming the New Year on the Thames bank. I knew that at that mo-
ment, friends of mine in Scotland were raising a glass of wine to the 
health and heartiness of friends and season.
 In the evening we drove around town. Many were preparing to go 
to the New Year’s Ball. The Locke Hotel was brim full of office-eager 

 72. David Woolsey Larom (1932–1985), son of Henry V. B. Larom (1903–1975), Valley 
Ranch School teacher and cousin of I. H. Larom, and his wife Mary Johnson Larom 
(1907–1971).
 73. This western-themed winter ball is held annually in Cody, Wyoming.
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Democrats in solution in the famed bathing pool of the Locke. There 
were no movies worth attending, so we came home and played cards. 
I finished Giants in the Earth, the finest bit of literature I have read in 
a long time. I even started a few pages in the sequel, Peder Victorious.74 
Before midnight I went to bed.

Sunday, January 1st, 1933

I recall dimly that I awakened to hear the ringing of a bell that an-
nounced the arrival of 1933. I soon went back to sleep and felt that, 
though the night was warm, probably someone would take the little 
fellow in out of the cold . . . in fact I heard him several hours before in 
Berlin saying, “Hier bin ich, neunzehnhundert drei und dreißig.”75

 Late risers were all in this house this morning! After breakfast I read 
to the end of the first hundred pages in Peder Victorious. There was a 
little good music on the radio. We drove to the post office to mail a 
few letters and I got out at the Congregational Church, for there was 
to be a history-making service.76 The church was dedicated at that ser-
vice, but I didn’t stay for the dedication. I heard the aged Doctor Riggs, 
whom I visited at Oahe two days ago, give the Invocation. There was 
fine singing both by the congregation and the choir. The prayer was 
led by Rev. Philip Frazier, the full blooded Sioux who is in charge of all 
Dakota (Indian) churches in the state. It was short and sincere. The 
sermon was by a man from Oak Park, Illinois, a Rev. Mr. Davies. It was 
a good sermon in thought but lasted until my patience was worn out. 
I spent the best moments looking at the great stained-glass window 
back of the pulpit. It represents the famed Dr. Stephen Return Riggs in 
the 1840s, preaching to a group of natives of the Dakota race. The col-
oring is not accurate in this window, either for the Indian complexions 
nor for the prairie background, but the portrayal of this man and the 
attitude of the Indian listeners intrigued me.

 74. Ole Edvart Rølvaag, Peder Victorious, trans. Nora O. Solum and the author (New 
York: Harper & Bros., 1929).
 75. This German phrase translates to “Here am I, 1933.”
 76. For a reporter’s description of the service, see Pierre Daily Capital Journal, 2 Jan. 
1933.
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 The service was ruined for me by the passing around of pledge-pa-
pers to see if they could raise the other $2400 that was necessary to pay 
off the debt. They may have figured that while they had a church full 
they better play their best cards, but it did seem as though they might 
have at least dedicated the fine new edifice with the service in a spiri-
tual fashion without starting in on a business scheme. New Year’s Day, 
the presence of Dr. Thomas L. Riggs, who over fifty years ago dedicated 
the first church in Pierre . . . and then they had to become commercial. 
It was then over an hour and a half since I had gone in to the service. I 
got up and came out. The dedication ritual was yet to be accomplished 
and the final hymns and prayers completed. I found the car outside 
and thought perhaps Elliot had come. I got in and not long afterwards 
my hostess arrived. She was wearied by it as I. How that process would 
have shocked my Puritan forebears! My two happy memories will be 
that of hearing the Invocation by Dr. Riggs and the sunlight coming 
through the window where Stephen Riggs was preaching the Wowapi 
Wakan to the interested Sioux.

Members of the Congregational church in Pierre pose for a photograph commemorat-
ing the last service to be held in the old church building on 10 July 1932. Philip Cum-
mings attended the dedication of the new building just six months later.
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 This afternoon my host took Elliot and me across the Missouri River 
into the zone of Mountain Standard Time. We went twenty miles into 
some township that may not even boast a name. We left the main road, 
which bears the proud denomination of Atlantic Yellowstone and Pa-
cific Highway, and struck out on a snowy road that led into the prairie 
to no visible destination. As we took these rough miles I saw every-
thing through the vision of Giants in the Earth. The simile was height-
ened when we came on the rise of land in sight of the whitish dwelling. 
It was not bad as a house, but the out-buildings were many and shabby. 
Nearby was a sort of pole-and-adobe house with a log-and-sod roof. 
Here the family had lived for over twenty years. Their children have 
ventured to Pittsburgh and to Los Angeles, but the old folks still stay 
on there very much pleased with the new house. The water supply is 
always questionable and sometimes just isn’t. One hears of the artesian 
wells out here that are sunk to such profound depths. There may al-
ways be water available if one digs deep enough, but at one dollar per 

Cummings was “intrigued” by the depiction of missionary Stephen R. Riggs in the apse 
of the new Congregational church. The unique stained-glass window remains there 
today.
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foot, and the usual artesian well being from twelve hundred to nine-
teen hundred feet, there are few farmers who can do it. Still, dealers in 
land assure one that this could be a paradise with water on it.
 While we waited for Mr. Ruden to conduct his business within, we 
talked to the police dog whose friendship was doubtful. There was a 
yellow and black cat which wandered off to a hen’s nest and started 
a siesta. A yellow cat washed his paws and a tabby cat surveyed the 
world of the snowy plains with a resigned stare. Before we left we had 
all three cats in the car where they appeared delighted with the atten-
tion. Ejecting them, we came back to Pierre. From the bluffs back to 
Fort Pierre, the chief city of the state looks rather grey and clustered 
together as if for protection from the searching prairie wind. Plains 
children were skating on the frozen Missouri; perhaps the most water 
they might ever see would run there in the spring freshets.
 Coming on time for the last of the New York Philharmonic concert 
over the radio, I went on with Peder Victorious.
 There was a combination of social events in the evening. At half past 
six we sat down to an informal supper which Mrs. Ruden was tendering 
some of the retiring state officials, and after I had started the supper the 
clock pointed accusingly at ten to seven. Elliot and I excused ourselves 
and rushed out to the Chevrolet and “tore down” Capitol Avenue and 
on two miles to the Indian School, where I was to be the guest speaker 
of the evening. We left our car at the Superintendent’s house and then 
went with him and Mrs. Calhoun and their daughter, Brooky Mae, 
to the big auditorium. It was full of girls in dark blue middy blouses 
and boys in dark olive-green (unattractive in the extreme) uniforms. 
The program began with singing led by the blond young teacher from 
North Carolina. He is a fine chap and a good leader. There were vari-
ous readings, remarkably well given; the awarding of athletic pennants 
came next and I rejoiced secretly that Lawrence His Law received one 
. . . that boy is a splendid fellow and any white school would be proud 
of such a boy.
 I gave them a few pictures of foreign scenes beginning with Moroc-
co, going on to the desert of Algeria, then to Spain, and ended the three 
quarters of an hour with a monologue in Spanish which represented 
the bargaining of a Spanish servant girl in a public market. The ges-
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tures and tones of the voice make it generally understandable, even to 
those who can’t grasp a word of the Cervantine tongue. The students 
paid courteous attention and laughed as gaily as any children. Their 
eyes shone brightly from the lustrous bronze faces. In the front two 
or three rows where the smaller children sat, there were several quite 
sleepy faces.
 We came back to the house in time for political discussions and I 
gave a more informal but more vehement lecture here at the house on 
Socialism, Communism and the International Soviet, trying to make 
the differences clear. Mr. Willy gave me so much information on Indian 
sites along the Missouri and the Cheyenne Rivers that my head swam. 
Oh to have the purse that would permit me to spend a summer explor-
ing. Near Mitchell, about seventy miles from the Missouri, there is a 
fortified Indian village site. He told me also of villages at the mouth of 
the Cheyenne River and the mouth of Antelope Creek. He also told of 
Lewis and Clark’s exploits along this section of the Missouri.
 And now the day is over, a rich beginning of the New Year. I hope I 
shall know very much more of my Sioux brothers77 before another New 
Year begins.

Monday, January 2nd, 1933

This morning I have packed books and a large box into which I could 
put one suitcase and extra things. It is no fun to change trains at mid-
night with three bags. The box weighs a great deal, but going express 
will not be too expensive.
 I read quite a bit further into Peder Victorious . . . I must finish it 
before noon of the 4th., when I leave. We can make the Olympian by 
leaving here as late as noon. In the afternoon we called on Enrique, 
who was very busy at the Giffords’. Then we picked up Mrs. Gebbie 
and brought her up to the house. Mrs. Ruden left for the hair dresser’s, 
so I made tea in the proper British fashion and had it for Mrs. Ruden 
on her return. The radio provided the subdued tunes for tea-time and a 

 77. During his September 1932 visit to South Dakota, Cummings spent several days 
with the Sioux on the Cheyenne River Indian Reservation and was adopted into the 
tribe in a formal ceremony.
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candle the soft light, so that the party was really very well appointed.
 In the evening Elliot took me out to the Superintendent’s home at 
the Indian School where I was guest at dinner. We talked music and 
heard the wind up of the Pittsburgh-Southern California football 
game. The latter team certainly played an impressive game.
 The only other guest at dinner was a very interesting teacher at the 
Indian School. She was born in Norway and has just been back there. 
She was most interesting to talk with. Little Brooky Mae asked many 
intelligent questions . . . quite beyond the usual power of intellect for 
her age. She is such a sweet little girl in her peach-tinted party dress.
 At ten Superintendent Calhoun took me up to Johnny Waltner’s, 
where I spent the night. Johnny is German and of a Mennonite family, 
and together we discussed many things of Teutonic interest. He speaks 
German quite well though born in South Dakota, in the village or town 
(out here the distinction is so different from the New England concep-
tion that one is never safe in denominating a community) of Freeman, 
in Hutchinson County.
 Undoubtedly the biggest hit of the day was the reading of some let-
ters from my English friend, Ted,78 at the Calhouns’. They seemed to 
enjoy them immensely and asked for more. Ted is a great character. He 
is intelligent, keenly observing the life around him, deeply loving his 
country and widely interested in literature, art and in his two sweet 
sons . . . twins of two years. His letters are manna on many a dull day, his 
powers of epistle composition leave mine far in the background, and 
best of all is his genuine sincerity. He is worthy of all one may write of 
friendship in its highest interpretation.

Inauguration Day, Tuesday, January 3rd, 1933

This morning I was up earlier than usual. A cold haze was rising slowly 
from the Missouri River. In the east was flaming a vermilion sunrise. I 
walked with John to the capitol and then up onto the hill in time for 
coffee with the family. This is such a day of unrest. Everyone connected 
in any way with the state is highly nervous . . . for some it is the last day 

 78. Ted Tempest.
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of their position, for others it is the beginning of the end. Of course for 
the Democrats it is the day of triumphal entry . . . they have entered in 
wide-brimmed cowboy hats and a farmer’s narrowed ideas.
 I had business in various parts of town. After cashing my check, 
there was another sizable lump of coin to be mailed to the teachers’ 
agency79 . . . it seems like a lot of money being sent away for nothing. 
I sent away express, and sent Mother a little material wealth to keep 
the wolf at least ten feet away from the door. I’ve always chuckled over 
the cartoon I once saw on the subject of the wolf at the door. The oc-
cupants of the house were peering through the window with concern 
all over their faces. Picture two showed a pair of hands from within 
the house reaching out and snatching the wolf into the house. Picture 
three showed the wolf in a very nude condition being ousted from the 
house, and picture four showed the family all decked out in new fur 
coats, headed for the movies: Very clever observation, I believe. We 
went to the Historical Department, where I chatted with kindly Opal, 
the secretary, but Mr. Fox was out. Up in the State House we visited 
the Banking Department and then went to the Governor’s office. We 
shook hands with him on this morning of his final exodus and wished 
him Godspeed. He was so gracious and is so fine a man. Not preten-
tious but a gentleman.
 Back at the house there were letters to write.
 At eleven fifteen a.m. we went after Enrique and then up to the 
Capitol. The galleries of the House of Representatives were very full, 
but we managed to get positions with an advantageous view. The 
House of Representatives was not imposing in the least. Few seemed 
to know what it was all about; it certainly was representative of the 
people. After interminable nominations, motions, and secondings of 
seemingly little or only perfunctory importance, I was glad to see the 
Senate convening with the House. But alas, my relief was misguided, 
for now there began another group of resolutions and aye-votings. Af-
ter another pause, the retiring and incoming Governors came in. The 
farewell address of Governor Green was followed by the swearing in 

 79. Porter Sargent Teacher Placement Bureau, which brokered Cummings’s hiring by 
the Valley Ranch School.
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of the new Governor Berry80 and the new state officers. The inaugural 
address I did not stay to hear. We took a senator’s wife up to the house, 
and then we three fellows went to Fort Pierre and out to the site of the 
old Fort. A load of wood had just passed by. It was loaded too high and 
consequently pieces dropped off. This was interesting, as there were 
some enticing logs of fireplace size which we collected, and they are 
now merrily snapping and sucking in the fireplace.
 I’ve read a little more in Peder Victorious and still expect to read the 
rest of it before the end of my stay here. How much there is that I feel I 
should like to read. My next reading, however, must be professional in 
the field of psychology, which fails by far to satisfy me with my queries 
on various human attitudes; however, this would not be considered a 
good professional remark for a teacher of youth. So I close, that is, I end 
the remarks but not the mental consideration.
 Karl Mundt,81 Professor of Public Speaking at Madison State Teach-
er’s College of this State, is due here for dinner. Of him I have heard 
so much that I am keenly curious as to how he measures up to various 
images of him that I have created.
 I have met Mr. Mundt. He is short, stocky, Germanic, and very full 
of “pep,” a man of tremendous driving power, and a good Kiwanis man, 
a fact which gave me a chance to poke a little fun at the American ten-
dency toward standardization. We had a very common ground of dis-
cussion in the abuse of athletics . . . their over-emphasis in the national 
education systems of all ranks and standards.
 In the evening, I carried on with Peder Victorious and only stopped 
to go over to the Executive Mansion to call on Ex-Governor Green, 
who will go back to Hazel in Hamlin County tomorrow, providing 
Mrs. Green recovers sufficiently from her cold to travel. So many are 
fighting a claim of “flu” now, but that rather is a reflection of their care-
lessness in their ordinary hygiene, room temperatures and the like, 
than any proof of a prevailing epidemic. This is the time of year when 
many fall prey to their indiscretions in dress and getting fresh air. Air, 

 80. See Joseph V. Ryan, “Tom Berry, 1933–1937,” in Over a Century of Leadership, pp. 
126–31.
 81. See John M. Duffy, “Dakota Images: Karl E. Mundt,” South Dakota History 30 (2000): 
428–29.
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the very source of life and strength, is judged as so dangerous by many. 
I have several draft-conscious friends.
 The Governor, or Ex-Governor, looked so rather lonely tonight. I 
don’t know that he felt that way, but it is quickly to be seen how soon 
the man is forgotten when his official robes are on the broad shoulders 
of another man.

Wednesday, January 4th, 1933

It is so beautiful a morning. I have been to the post office and then 
down to the State Historical Library to say “Cheerio” to Mr. Fox. He 
had me translate a letter from the Rector of St. Joseph’s Seminary of 
Laval University at Three Rivers, Canada. The letter was in French and 
about the Verendrye plate, which was found some years ago buried on 
a bluff across the Missouri.82 I have seen the plate and read its informa-
tion of a party of travelers who paused on the site of Fort Pierre in the 
eighteenth century. Nicollet and the Verendrye explorers came from 
Three Rivers, halfway between Montreal and Quebec [City], on the 
north of the St. Lawrence River. This year they are celebrating at Three 
Rivers (Trois-Rivières, Québec) their tercentenary. The Rector wished 
photographic copies of the Verendrye plate and the information on its 
discovery, and all the details about its appearance and inscription. I 
recall motoring through Trois-Rivières on a rainy night last June. The 
last time I saw the city was about noon on the 3rd of September, when 
I sat on the decks of the Duchess of York slowly approaching Montreal 
after an unpleasant transatlantic passage.83

 We went out to the Indian School so that I might bid farewell to the 

 82. Albert Tessier (1895–1976), rector and history professor at Laval University. Fox’s 
reply to Monseigneur Tessier, dated 6 January 1933, gave no credit to Cummings for his 
translation. Instead, Fox wrote (in English), “The delay in answering your good letter 
has not been due to the language in which it was written, but to the fact that this de-
partment has been disrupted by the necessity of moving to new quarters. I read French 
easily.” Fox was probably unaware that, after Cummings returned to Valley Ranch, he 
and Mgr. Tessier corresponded for several years (in French) about various historical 
topics. The letters of both Fox and Cummings are preserved in the Fonds Albert Tessier, 
FN-0014, Archives du Séminaire de Trois-Rivières, Québec, Canada.
 83. Cummings returned from his August 1932 trip to Germany on the Duchess of York.
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Superintendent. And now, with two letters to write and thirty pages 
of Peder Victorious to complete, I shall leave my journal, my taskmaster, 
for a few days.

Valley Ranch, Sunday, January 8th, 1933

It is snowing lightly. The grove is darkened by the overhanging clouds 
and the peaks are well wrapped in grey woolen mufflers. I am sitting in 
my cozy cabin with my vacation at its lowest ebb. The boys arrive to-
morrow. But I am back in the mountains, and this has been the cause of 
endless rejoicing in the last two days. I am back with a landscape that I 
understand, with which I can cope.
 On the afternoon of January 4th at about one thirty, we left 781 Hu-
ron Avenue and picked up Enrique and Mrs. Troy. Then we started 
out for Mobridge. As we rounded the hill by the airport, I took one 
last backward glance at the grey city of Pierre, the white solidity of the 
Missouri River, and the now thoroughly democratized State House. I 
felt a pang of regret to leave the city for which I felt a sort of friendly 
interest.
 Once we were out on the open prairie beyond the Center Monu-
ment, I was absorbed in the vastness of the expanse. Far to the south-
east was the faint blur of Medicine Butte. We went nearly to that butte, 
which is beyond Blunt. Two miles west of Blunt we turned north and 
went for miles, getting gradually into the richer farm land and coming 
on farms that could actually boast from two to twenty trees around 
their dooryard. We came to Gettysburg and Mrs. Troy got out there to 
visit a daughter. We drove on into a part of the countryside where the 
plains turned into very rolling slopes and little farms were hidden in 
sheltered ravines.
 About four in the afternoon we reached Mobridge. We came in sight 
of that city first from a high bluff in back of it. Having plenty of time, 
we drove two miles beyond the city to the bridge and crossed the fro-
zen Missouri and wound up a hill to the important crossroads. This was 
in Corson County. At the crossroads there was a tablet-less monument 
and a big cement sign board which quoted Cody as 621 miles away, and 
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we had come 126 miles from Pierre, making the total highway distance 
around 747 miles; the rail distance is greater.
 Back in Mobridge we went to the station but the agent seemed in 
no hurry to appear, so I spent my time watching a rather impudent 
tame turkey that was walking around the waiting room giving queer 
chuckling noises as though to assert an ownership of the place. Finally 
we drove up to the Brown Palace Hotel and had an early supper in the 
cafe there. After supper we drove several miles around the city. Mo-
bridge has a pretty park, a fine Masonic Temple, and a very good look-
ing school, if one may judge from the exterior. The exterior judgment 
of a school is lamentably too often inaccurate.
 At 6:15 Central Time, the red and tawny Olympian came swirling 
into the station with a rush of escaping steam. I took my friends all 
through the train, which stops there some minutes. Then they left. At 
5:35 p.m. Mountain Time, we pulled out of Mobridge. My friends were 
in their car and I stood on the observation platform to wave to them. I 
even heard them call out a friendly “goodbye.” They had been so good 
to me that month of vacation, when political worries were always 
threatening and drawing in on them.
 Having dined in Mobridge, I was able to spend my time getting a 
haircut on the train. I went to my berth at eight and read a little while. 
I didn’t sleep too well, and it seemed as though I had hardly dozed off 
before the porter tugged at my bed clothes and warned me that we 
would be in Miles City in “jus’ fifteen minutes.” I dressed and looked at 
my watch. It was twelve and I knew we weren’t due in Miles City until 
one. I found the porter and he was thunder-struck to find that he had 
forgotten to put his watch back an hour. He was profuse with apologies 
and I went back to my berth.
 At one I reached Miles City, and was sorry to see the Olympian glide 
off into the white Montana night. It is a superb train without ques-
tion. I taxied across Miles City. There was lots of snow there and freshly 
fallen sleet in the streets to add to the thrill of a midnight ride! At the 
Northern Pacific Station, I read for an hour and then got my ticket and 
had a very pleasant chat with the ticket agent. While there, two tall 
and clean cut young men came in and asked for the yard master. They 
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said something more and I heard him tell them that if they wished to 
get onto the freight they would have to go up beyond the bridge. They 
disappeared into the night. The agent said they were probably good 
fellows, just out of work and heading east in hopes of something or 
perhaps going home. He said there were many such. They were good 
looking, intelligent appearing lads, perhaps in their late teens or earli-
est twenties. As I stood on the platform watching the bright headlight 
of the North Coast Limited coming away off in the distance, the long 
fast freight rumbled past, gathering momentum. I wondered in what 
car the two youths might be, and how many other such youths and 
other tramps there might be in that long thundering rattling string of 
box cars and oil tank cars.
 Once aboard the North Coast Limited I slept a little but only a few 
hours, for there was Billings, cold and dark just ahead. Out at five thir-
ty, I went into the station and chatted with the colored porter who is 
an old-timer in Billings. He knows all of the Valley Ranch people and 
is a real gentleman. He is bringing up in great decency, a son. I bought 
two copies of the colored journal Crisis from the porter. His son is agent 
for the magazine.84 After six I walked up to the main street of the city 
and into the Northern Hotel. At six forty-five the cafe opened, and I 
breakfasted on calves liver and bacon and rather poor coffee. At eight 
my train left for Cody. This time it was on the Chicago, Burlington & 
Quincy Railroad. We followed the Northern Pacific tracks to Laurel 
and then turned southward. There was less snow here than in Miles 
City. I read a little and then wrote several New Year’s notes that were 
quite overdue.
 At Frannie, where I had to change from the Denver express for the 
local to Cody, the end of the line, I went to Joe’s Cafe. The woman in 
charge is from Zurich, Switzerland, blue-eyed, grey and just as fresh-
looking as though still in a chalet along the Zürichersee. My little chats 
in German with her are lots of fun. She has cheeks as rosy as the big 
apples which are on the counter in the neat cafe.

 84. The Crisis, official journal of the National Association for the Advancement of 
Colored People (NAACP), was founded in 1910 by W. E. B. Du Bois and edited by Du 
Bois from 1910 to 1934. See Catherine M. Lewis, “The Crisis,” in W. E. B. Du Bois: An Ency-
clopedia, ed. Gerald Horne and Mary Young (Westport, Conn.: Greenwood Press, 2001), 
pp. 44–45.
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 A little after noon [on Thursday, 5 January] I reached Cody and 
taxied over to the town, two miles across the valley of the Shoshone, 
to the Chamberlin Hotel. In the train from Billings there had been a 
young Greek girl who told two Irish girls of her parents’ recent visit 
to the old country. In the taxi we sat together, and I ventured “est kala 
hemera” (the best I can transcribe it into the English alphabet) to her. 
This “good-day” greeting completely nonplussed the young lady, and I 
laughed also and told her how that same phrase had won me a desert 
trip in Africa. Knowing that I would have nothing to do that evening 
and that she was visiting a very respectable family, I asked her to go to 
the movies with me.
 Mrs. Chamberlin came streaking through the house as I registered.85 
She is the most active woman I ever saw. I asked her why she didn’t 
try to go a little slower and save herself, but she said she couldn’t as 
she wasn’t geared that way. However, Mrs. Chamberlin had no time 
for me, as she had just received the fascinating pages of idiotic ques-
tions known as the “Income Tax Form.” Even her parrot was jabbering 
untended and her little fox terrier stood unpetted. The news suddenly 
came that ex-President Coolidge had dropped dead.86 This was a great 
and painful surprise, and I was not willing to believe it until I heard 
several reports.
 In the afternoon I sent two small Navajo mats away, one to bonnie 
Auld Reekie (Edinburgh) and the other to Vermont. Then I called on 
Brownie,87 the old timer in these parts, daughter of the Jefferson Val-
ley in Montana and the editor of the Cody Daily Reminder . . . an ad and 
last-minute gossip sheet that is the pleasant paper for every housewife, 
for it deals with both her bargains and her neighbors. Just such a Daily 
Reminder is published in Pierre, South Dakota. She told me sad news, 
that Aunt Carrie88 had suffered a breakdown, and while she was very 

 85. Agnes B. Chamberlin (1871–1947), owner of the Chamberlin Hotel. The current 
owner’s collection of historic desk registers includes the page for 5 January 1933 with 
Cummings’s signature on it.
 86. Calvin Coolidge (1872–1933) died unexpectedly of a heart attack on 5 January 1933, 
at the age of sixty. “Calvin Coolidge,” http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Calvin_coolidge, ac-
cessed 22 Feb. 2009.
 87. Eoa C. Brown (1875–1958).
 88. Caroline N. Larom (1871–1955), aunt of I. H. Larom and mother of Henry V. B. 
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much improved, was absolutely unable to work and must keep very 
still, no more teas or anything. That was a shock, for Aunt Carrie has 
ever maintained such an independence. I found an interesting little 
card to send her.
 I went to the Irma Cafe and saw Peggy George (anglicized Greek 
name that she uses.) She told me that she had decided not to go to the 
show since she had seen it three times. Instead, she had dinner with me 
and proved a very pleasing companion. Her people come from a village 
near Patras. She is now living in Sheridan, in the eastern part of the 
state. I came through Sheridan early in the morning on my way from 
Newcastle to Billings last September 25th.
 Going back to the hotel I found that “Doc” Collins and Tom89 had 
arrived from Sunshine, where they are homesteading. They looked 
plenty good to me, and after chatting for a while, we all went to the 
movies to see Harold Lloyd in Movie Mad, or was it Movie Crazy?90 
When I arrived I had been given a telegram of welcome signed by “the 
Elk in the Parlor.” I knew that was Al and Peggy Gould’s91 work. It was 
sent from Cheyenne, the 440-mile-distant capital of the state of Wyo-
ming. On our return from the movies we went into the Wilson (or the 
“Green”) drug store for hot chocolate, and there were Peggy and Al 
with Merrill and Helen Snyder, having driven all that distance since 
eight in the morning. We talked one another deaf in the drug store, 
and then came back over to my room and continued. Besides conver-
sation, I contributed stuffed dates that Mrs. Ruden had tucked in my 
Gladstone bag.
 We all slept late [on Friday, January 6th]. I breakfasted at the Irma 
[Hotel] and then went shopping at the ten-cent store and at the Cody 
Trading Company. I bought a dust mop at the latter store, determined 
not to scratch my varnish any longer with my broom. I arranged to 

Larom, who lived at Valley Ranch with her husband, Walter H. Larom (1858–1934), 
former Archdeacon of the Episcopal Church of Northern New York.
 89. Ranch nurse Dorothy (“Doc”) Collins and her husband Tom Collins.
 90. Harold Lloyd starred in Movie Crazy in 1932. “Harold Lloyd,” http://www.imdb 
.com/name/nm0516001/, accessed 22 Feb. 2009.
 91. Fellow teacher Alphin T. Gould (1903–1990) and his wife, Margaret C. (“Peg”) 
Gould (1905–1982).
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have this sent out on the ranch truck, which was in town for grain. Al 
had more shopping to do and we finished this, then eating early at the 
Cody Cafe, we started for Valley. A terrific wind was blowing and the 
Valley was full of penetrating clouds of dust blowing off the flats of 
Shoshone Lake. Gradually we lifted up into the mountains. The day 
was glorious and not cold. The mountains were luminous and spread 
with ermine. Small snow storms came over the loftier peaks. Antelope 
raced away from the road in the T-E Hills. As we came past Tipi,92 we 
blew our horn, but only the slowly ascending smoke from the chimney 
gave any sign of life.
 We were here. The mountains seemed twice as high after the flat-
ness of the plains. I embraced them all in spirit and then hurried to 
start a fire in my cabin. Very soon it was cozy and I started unpacking 
and getting settled, which was a long process; in fact, I didn’t finish it 
until the next day. Al and I went over after mail. I had all I could carry. 
There were papers, magazines, packages, and letters. The cassava bread 
was here from British Guiana, a sleek grey necktie was waiting from my 
aunt in East Longmeadow, Massachusetts. There were two Scotsman 
Picture Calendars from Edinburgh and, being duplicates, I gave one to 
Al Gould. Then there was the roll of manuscripts on sheepskin, the last 
of my collection in Spain, just in from Madrid. These I undid with glee, 
selected one with three illuminated letters and then picked out a few 
to give away and a few to mail away. These really aren’t as nice as the 
ones I sent direct from Madrid some two years since.
 The letters still remain to be answered, although a few of the more 
urgent ones have been attended to. Yesterday [Saturday, January 7th] I 
learned that we are to close the big schoolhouse93 in order to save coal, 
and each teacher will have a cabin for his classes. This appeals to me 
strongly, as I can then fix up my schoolroom with posters and it won’t 
be as far from my own cabin. I shall teach in cabin 32.
 I went over and cleaned the screens out of my room where they were 

 92. Home of “Aunt Carrie” and “Uncle Walter” Larom.
 93. The so-called “Brooks House” at Valley Ranch was normally used by the Brooks 
family in summer and by the school in winter. With so few classrooms needed that year, 
Larom hoped to lower his heating costs by closing the larger Brooks building and in-
stead using empty guest cabins as stand-alone classrooms.
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Relaxing in his cabin in 1932, Cummings provides a lap for one of the Valley 
Ranch School’s several dogs. On the wall at left is an illuminated musical score 
that he obtained from a rare book and manuscript dealer in Spain. 
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stored and put them in the adjoining room, which was then locked. 
Cabin 32 is a two-room cabin. Then I mailed some of the manuscripts 
. . . one to Freddy’s mother at Wardour, Annapolis, Maryland. It doesn’t 
seem possible that Freddy has been gone a year now. The other to my 
chum Phil at the University of New Hampshire. Phil has a particular 
appreciation for such things.
 In the evening I went to dinner at Perry Snyder’s,94 where a big tur-
key with his livery of peas, potatoes, jelly, delicious warm rolls, salad, 
et cetera, made us all verge unto gluttony. I went afterwards to the 
Snyder boys’ cabin to throw darts. Johnny is very fair and very large for 
only eleven years. Billy is chubby and seven. I came along back to the 
main ranch and then went in to call on Mr. I. H. Larom, who is much 
improved in health. We discussed Indians, Spain, and weapons. He 
showed me a rare old Arabic or Saracen pistol from Spain and a rare sil-
ver-embossed weapon from Italy. Having given him a manuscript, we 
discussed it a bit and he told me of an interesting yet unpleasant expe-
rience he had getting five or six pages of an ancient Coptic Bible of the 
10th century. He lived a year in Egypt with his father95 and did much 
treasure hunting. He has a mummified falcon and a number of other 
Egyptian antiquities. He is a wise and shrewd collector, and could tell 
me fascinating tales of his rummaging in cellars and sub-cellars in the 
Southwest, and spending a week or ten days in getting one object at his 
own price. Someday, when the weather warms, he will take me into his 
treasure house and show me the wonders that are packed in authentic 
ancient chests.
 Now it is Sunday and more letters are written. “Bernstein” spotted 
me on my arrival and hasn’t left me since except for meals. He is so 
“purry,” and I reciprocate his kind greetings in a louder and less subtle 
manner. Dinner is about ready, so I shall leave this journal for a few 
hours and gather wind for the continuation. My record is complete to 
date.

 94. Foreman of Valley Ranch.
 95. Frank W. Larom (1863–1943), a successful importer of fine leather goods.
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