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My Priend,
Bometimes as I relax in the oalm, seothing werwth of the fire 4n

my hearth when my chores are dome in the country or the hurried hours

of & day in the oity mre at sn end, I neem to see your Pace smiling
out of the flames and to hear the esho of your voioce in the crimson
orackle of the burning logs. The hours have been long and heve s&ruck
« rebirth in history sinos your last "fireside ohat" with me, but now
that the weight of your burdens has been shifted to other shoulders,
would vou mind very much if I have a fireside chet with you? For I am
AMERICOA and vou ®re =y own, and my own never leave me.

I was in the throes of domestino chags when you first talked things
over with me, and I was fighting heartbreak snd war the last time. Tou
were my mouthpiece for se lengl In the brooding pesce before the wer you
eame ko my hearth with the morstorium, the NEA, confliet om the continemt;
in the sesring war before the pesce you brought me the challenge of
Pearl Harbor, the third term, "D" Day. BEsch time you had & chat with me
I pondered your worde. Bometimes I knew you were right. BScmetimes I
thought yu were wrong. But it wae American and it was fun, snd it helped
us to batter understanding of esch other.

I hope 1 can make you see why I had this nostalgie desire to have
words with you. You spoke streight from the shoulder mrd then scospted with -
= waiting esr both the eritisiem and praise that follewed. You were blessed
with the gift of the golden tongue, but my owm volcs seems h-*.hﬂlltlﬂ-u“‘
Today, even though my hesrt and pulse beat the seme sn ewver.




Many times, s now, 1 heve thought wistfully of your chats with me.
I would not osll you back, for you gave me your full mortal mesasure snd
I san +ell by the twinkle of your eyes in the firelight that you imew s
well an I that there was ne "indispensible” man. Tet this is Today. And
where sre the woloes? Where the firm hand snd the sbeady step?

1 know +het you wouldn't blame me for being & bit befuddled. Al-
though the war is over the pesce is not yet here, and the confusion of
readfustment still lies moross wy land. 1 haven't changed & bit since’
you left and often I remember your saying "we have nothing to fear ¥ fesr
itaelf”. I sm not efraid. Yet well I know that the path I follow now must
lead to either the glory of the brotherhood of wam or the loss of freedom
forever! The time is here when T must choose my path for I have paid in
bitter tragedy for the ssfeby of the world and only with the widdom of God
and the nobility of heart that {8 my heritage oan I Juatify the sacrifioes
I tave made on the battlefield.

How humble snd thenkful I was when the Tighting waz over =nd the boys
wore coming home! I prayed in the churches snd synagogues for those whe

~would not return and for the pesce thet would surely come. Then the exoite-
mert of & new era began to course through my wvelns, for while my for wa
tempered by sorrow, I am the youth of the world and youkh always looks ahead.
dnd I dresmed of free mem and progress, United Wations and re-united fMemilies;
pesge conferenoes and recenversion; full employmert and prioce gontrol; new
eirs and washing mtchines.

Of eourse, I have not had too many months to work on thess things, but it
seoms that I am not going about 1% Just right. That's why I felt like having
one more shat #ith you, For you helped me solve problems 1ike these not se
leng ago. . ol '3 -




Thia land of mine is the ssnstusry of the earth. It still flows
with milk and honey -- yet that is part of my problem. For I mast
share this flow ith my many hungry friends in bureps and Asis lert the
mllk curdle snd the honey turn bitter in my own mouth.

I am finding 4% diffieult to lock my ex-servicemen in the eye.
they osme fJoyfully back to my shorss enly to find thet there is no
plage they osn oall heme. They rightly expect geinful employment so
that they oan meet the high sest of living:. They are faped with shorbages,
blaok markets, industry parslgzed by cleshes betwoen labor and mansgement;
§cbs lost begsuse of strikes; inflatien. They snswered my oall to fight
bigotry and aggression and returned to find hatemengers spreading seeds of
disscntent in their owm yards. They see me juggle the atomis bomb from
hapd tp hand and trust me to disposs of it gently lest it blest to =
soreaming nothingness the homsland for which they fought.

Most of wll, they wateh with wary eyes as I sit a® peace confer-
ences and they search wainly for the brotherhocd of man and the urlty of
pations that fed their spirits and hopes in thelr days of conflick.

I muet not let things slide. For a free man is not &= happy man
without ® homs to csll hie own. He cannct be a true father to his ochild-
ren if te sllows snother man's child to sterve. He cannot produce his new
ear or washing machine unless labor and management work in harmony. Nor
will he get & square desl if the values are ruimed by infletion nor &f the
fruits of Labor ure grasped by the furtiwe hends of the blaok market.

1 atnnot drive home the lesson of tolerance to hate-corroded mations
while the flames of intclerance sre being fanned by disloynl members of
my own fold. My voloe must be heard in the osuse of world freedom, but

1t will fall on desf ears if I am divided ot home.
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I renlly have so many problems. But I am so many thingsl I ama
gold star mother and I am & graye on Iwo. I am white and I sm bleck.
I am » Republican ard ] am & Demoorat. I am clesn with the dust of coal
on my hands and T am solled with the white of sheets that snesk in the
nights I am s lonely priwete in Tokyo and I am & farmer in the fields
of Tewa. I am fertile and I am clay. I am a prager and I am t.:h- answer .
Tes, I um America. I am & dream-bound book snd you are cne of my
silver pages. The chepter just presed is engraved with your wisdom and
humor and enriched by the memory of your smile as you stood in the rain
ot Hyde Park. The warmth of my hearth was ever the refuge of those
seeking truth and courage and freedom. As long as the spirit of such as
you oen emerge from the essence of such ms I, America will move onward in
faith and triumph. And ms the flame glows brightly and is forever re-
kindled with the fuel of rightecusness snd honer, your wision of tomerrow

ie my hope of todey, so come wisit my fireside again -- and again -- mna again.

Bunice K. Emtr
6115 E. 6th Ave.
Denver, Colerade
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